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A LETTER TO THE STUDENT 


Imagine a traveler in a foreign land without maps 
or guidebooks. So many enjoyable and worthwhile 
sights would be missed entirely or only partially 
appreciated. For these reasons wise travelers rely 
on the advice and guidance of those who have 
traveled those lands before. 


This book is a kind of traveler's guide through lands 
you have not explored. In fact the journey you are 
about to begin will take you through time as well. 
Along the way you will encounter fiction, poetry, 
drama, and nonfiction that countless readers have 
judged to be among the best ever written—best not 
only in terms of their artistic beauty but also in 
terms of the sheer enjoyment they give and the 
insights they provide into English and Western 
culture. 


Like any good traveler’s guide, this anthology is 
designed to help you use your time efficiently. It 
does so not by telling you what to think about liter- 
ature but by giving you practice in how to think log- 
ically and creatively about what you read. 
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Literature 


Understanding 
Literature 


Notice that the book has two parts—English Liter- 
ature and Western Literature—and that each part 
is arranged chronologically. Each unit introduction 
and each author biography is written to help you 
focus your thinking as you read the literary selec- 
tions. The Study Questions after each selection 
guide your thinking in an organized way: Recall- 
ing questions lay the groundwork of the selection’s 
important facts, Interpreting questions help you 
discover the significance of those facts, Extend- 
ing questions help you relate the selection to your 
own experience. Other special features—such as 
Viewpoint, Comparing Writers, and Model for 
Active Reading—will also help you think critically 
as you read. 


English and Western Literature was created to 
guide you through an extraordinary experience of 
the mind and imagination. As you continue to think 
about literature, that experience will grow all the 
more enjoyable. 
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Literary Map of Britain 


This map, with current borders, identifies 
locales associated with many of the authors 
and selections included in Part One of 
English and Western Literature of the 
Macmillan Literature Series. 

As you read more English literature, 

you will be able to place other 

authors and literary works in 

correct geographic locations. 
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ENGLISH CHANNEL 


Part One: 
English Literature 


This book is divided into two parts—Part One: 
English Literature and Part Two: Western 
Literature, Part One presents a chronological 
survey of English literature from its Anglo- 
Saxon beginnings in 449 to the present day. 
A few basic facts about England will be 
helpful to you as you read. First of all, modern- 
day England is actually one division of the 
United Kingdom of Great Britain and Northern 
Ireland, often called simply Great Britain. The 
other divisions are Wales, Scotland, and 
Northern Ireland. When we refer to English 
literature in this book, however, we speak in 
broad terms about literature from all these areas. 
The British have had a monarch, or 
hereditary royal sovereign, for more than a 
thousand years. The powers of the monarch 
have gradually declined over these years, and 
today Great Britain is a constitutional monarchy, 


in which the sovereign serves as the head 

of state but does not actually rule. A cabinet 
of government officials called ministers and 
headed by the prime minister actually rules 
the country. The Parliament is the lawmaking 
body, consisting of the House of Lords and the 
House of Commons. The House of Lords is 
composed of nobility, most of whom have 
inherited their titles. 

Much of the literature you will be reading 
contains titles of royalty and nobility. Royalty 
includes the king (the male sovereign ) and the 
queen (the female sovereign or the wife of the 
king ). Other members of the royal family 
include princes (the sons of the sovereign, the 
sons of a son of the sovereign, or the husband of 
the queen) and princesses (the daughters of the 
sovereign, the daughters of a son of the 
sovereign, or the wives of princes). The upper 
nobility consists of dukes and duchesses, 
marquesses and marchionesses, earls and 
countesses, viscounts and viscountesses, and 
barons and baronesses. 


Sovereigns of England and Great Britain 


Edmund |, 939-946 
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Edwy, 955-959 
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THE 


ANGLO-SAXON 


PERIOD 


449-1066 


What we speak of as English literature 
might be more accurately called British 
literature, for it includes the literatuce of 
Scotland, Wales, and Ireland as well as of 
England. The island of Britain, located 
twenty miles off the coast of northern 
Europe, was ofiginally inhabited by 
primitive Celtic tribes known as Britons. 
This island, nearly six hundred miles 
from north to south and never much 
wider than three hundred miles, in- 
cludes England, Scotland, and Wales. To 
its west is another island, Ireland. 

Britain is a land that has had its his- 
tory, culture, and literature shaped by a 
series of invaders from the nearby con- 
tinent. Perhaps one of the reasons for 
the universal and lasting appeal of Eng- 
lish literature is that it springs from a 
land that, in its early history, was succes- 
sively invaded by people with varying 
languages and cultures. 


Before the Anglo-Saxons 


Although our study of English literature 
begins with the Anglo-Saxon Period, the 
Anglo-Saxons were not the first people, 
nor indeed the most civilized people, to 
invade Britain. Generally speaking, civi- 
lization in Europe—the development of 
a written language, art, religion, science, 
and social codes—began in Greece and 
in Rome, far to the south of Britain near 
the Mediterranean Sea. 
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Ancient Greek civilization 
(see Part Two of this book) 
dates back to 800 B.c. For four 
hundred years or so this small, 
Aegean civilization produced, 
along with beautiful architecture 
and ordered city life, some of 
the most enduring works of lit- 
erature that the world has ever 
known. The Greek influence 
then spread northward into 
what we know today as France, 
Germany, and Spain. 

By 250 s.c. Rome had con- 
quered the Mediterranean world. 
In the two hundred years between 
100 B.c. and ab. 100, Rome 
produced another ancient civili- 
zation, indebted to that of Greece, 
with a literature of its own (see 
Part Two). Under the Roman 
general Julius Caesar, the Roman 
empire was carried northward 
into what was then Gaul and is 
now France. Finding himself near 
the inviting isle of Britain in 55 
B.c., Caesar himself led his army 
across the English Channel, 
bringing to England its first 
touch of Roman civilization. 

Julius Caesar was not only a 
brilliant general but a noted au- 
thor who composed a Latin his- 
tory called Caesar’s Commentar- 
ies. When he invaded Britain, he 
encountered the Celts whose life 
style by Roman standards was 
primitive and crude. Caesar re- 
mained in Britain only a short 
time, but in a.D. 43, during the 
rule of the emperor Claudius, the 
Romans returned to Britain in 
earnest and stayed for more than 
three hundred years. 


Chesspiece from the Viking Age. 


Anglo-Saxon Invasions 


The Jutes, followed by the An- 
gles and the Saxons—all tribes 
of Germanic origin—invaded 
Britain from the European con- 
tinent in 449. As they invaded, 
the Celts—ted, stories tell us, by 
a Christian king named Arthur— 
retreated slowly into the misty 
uplands of present-day Wales, 
and the Britain that we now 
know began to take shape. 

In the southern part of the 
island, the Angles and the Saxons, 
soon united as Anglo-Saxons, 
began to introduce a society 
that was, in a sense, democratic 
and order-loving. In 787 the 
Danes—tribes from northern Eu- 
rope, often called Vikings or 
Norsemen—began raids on Eng- 
land. By 878 the Anglo-Saxons 
had acquired a ruler strong 
enough to repel the invaders: 
Alfred the Great, a military lead- 
er who, like Julius Caesar before 
him, was also a writer and the 
author of a history. Alfred’s his- 
tory, however, was written not 
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in Latin but in Anglo-Saxon, his 
native tongue. 


Anglo-Saxon Civilization 


If at this time you had been 
able to look down from the air 
upon Anglo-Saxon England, espe- 
cially upon the southern part of 
the island, less mountainous and 
more fertile than in the north, 
what would have struck your 
eye? Perhaps first would be the 
legacies of Rome: the famous 
Roman roads, still used by the 
Anglo-Saxons; a few great walls; 
and mostly abandoned towns with 
baths .and villas, all of stone, 
brick, and tile. 

The Anglo-Saxons preferred 
their, Own little villages, with 
timber-built shelters and com- 
munal farmland (in which each 
family,, however poor, had a 
strip of land). Therefore, you 
would see new wagon trails con- 
necting these villages, and also 
winding off to an occasional cas- 
tle and courtyard, to newly built 
Anglo-Saxon stone churches, and 
to monasteries, some of which 
dated back to Roman times. On 
these trails, you would see most 


often ox-drawn Carts taking goods | 
to market. Groups, of clerics, — 


pilgrims, or courtiers would re- 
mind you that the courts of no- 
bles and the monasteries and ca- 
thedrals of the Roman Church 
formed the central institutions 
of the country. Warriors in un- 
pleasantly stiff armor would re- 
mind you that Anglo-Saxon Eng- 
land was not only a farming so- 


= 


ciety but a heavily military soci- 
ety as well. It was also a Sea- 
going society, and from the air 
you could see the beginning of 
the great city of London, a trade 
center for goods carried to mar- 
ket by ship as well as by ox- 
cart. 

Perhaps not 
guished from other parts of an 
Anglo-Saxon castle were the 
mead halls. People would gath- 
er in these great communal ban- 
quet halls to celebrate a battle 
or the return of a hero from a 
long journey. These meetings 
were the octasions for feasting 
and for drinking ale and mead, a 
malt'-liquor made from honey. 
It was in these Anglo-Saxon 
mead halls that English literature 
first began. 


The Beginnings of 
English Literature 


English literature began as oral, 
not written, literature, with songs 
and poems celebrating heroes. 
These poems were passed on by 
minstrels, or scops, who com- 
posed many poems that praised 
Anglo-Saxon ideals. Probably the 
most important of these ideals 
were valor, honor, and loyalty to 
one’s lord. This was primarily a 
somber time in which human 
destiny was believed to be ruled 
by fate, or wyrd, as the Anglo- 
Saxons called it. 

Through the songs of the 
scops, the major battles and the 
feats of the tribe’s heroes and 
kings were recited and remem- 


easily distin: 


Dover Castle, constructed during the Anglo- 
Saxon Period, 


bered. In this way heroes could 
win enduring fame, something 
that was valued highly because 
their religion did not acknowl- 
edge immortality through an af- 
terlife. The scops’. poems often 
reflect the grim, war-ridden lives 
of the Anglo-Saxon people. By 
immortalizing their heroes, the 
scops also brought a semblance 
of permanence to a world ruled 
by a sense of transience and fatal 
doom. lia ll 

The earliest English story- 
poem to come down to us is 
about a hero called Beowulf. 
Beowulf was composed about 
700 by an unknown minstrel, 
one of the many who traveled 
from mead hall to mead hall to 
entertain the courts of kings and 
their warriors. The poem was 
composed in Old English, or 
Anglo-Saxon, a dialect of Ger- 
manic origin ‘that is the ancestor 
of our present-day English and 
was brought to Britain by the An- 
glo-Saxons. Beowulf 1s an exam- 
ple of an epic, a long. narrative 
poem in grave and stately lan 
guage about the achievements of 
a hero, often a national heroic 


figure. Ancient Greece and Rome 
(see Part Two of this book) had 
their great epics. England itself 
has other epics that appear later 
in this book. 

Few of the other poems of 
this period have — survived. 
Those that have we owe to the 
work and learning of monks in 
monasteries, which, like the cas- 
tles with their mead halls, dot- 
ted the landscape of Anglo- 
Saxon England. One of these 
early poems is “The Seafarer,” 
unusual for its lyric tone and its 
nonreligious subject matter. 

Written literature did not ex- 
ist in the British Isles until about 
the year 700. It first comes to 
our attention in the work of the 
most famous of the Anglo-Saxon 
monks, the Venerable Bede, au- 
thor of Ecclesiastical History 
of the English People One of 
the famous people Bede wrote 
about in his History was Caed- 
mon, a shepherd who became a 
monk and the first English reli- 
gious poet. 

Although Bede was Anglo- 
Saxon, he wrote his History in 
Latin. The first notable written 
literature actually composed in 
Old English came almost two 
centuries later when the remark- 
able Anglo-Saxon King Alfred the 
Great wrote his Anglo-Saxon 
Chronicles, also a history, in the 
year 892. Alfred is often consid- 
ered the greatest English king. 
The social organization, laws, 


‘and culture that he introduced 


are still evident in English cul- 
ture today. 
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TIME LINE 


449-1066 BRITISH EVENTS WORLD EVENTS 449-1066 


Germanic tribes cross the 
North Sea to England, and 
Anglo-Saxon rule begins 


c. 460 Mexico: Peak of Mayan 


culture 

476 End of western Roman 
Empire 

¢.500 China: Tea brought from 
India 


517 China: Buddhism introduced 


c. 537 King Arthur, legendary king 

of Britain and hero of English 

literature, dies 342 {urope: Bubonic plague 
spreads through Europe, 
killing about half the 


population 


550 India: Beginnings of chess 
game 

552 Europe: Beginning of silk 
industry 

560 Japan; Buddhism introduced 


3035 Establishment of Iona 

monastery, one of earliest 

centers of Christianity in 

Britain c. 570 Arabia: Mohammed born, 
founder of Islam 


597 St. Augustine, missionary, 
establishes monastery in 
Canterbury 


630 Arabia: Cotton introduced 
c. 658 Caedmon’s Hymn 


c. 673 Birth of Venerable Bede, 
earliest English historian and 
earliest important prose 
writer 


c. 700 Book of Kells, decorated 
manuscript of the four 
gospels 


700 Easter eggs Come into use 
among Christians 


China: Population explosion 
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449-1066 BRITISH EVENTS 


700 


787 


871 


878 


892 


975 


1040 


1042 


1066 


Beowulf by anonymous 
author, oldest epic poem 
composed in English 

771 


Danish invasions 


810 
¢ HA~ Pa 7 a 861 
AWE IG 
) <i aw) ~ 


Alfred the Great begins rule 
Cuntil 899) 


Alfred defeats Danish 
invaders 


Anglo-Saxon Chronicles 
initiated by Alfred the Great, 
first historic record to be 
kept in English 


The Exeter Book, group of 
short meditative poems, 
including “The Seafarer” 


The real Macbeth kills King 
Duncan 


Edward the Confessor begins 
rule (until 1066), last English 
king descended from Alfred 
the Great 


1045 


The Norman Conquest of 
England 


WORLD EVENTS 449-1066 


Charlemagne becomes ruler 
of Frankish kingdom ti 


Persia: Term algebra coined 


Iceland discovered by 
Vikings 


Holy Land: Earliest Hebrew 
manuscript of Old Testament 


Beginnings of Arabian tales 
“A Thousand and One 
Nights” 

Greenland discovered by 
Vikings 


Europe: Emergence of feudal 
system 


North America discovered by 
Leif Ericsson 


—s 


Spain: Birth of The Cid 
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Anglo-Saxon Epic Poetry 


English literature may be said to begin with Beowulf, a poem 
written over twelve hundred years ago. Composed around 700, it 
existed for future ages in only one original manuscript, made 300 
years later. The poem presents the legendary history of the Anglo- 
Saxons, and its author would have been descended from the 
original tribes of Angles, Saxons, and Jutes who invaded Britain 
from the European continent in the fifth century. Those people 
spoke the Germanic language in which the poem is written. 

Like the //iad and the Odyssey of ancient Greece, Beowulf is an 
epic. An epic is a long narrative poem that records, in grave and 
stately language, the exploits of a larger-than-life hero who usually 
embodies national ideals. This great Anglo-Saxon epic described 
the achievements of their courageous ancestor, Beowulf, “the 
strongest man who ever lived.” Beowulf had lived several hundred 
years earlier, at a time before the Germanic tribes had emigrated 
from Europe. Thus, the poem is set on the European mainland, in 
what is modern Denmark and Sweden. 

In the primitive and harsh environment of Beowulf’s world, the 
hero occupied a place of great importance, for his qualities of 
strength and wisdom and courage might save the people from the 
evils that threatened them. Because of the Anglo-Saxons’ constant 
intertribal wars, life in this period was brief and strife-ridden. As a 
result, the Anglo-Saxons believed in the inevitability of fate (or 
what they called wyrd) as the ruling force in human destiny and in 
the certainty of death. The sense of fatal doom that pervaded the 
Anglo-Saxon world is reflected in the somber tone of Beowulf. 

Despite life’s hardships and transience, however, the Anglo- 
Saxon hero could attain some degree of immortality through 
fame—by being remembered by others for his sense of honor and 
his heroic deeds. Loyalty to one’s lord was an important Anglo- 
Saxon ideal, and courage and bravery were highly valued since by 
demonstrating valor, fame could be achieved. Boasting was a hero’s 
dare to destiny and a commitment to courageous action. 

Beowulf is 3,182 lines long, approximately 80 or 90 pages in 
book length. The story consists of two parts. The first concerns 
Beowulf’s successful battle with the monster Grendel and with 
Grendel’s mother. The second relates the aged Beowulf’s victory 
over a dragon and his subsequent death and funeral. Only portions 
of the epic are printed here in a modern English translation. 

We enter that bleak, remote world at night, at Herot, the great 
banquet hall of the Danish king Hrothgar {hroth’gar}. This 
particular evening has been spent in feasting and revels. Yet, 
unknown to the revelers, outside in the surrounding marshland the 
monster Grendel is prowling. 
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Carved head from a Viking 
sledge unearthed with the 
Oseberg Ship in Norway. 


from Beowulf 


Translated by Burton Raffel 


The Battle with Grendel 


Then, when darkness had dropped, Grendel 
Went up to Herot, wondering what the warriors 
Would do in that hall when their drinking was done. 
He found them sprawled in sleep, suspecting 

5 Nothing, their dreams undisturbed. The monster’s 
Thoughts were as quick as his greed or his claws: 
He slipped through the door and there in the silence 
Snatched up thirty men, smashed them 
Unknowing in their beds and ran out with their bodies, 
10 The blood dripping behind him, back 
To his lair, delighted with his night’s slaughter. 

At daybreak, with the sun’s first light, they saw 
How well he had worked, and in that gray morning 
Broke their long feast with tears and laments 

15 For the dead. Hrothgar, their lord, sat joyless 
In Herot, a mighty prince mourning 
The fate of his lost friends and companions, 
Knowing by its tracks that some demon had torn 
His followers apart. He wept, fearing 

20 The beginning might not be the end. And that night 
Grendel came again, so set 
On murder that no crime could ever be enough, 
No savage assault quench his lust 
For evil. Then each warrior tried 

25 To escape him, searched for rest in different 
Beds, as far from Herot as they could find, 
Seeing how Grendel hunted when they slept. 


Distance was safety; the only survivors 
Were those who fled him. Hate had triumphed. 
30. So Grendel ruled, fought with the righteous, 
One against many, and won; so Herot 
Stood empty, and stayed deserted for years, 
Twelve winters of grief for Hrothgar, king 
Of the Danes, sorrow heaped at his door 
35 By hell-forged hands. 


Then Hrothgar left that hall, the Danes’ 
Great protector, followed by his court; the queen 
Had preceded him and he went to lie at her side, 
Seek sleep near his wife. It was said that God 
att Himself had set a sentinel in Herot, 
Brought Beowulf as a guard against Grendel and a shield 
Behind whom the king could safely rest. 
And Beowulf was ready, firm with our Lord’s 
High favor and his own bold courage and strength. 
43 He stripped off his mail' shirt, his helmet, his sword 
Hammered from the hardest iron, and handed 
All his weapons and armor to a servant, 
Ordered his war-gear guarded till morning. 
And then, standing beside his bed, 
50 He exclaimed: 
“Grendel! is no braver, no stronger 
Than I am! I could kill him with my sword; I shall not, 
Easy as it would be. This fiend is a bold 
And famous fighter, but his claws and teeth 
Scratching at my shield, his clumsy fists 
55 Beating at my sword blade, would be helpless. I will meet him 
With my hands empty—unless his heart 
Fails him, seeing a soldier waiting 
Weaponless, unafraid. Let God in His wisdom 
Extend His hand where He wills, reward 
60 Whom He chooses!” 
Then the Geats’ great chief dropped 
His head to his pillow, and around him, as ready 
As they could be, lay the soldiers who had crossed the sea 
At his side, each of them sure that he was lost 
To the home he loved, to the high-walled towns 
65 And the friends he had feft behind where both he 
And they had been raised. Each thought of the Danes 
Murdered by Grendel in a hall where Geats 
And not Danes now slept. But God’s dread loom 
Was woven with defeat for the monster, good fortune 
70 For the Geats; help against Grendel was with them, 


A] ee Si 
“ee, Ve 
: WENDY De 
Fea. 
ee, 


'* 


Gold brooch from the Viking 
Ape. 


1. mail: flexible armor made of interlinked meta! rings. 
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And through the might of a single man 

‘They would win. Who doubts that God in His wisdom 

And strength holds the earth forever 

In His hands? Out in the darkness the monster 

egan to walk. The warriors slept 

In that gabled hall where they hoped that He 

Would keep them safe from evil, guard them 

From death till the end of their days was determined 

And the thread should be broken. But Beowulf Jay wakeful, 
ao Watching, waiting, eager to meet 
# His enemy, and angry at the thought of his coming. 


Out from the marsh, from the foot of misty 
Hills and bogs, bearing God’s hatred, 
Grendel came, hoping to kill 
g5’ Anyone he could trap on this trip to high Herot. 
He moved quickly through the cloudy night, 
Up_from his swampland, sliding silently 


Toward that_gold-shining hall. He had visited Hrothgar’s Garver Lead fea thie viva, 
l Home before, knew the way— age durin tele 
ar But never, before nor after that night, Cniherg Foun 


Found Herot defended so firmly, his reception 
So harsh. He journeyed, forever joyless, 
Straight to the door, then snapped it open, 
Tore its iron fasteners with a touch 
And rushed angrily over the threshold. 
He strode quickly across the inlaid 
Floor, snarling and fierce: his eyes 
Gleamed in the darkness, burned with a gruesome_ 
Light. Then he stopped, seeing the hall 
Crowded with sleeping warriors, stuffed 
With rows of young soldiers resting together. 
And his heart laughed, he relished the sight, 
Intended to tear the life from those bodies 
By morning; the monster’s mind was hot 
With the thought of.food and the feasting his belly 
Would soon know. But fate, that night, intended 
Grendel to gnaw the broken bones 
Of his last human supper. Human 
Eyes were watching his evil steps, 
Waiting to see his swift hard claws. 
Grendel snatched at the first Geat 
He came to, ripped him apart, cut 
His body to bits with powerful jaws, 
Drank the blood from his veins and bolted 

115 Him down, hands and feet; death 
And Grendel’s great teeth came together, 
Snapping life shut. Then he stepped to another 


clagyen Seon Fale Poetry Ld 


” §till body, clutched at Beowulf with his claws, 
Grasped at a strong-hearted wakeful sleeper 
120 —And was instantly seized himself, claws 
Bent back as Beowulf leaned up on one arm. 
CG, That shepherd of evil, guardian of crime, | 
Knew at once that nowhere on earth ; 
Had he met a man whose hands were harder; 


| 


ft 


l 125 His mind was flooded with fear—but nothing 
Could take his talons and himself from that tight 
Hard grip. Grendel’s one thought was to run 
. From Beowulf, flee back to his marsh and hide there: 
Silver coin from the Viking Age. *, ~~ This was a different Herot than the hall he had emptied. 
"27s 130 But Higlac’s? follower remembered his final 


- Boast and, standing erect, stopped 
The monster’s flight, fastened those claws 
d yp .* ‘Closer. The infamous killer fought 
Ghee ~' ..,, 185 For his freedom, wanting no flesh but retreat, 
sie ee? oa Desiring nothing but escape; his claws 
: Re, or oe Had been caught, he was trapped. That trip to Herot 
aE. it a Was a miserable journey for the writhing monster! 
meee ree rae The high hall rang, its roof boards swayed, 


‘AS*" |" 440 And Danes shook with terror. Down 
The aisles the battle swept, angry 
ryt And wild. Herot trembled, wonderfully | 
‘ ae ™ ahd Built to withstand the blows, the struggling 
By Piece yr a ha Great bodies beating at its beautiful walls; 
Tho oA ne@sl » ty’. 145 Shaped and fastened with iron, inside 
Ae ait ee? oe And out, artfully worked, the building 
ya Stood firm. Its benches rattled, fell 

To the floor, gold-covered boards grating 
As Grendel and Beowulf battled across them. 
 #.teg ¢-: 150 Hrothgar’s wise men had fashioned Herot 
at en To stand forever; only fire, 
Sa (he Hi They had planned, could shatter what such skill had put 

_ re Together, swallow in hot flames such splendor 
% MS a Of ivory and iron and wood. Suddenly 
: hot 155 The sounds changed, the Danes started 
le In new terror, cowering in their beds as the terrible 
| t : Screams of the Almighty’s enemy sang 
} . : In the darkness, the horrible shrieks of pain 

And defeat, the tears torn out of Grendel’s 

160 Taut throat, hell’s captive caught in the arms 

Of him who of all the men on earth 

Was the strongest. 


a & i 

7 Bt 3 a In his fists till they cracked, clutched Grendel 
| 
| 
J 


“a 


2. Higlac’s [hig’laks]: referring to the king of the Geats [ga’ats], Beowulf's 
uncle and feudal lord. 
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170 


175 


180 


185 


190 


e 
195 


205 


8 To anyone in Denmark. All of Beowulf’s 


That mighty protector of men 
Meant to hold the monster till its life 
Leaped out, knowing the fiend was no use 


Band had jumped from their beds, ancestral 

Swords raised and ready, determined 

To protect their prince if they could. Their courage 
Was great but all wasted: they could hack at Grendel 
From every side, trying to open 

A path for his evil soul, but their points 

Could not hurt him, the sharpest and hardest iron 
Could not scratch at his skin, for that sin-stained demon 
Had bewitched all men’s weapons, laid spells 
That blunted every mortal man’s blade. 

And yet his time had come, his days 

Were over, his death near; down 

To hell he would go, swept groaning and helpless 
To the waiting hands of still worse fiends. 

Now he discovered—once the afflictor 

Of men, tormentor of their days—what it meant 
To feud with Almighty God: Grendel 

Saw that his strength was deserting him, his claws 
Bound fast, Higlac’s brave follower tearing at 

His hands. The monster’s hatred rose higher, 

But his power had gone. He twisted in pain, 

And the bleeding sinews* deep in his shoulder 
Snapped, muscle and bone split 

And broke. The battle was over, Beowulf 

Had been granted new glory: Grendel escaped, : 
But wounded as he was could flee to his den, ; . 

His miserable hole at the bottom of the marsh, ys eat Beet 
Only to die, to wait for the end ; ; : a: 
Of all his days. And after that bloody ees Miz : 
Combat the Danes laughed with delight. z bit OIF i 

He who had come to them from across the sea, me Pa 
Bold and strong-minded, had driven affliction 
Off, purged Herot clean. He was happy, 

Now, with that night’s fierce work; the Danes 
Had been served as he’d boasted he’d serve them; Beowulf, 
A prince of the Geats, had killed Grendel, 

Ended the grief, the sorrow, the suffering 


Forced on Hrothgar’s helpless people The prow of the Oseberg 
By a bloodthirsty fiend. No Dane doubted Ship. Foreground: silver 
The victory, for the proof, hanging high coin from the Viking Age. 


From the rafters where Beowulf had hung it, was the monster’s 
Arm, claw and shoulder and all. 


3. sinews [sin’Uz]: tendons. 
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Replica of a Viking helmet 


from the Sutton Hoo Ship 
“a 
25. 


Burial, c. 6 


The Battle with the Fire-Breathing Dragon 


Having mortally wounded Grendel, Beowulf ts called upon to 
slay that creature’s “monstrous bag” of a mother, who is bent on 
vengeance. He does so at great risk to himself, and then returns 
in triumph to his homeland over the seas. 

Time passes and the hero Beowulf becomes king of the Geats, 
whom he rules wisely for fifty years. At last, having grown old, 
he is summoned once more to do battle against a common foe. 
A fire-breathing dragon, disturbed among iis hoard of treasure, 
has emerged to molest the Geats and devastate their country. The 
dragon’s fiery breath is soon reducing their homes to ashes. 


Vomiting fire and smoke, the dragon 
Burned down their homes. They watched in horror 
210 As the flames rose up: the angry monster 
Meant to leave nothing alive. And the signs 
Of its anger flickered and glowed in the darkness, 
Visible for miles, tokens of its hate 
And its cruelty, spread like a warning to the Geats 
215 Who had broken its rest. Then it hurried back 
To its tower, to its hidden treasure, before dawn 
Could come. It had wrapped its flames around 
The Geats; now it trusted in stone 
Walls, and its strength, to protect it. But they would not. 
220 Then they came to Beowulf, their king, and announced 
That his hall, his throne, the best of buildings, 
Had melted away in the dragon’s burning 
Breath. Their words brought misery, Beowulf’s 
Sorrow beat at his heart: he accused 
226 Himself of breaking God’s law, of bringing 
The Almighty’s anger down on his people. 
Reproach pounded in his breast, gloomy 
And dark, and the world seemed a different place. 
But the hall was gone, the dragon’s molten 
230 Breath had licked across it, burned it 
To ashes, near the shore it had guarded. The Geats 
Deserved revenge; Beowulf, their leader 
And lord, began to plan it, ordered 
A battle-shield shaped of iron, knowing that 
235 Wood would be useless, that no linden‘ shield 
Could help him, protect him, in the flaming heat 
Of the beast’s breath. That noble prince 
Would end his days on earth, soon, 


4. linden: made of linden wood. 
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Would leave this brief life, but would take the dragon 
240 With him, tear it from the heaped up treasure 
It had guarded so long. And he’d go to it alone, 
Scorning to lead soldiers against such 
An enemy: he saw nothing to fear, thought nothing 
Of the beast’s claws, or wings, or flaming 
245 Jaws—he had fought, before, against worse 
Odds, had survived, been victorious, in harsher 
Battles, beginning in Herot, Hrothgar’s 
Unlucky hall. He’d killed Grendel 
And his mother, swept that murdering tribe 
250 Away. 


And Beowulf uttered his final boast: 
“I’ve never known fear; as a youth I fought 
In endless battles. I am old, now, 
But I will fight again, seek fame still, 
255 If the dragon hiding in his tower dares 
To face me.” : 
Then he said farewell to his followers, 
Each in his turn, for the last time: 
‘Td use no sword, no weapon, if this beast 
Could be killed without it, crushed to death 
260 Like Grendel, gripped in my hands and torn 
Limb from limb. But his breath will be burning 
Hot, poison will pour from his tongue. 
I feel no shame, with shield and sword 
And armor, against this monster: when he comes to me 
265 I mean to stand, not run from his shooting 
Flames, stand till fate decides 
Which of us wins. My heart is firm, 
My hands calm: I need no hot 
Words. Wait for me close by, my friends. 
270 We shall see, soon, who will survive 
This bloody battle, stand when the fighting 
Is done. No one else could do 
What I mean to, here, no man but me 
Could hope to defeat this monster. No one 
275 Could try. And this dragon’s treasure, his gold 
And everything hidden in that tower, will be mine 
Or war will sweep me to a bitter death!” 
Then Beowulf rose, still brave, still strong, 
And with his shield at his side, and a mail shirt on his breast, 
280 Strode calmly, confidently, toward the tower, under 
The rocky cliffs: no coward could have walked there! 
And then he who’d endured dozens of desperate 
Battles, who’d stood boldly while swords and shields 
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285 


290 


295 


305 


310 


315 


320 


325 


Clashed, the best of kings, saw. 
Huge stone arches and felt the heat 
Of the dragon’s breath, flooding down 

Through the hidden entrance, too hot for anyone 
To stand, a streaming current of fire 

And smoke that blocked all passage. And the Geats’ 
Lord and leader, angry, lowered 

His sword and roared out a battle cry, 

A call so loud and clear that it reached through 
The hoary’ rock, hung in the dragon’s 

Ear, The beast rose, angry, 

Knowing a man had come—and then nothing 

But war could have followed. Its breath came first, 
A steaming cloud pouring from the stone, 

Then the earth itself shook. Beowulf 

Swung his shield into place, held it 

In front of him, facing the entrance. The dragon 
Coiled and uncoiled, its heart urging it 

Into battle. Beowulf’s ancient sword 

Was waiting, unsheathed, his sharp and gleaming 
Blade. The beast came closer; both of them 

Were ready, each set on slaughter. The Geats’ 
Great prince stood firm, unmoving, prepared 
Behind his high shield, waiting in his shining 
Armor. The monster came quickly toward him, 
Pouring out fire and smoke, hurrying 

To its fate. Flames beat at the iron 

Shield, and for a time it held, protected 

Beowulf as he’d planned; then it began to melt, 
And for the first time in his life that famous prince 
Fought with fate against him, with glory 

Denied him. He knew it, but he raised his sword 
And struck at the dragon’s scaly hide. 

The ancient blade broke, bit into 

The monster’s skin, drew blood, but cracked 

And failed him before it went deep enough, helped him 
Less than he needed. The dragon leaped 

With pain, thrashed and beat at him, spouting 
Murderous flames, spreading them everywhere. 

And the Geats’ ring-giver® did not boast of glorious 
Victories in other wars: his weapon 

Had failed him, deserted him, now when he needed it 
Most, that excellent sword. Edgetho’s’ 


on 


5. hoary: grayish-white. 

6. Geats’ ring-giver: here, Beowulf. Such poetic epithets were used to refer to 

good kings or lords, who rewarded their loyal followers with rings or other treasures. 
7. Edgetho’s [edj/th6z]: referring to Beowulf’s father. 
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330 


335 


365 


370 


Famous son stared at death, 
Unwilling to leave this world, to exchange it 
For a dwelling in some distant place—a journey 
Into darkness that all men must make, as death 
Ends their few brief hours on earth. 

Quickly, the dragon came at him, encouraged 
As Beowulf fell back; its breath flared, 
And he suffered, wrapped around in swirling 
Flames—a king, before, but now 
A beaten warrior. None of his comrades 
Came to him, helped him, his brave and noble 
Followers; they ran for their lives, fled 
Deep in a wood. And only one of them 
Remained, stood there, miserable, remembering, 
As a good man must, what kinship should mean. 


Then the monster charged again, vomiting 
Fire, wild with pain, rushed out 
Fierce and dreadful, its fear forgotten. 
Watching for its chance it drove its tusks 
Into Beowulf’s neck; he staggered, the blood 
Came flooding forth, fell like rain. 


And then when Beowulf needed him most 
Wiglaf showed his courage, his strength 
And skill, and the boldness he was born with. Ignoring 
The dragon’s head, he helped his lord 
By striking lower down. The sword 
Sank in; his hand was burned, but the shining 
Blade had done its work, the dragon’s 
Belching flames began to flicker 
And die away. And Beowulf drew 
His battle-sharp dagger: the bloodstained old king 
Still knew what he was doing. Quickly, he cut 
The beast in half, slit it apart. 
It fell, their courage had killed it, two noble 
Cousins had joined inthe dragon’s death. 
Yet what they did all men must do 
When the time comes! But the triumph was the last 
Beowulf would ever earn, the end 
Of greatness and life together. The wound 
In his neck began to swell and grow; 
He could feel something stirring, burning 
In his veins, a stinging venom, and knew 
The beast’s fangs had left it. He fumbled 
Along the wall, found a slab 
Of stone, and dropped down; above him he saw 
Huge stone arches and heavy posts, 
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Holding up the roof of that giant hall. 
Then Wigiaf’s gentle hands bathed 

375 The bloodstained prince, his glorious lord, 
Weary of war, and loosened his helmet. 

Beowulf spoke, in spite of the swollen, 

Livid wound, knowing he’d unwound 
His string of days on earth, seen 

380 As much as God would grant him; all worldly 
Pleasure was gone, as life would go, 


Soon: 


I’ve worn this crown 
For fifty winters: no neighboring people 
Have tried to threaten the Geats, sent soldiers 
385 Against us or talked of terror. My days 
Have gone by as fate willed, waiting 
For its word to be spoken. 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


Recalling 

1. With what characteristics is Grendel described 
in lines 122, 134, and 173? 

2. With what characteristics is the hero Beowulf 
described in lines 44, 161-162, 278, and 284? 

3. Briefly summarize how Beowulf, alone and un- 
armed, succeeds in mortally wounding Gren- 
del. 

4. According to lines 245-250, why is the aged 
hero Beowulf not afraid of fighting the dragon? 
In what ways, referred to at lines 263 —264, 
does Beowulf's method of fighting the fire- 
breathing dragon differ from his earlier method 
of fighting Grendel? 

5. According to lines 340 —341, why does Wiglaf 
alone remain with Beowulf as the dragon ap- 
proaches? What part does Wiglaf play in slay- 
ing the creature? 


Interpreting 

6. Based on the characterizations of the monster 
Grendel and the hero Beowulf, what universal 
forces might each represent? What universal 
struggle might their battle represent? 

7. What Anglo-Saxon belief is illustrated by the 
reference to Grendel in lines 106-108, by 


Beowulf’s statement in lines 266-267, and 
by the hero’s awareness in lines 378-380? 
Find at least one other reference in the poem 
that illustrates this belief. 

8. Based on the action of Beowulf’s band in 
lines 165-169 and on the explanation of Wig- 
laf’s motivation at lines 340-341, what can 
we infer is an important Anglo-Saxon ideal? 

9. What do Beowulf's willingness to protect the 
Danes from Grendel and the fact that he is 
not afraid to fight the fire-breathing dragon 
tell us about the values of the Anglo-Saxons? 

10. Why would the circumstances of Beowulf’s 
death be considered an honorable and fitting 
end for a hero of that era? 


Extending 
11. What opportunities for individual heroic be- 
havior exist in our own age? 


VIEWPOINT 


We can often increase our pleasure in a work 
of literature by consulting the opinion of an expert 
on the author's writing. Throughout this book in each 
section titled “Viewpoint,” you will find a quotation 
about the author and selection you have read. Most 
of these quotations come from literary critics; some 
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come from the authors themselves. Each quota- 
tion is followed by one or two questions that will 
ask you to consider the quoted opinion in light of 
your own reaction to the literature. 

The literary historian David Daiches reminds 
us that the world of Beowulf 


is certainly not uncivilized, though the civi- 
lization it reflects is primitive enough. There 
is a genuine ideal of nobility underlying its 
adventure stories. 


Through what evidence in the selection can we 
conclude that the world of Beowulf was primi- 
tive yet civilized? How would you distinguish 
between the two? Cite examples from the se- 
laction to support Daiches’ claim that ‘‘a genu- 
ine ideal of nobility” underlies the story of Beo- 
wulf, 


LITERARY FOCUS 


Old English Poetry 

Old English poetry was based on oral tradi- 
tion. No books existed then, and scarcely anyone 
could read or write. The past was made known by 
a scop, or minstrel, chanting memorized poetry 
to an assembled group. Many devices of Old 
English verse serve to aid the poet’s memory and 
make the shaping of his spoken poetry easier. 


Altiteration. Like later poetry, the verse of the 
Anglo-Saxons makes use of repetition, but in- 
Stead of repeating vowel sounds at the ends of 
lines (as in rhyme), Old English poetry employs 
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alliteration, the repetition of identical consonant 
sounds at the beginning of words in the same 
lines. One consonant will be alliterated, or re- 
peated, in one line, another in the next, and so 
on. For this reason, it is referred to as alliterative 
verse. 


Caesura [si zhoor'a}. There is a_ strong 
rhythm, or recurrence of stressed syllables, in Old 
English verse. A pronounced pause, or caesura, 
occurs in the middle of each line. Moreover, on 
either side of the caesura are always precisely 
two stressed syllables, though the number of un- 
stressed syllables varies: 


When night came on/ /Grendel came too 


Kennings. Yet another device characteristic of 
Old English poetry is the use of kennings, for- 
malized metaphorical phrases used in place of a 
simple noun. Not once but many times, the sea 
may be referred to as the “whale-road,” the sun as 
“heaven's candle,” the dragon’s cave as an 
“earth-hall,” or Beowulf’s wound as a “‘life-hurt.” 


Thinking About Old English Poetry 

1. Mark the caesura and stresses in any ten suc- 
cessive lines of Beowulf. First copy the lines, 
and divide the words into syllables. Then mark 
‘stressed syllables with an accent and the cae- 
sura with two diagonal lines. Also identify the 
different sounds that are alliterated in the pas- 
sage. 

2. Find three additional kennings that are re- 
peated in the poem. 


The Bodleian Library, Oxford Ms. Digby 20, folio 194 


Bede 673?-735 


The Venerable Bede is considered the father of English history. 
During his lifetime he was without doubt the most learned scholar 
in all of western Europe. Bede, who was a monk, passed his days 
teaching in the monasteries of Wearmouth and Jarrow in northeast 
Britain where he had been sent at the age of seven to study. 
There he wrote biographies of church figures, a treatise on the 
physical sciences, a work on arithmetic, and his famous Ecclesiastical 
History of the English People, which he completed in 731. 

The History is our most valuable record of the earlier Anglo- 
Saxon period. Composed in Latin (Bede knew Greek and Hebrew 
as well), it provides many fascinating glimpses of the people of the 
time. One such glimpse is of Caedmon, the earliest known poet in 
English literature. Caedmon’s Hymn, written sometime between 658 


and 680 at Whitby Abbey in Northumbria, is the oldest English 
poem to have been preserved. The following excerpt from Bede’s 
History relates the story of Caedmon’s miraculous composition of 
this Old English poem. 


Bede 


fom Ecclesiastical History of 


the English People 


Translated by J. A. Giles 


Caedmon of Whitby 

There was in this abbess’s’ monastery a cer- 
tain brother, particularly remarkable for the 
grace of God, who was wont to make pious 
and religious verses, so that whatever was in- 
terpreted to him out of Scripture he soon after 
put the same into poetical expressions of much 
sweetness and humility in English, which was 
his native language. By his verses the minds of 
many were often excited to despise the world 


1. abbess’s: referring to St. Hilda, who had founded the 
monastery in 658. 


and to aspire to heaven. Others after him at- 
tempted, in the English nation, to compose re- 
ligious poems, but none could ever compare 
with him, for he did not learn the art of poetry 
from men, but from God; for which reason he 
never could compose any trivial or vain poem, 
but only those which relate to religion suited 
his religious tongue; for having lived in a sec- 
ular habit? till he was well advanced in years, 


2. secular habit: nonreligious dress. In other words, 
Caedmon had been a layman, not a monk. 
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he had never learned anything of versifying; for 
which reason being sometimes at entertain- 
ments, when it was agreed for the sake of 
mirth that all present should sing in their 
turns, when he saw the instrument®? come to- 
wards him, he rose up from table and returned 
home. 

Having done so at a certain time, and gone 
out of the house where the entertainment was, 
to the stable, where he had to take care of the 
horses that night, he there composed himself 
to rest at the proper time; a person appeared 
to him in his sleep, and saluting him by his 
name, said, ‘“Caedmon, sing some song to me.” 
He answered, “I cannot sing; for that was the 
reason why I left the entertainment and retired 
to this place, because I could not sing.” The 
other who talked to him replied, “However 
you shall sing.” “What shall I sing?” rejoined 
he. ‘Sing the beginning of created beings,” said 
the other. Hereupon he presently began to sing 
verses to the praise of God, which he had 
never heard, the purport whereof’ was thus: 
We are now to praise the Maker of the heav- 
enly kingdom, the power of the Creator and 
his counsel, the deeds of the Father of glory. 
How he, being the eternal God, became the au- 
thor of all miracles, who first, as almighty pre- 
server of the human race, created heaven for 
the sons of men as the roof of the house, and 
next the earth. This is the sense, but not the 
words in order as he sang them in his sleep; 
for verses, though never so well composed,” 
cannot be literally translated out of one lan- 
guage into another, without losing much of 
their beauty and loftiness. Awaking from his 
sleep, he remembered all that he had sung in 
his dream, and soon added much more to the 
same effect in verse worthy of the Deity. . 

In the morning he came to the steward, his 
superior, and having acquainted him with the 
gift he had received, was conducted to the ab- 


3. instrument: presumably a harp. 

4. purport whereof: meaning of which. 

5. though . . . composed: no matter how well they are 
written. 
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bess, by whom he was ordered, in the pres- 
ence of many learned men, to tell his dream 
and repeat the verses, that they might all give 
their judgment what it was, and whence his 
verse proceeded. They all concluded that 
heavenly grace had been conferred on him by 
our Lord. They expounded to him a passage in 
holy writ, either historical or doctrinal,° order- 
ing him, if he could, to put the same into 
verse. Having undertaken it, he went away, 
and returning the next morning, gave it to 
them composed in most excellent verse; 
whereupon the abbess, embracing the grace of 
God in the man, instructed him to quit the 
secular habit and take upon him the monastic 
life; which being accordingly done, she asso- 
ciated him to the rest of the brethren in her 
monastery, and ordered that he should be 
taught the whole series of sacred history. Thus 
Caedmon, keeping in mind all he heard, and as 
it were chewing the cud,’ converted the same 
into most harmonious verse; and sweetly re- 
peating the same, made his masters in their 
turn his hearers. He sang the creation of the 
world, the origin of man, and all the history of 
Genesis; and made many verses on the depar- 
ture of the children of Israel out of Egypt, and 
their entering into the land of promise, with 
many other histories from holy writ; the incar- 
nation, passion, resurrection of our Lord, and 
his ascension into heaven; the coming of the 
Holy Ghost, and the preaching of the apostles; 
also the terror of future judgment, the horror 
of the pains of hell, and the delights of heaven; 
besides many more about the Divine benefits 
and judgments, by which he endeavored to 
turn away all men from the love of vice, and 
to excite in them the love of, and application 
to, good actions; for he was a very religious 
man, and humbly submissive to regular disci- 
pline, but full of zeal against those who be- 
haved themselves otherwise; for which reason 
he ended his life happily. 


6. doctrinal: having to do with church principles or 
teachings. 

7. cud: grass that a cow rechews before converting it 
into milk. 


Caedmon's Hymn 
Praise we the Lord 

Of the heaveniy. kingdom, 
God’s power and bea 
The works of His han 

5 As the Father of glory 
Eternal’ Lord, 
Wrought the beginning 
Of all His wonders! 
Holy, Creator! 

10 Warden! of men! 
First, for a roof, 
O’er the children of earth, 
He stablished the heavens, 
And founded the world, 

15 And spread ‘the dry land. 
For the living to dwell ‘in’ 
Lord Everlasting 
Almighty God! 


—Translated by 
Charles W. Kennedy 


Two scenes of Creation, from the Junius 
Manuscript, 1025-1050. 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


Recalling 


1. 


According to paragraph 1, what influence did 
Caedmon's religious verses have upon his lis- 
teners? 


. According to paragraph 2, where did Caedmon 


have his famous dream? What work did he 
have to do that night? 


. What did the learned men conclude had been 


“conferred” on Caedmon and by whom, ac- 
cording to paragraph 3? 


. According to Caedmon’s Hymn, why did God 


create the “heavens”? Why did he create “dry 
land’? 


“heBedacla lrg. Deptd Biaewe ia 1 FE 


Interpreting 

. What change in stature does Caedmon un- 
dergo? In light of this change, why might the 
place in which Caedmon had his dream be es- 
pecially significant? 

. How would you characterize the kind of world 
God created, according to Caedmon’s Hymn? 


Extending 
7. What can we conclude about Caedmon’s sig- 


nificance to the people, and especially to the 
scholars, of his own time from the fact that he 
is included in Bede’s Ecclesiastical History of 
the English People? Explain why poets of all 
eras may be highly esteemed by their contem- 
poraries. 


Bede 23 


Anglo-Saxon Lyric Poetry 


Only a scant 30,000 lines of the poetry of the Anglo-Saxons have 
survived, and more than a tenth of that is made up by Beowulf. 
Because monks were almost the only people who knew how to 
write then, it should not be surprising that much of the remainder 
is religious poetry. A few specimens of the poetry that has survived 
are, nevertheless, not religious, treating such subjects as a battle 
_and a lament of a woman for her absent husband. 

“The Seafarer” is another example of such secular, or 
nonreligious, Old English poetry. An anonymous poem included in 
The Exeter Book, a famous collection of Anglo-Saxon poetry 
compiled in about 975, “The Seafarer” is especially noteworthy for 
its lyrical nature. It expresses the emotions of an old sailor who 
realizes the sadness of life, its difficulties, and its brief duration. In 
expressing his feelings the speaker also portrays the miseries and 
attractions of life on the Irish and North seas. Of the 123 lines that 
make up the complete poem, the most representative portions 
follow. 


Model for Active Reading 

In this selection, as in one selection in each unit, you will find 
notes in the right-hand margin that highlight parts of the selection. 
These notes point out important ideas of the literary period and 
draw your attention to literary elements and techniques covered in 
the Literary Focuses. Page numbers in the notes refer you to more 
extensive discussions of these important ideas and elements. 
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Detail of Viking picture stone, eighth century, 


fom The Seafarer 
Translated by Burton Raffel 


This tale is true, and mine. It tells 

How the sea took me, swept me back 

_ And forth in sorrow and fear and pain, 
fe Showed me suffering in a hundred ships, 
Ls In a thousand ports, and in me. It tells 

Of smashing surf when I sweated in the cold 

Of an anxious watch, perched in the bow 

As it dashed under cliffs. My feet were cast <2é4¢¢/71> 

In icy bands, bound with frost, , 
10 With frozen chains, and hardship groaned 

Around my heart. Hunger tore “0 °°" 

At my sea-weary soul. No man sheltered 

On the quiet fairness of earth can feel 

How wretched I was, drifting through winter 
15 On an ice-cold sea, whirled in sorrow, 

Alone in a world blown clear of love. 

: a 
. And yet my heart wanders away, ;-pe/ 
My soul roams with the sea, the whales’ 
Home, wandering to the widest corners 


—- 


Alliteration (p. 20) 
Alliteraeian was an importint 
too! for the Anglo-saxon poct 
Here, the repeated s squnds 
capture the harsh music of the 


Kenning (p. 20h): In the oral 
lilerature of the Anglo-Saxons, 
the sea was often called “the 
whales’ hame™ or “whale-road. 
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20 Of the world, returning ravenous with desire, 


Flying solitary, screaming, exciting me 
To the Open, ocean, breaking oaths « 
On the curve of a wave. 
ree 
Are tak “with life, where life itself 
25 Fades quickly into the earth. The wealth > 


121? 


Thus the joys of God 


.y 


fees the world neither reaches to Heaven nor remains. 


‘No man has ever faced the dawn ?’"* 


Certain which of Fate’s three threats °°’ 
Would fall: illness, or age, or an enemy’s * ~” 


30 Sword, snatching the life from his soul. 


. Fate is stronger. 
And God mightier than any man’s mind. 


“pth! 


Anglo-Saxon idea: Though life 
. on earth was short and warfare 
aes was a constant danger, religion 
brought comfort and joy (p. 5). 


Our thoughts should turn to where our home is, 


Consider the ways of coming there. 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


6 Mv Naas 


Recalling 

1. According to lines 4—5, where did the speaker 
see suffering? 

2. Name three hardships that the speaker en- 
dured at sea, according to stanza 1. 

3. According to stanza 2, what does the speak- 
er’s soul do? 


Interpreting 

4. What are the speaker's two conflicting atti- 
tudes toward the sea? Which attitude seems 
stronger? Why do you think this is so? 

5. According to line 33, “Our thoughts should 
turn to where our home is.” Where is home, 
according to the speaker? How do you know? 

6. In your own words, how would you character- 
ize the speaker's view of his life? In what tone 
is that view expressed? 


LITERARY FOCUS 


one Aes 


Old English 

The language spoken by the Germanic tribes 
of Angles, Saxons, and Jutes who invaded Britain 
in the fifth century is called either Anglo-Saxon or 
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Old English. While the terms are synonymous, the 
latter is used to distinguish that language from 
Middle English, which developed from it after the 
Norman Conquest of the eleventh century, and 
from modern English, which was established by 
the beginning of the sixteenth century. 

Old English (‘‘Angleish’), then, is the Ger- 
manic speech spoken in England before the in- 
vasion of the French-speaking Normans in 1066. 
The speech of the Germanic tribes that remained 
on the Continent developed into languages now 
spoken in northern Europe. Thus, the roots of 
English are closely intertwined with those of 
other modern Germanic languages: specifically, 
of Dutch, Danish, Swedish, Norwegian, and, es- 
pecially, German. 

Early Anglo-Saxons used an alphabet consist- 
ing of characters called runes. Runic writing was 
used for inscriptions carved in wood or stone. It 
was very common in Anglo-Saxon England until it 
was replaced by the Latin alphabet used by 
Christian missionaries and monks for writing Eng- 
lish. 

With only a little practice you can learn to read 
the Middle English that developed after the Nor- 
man Conquest (see page 31). Old English, how- 


ever, must be learned like a foreign language, 
and a difficult one at that. Here, for example, are 
two lines of Beowulf in the original Old English: 


ba com of mére under mist-hle6épum 
Grendel gongan godes yrre beer. 


They might be translated literally as: ‘“Then came 
from moor under misty hills Grendel going, God's 
anger bore.” (pis the Old English letter thorn, 
pronounced th.) Compare the original with the 
modern translation on page 11, lines 82-84. De- 
spite all the differences, you will recognize simi- 
larities between current English and its distant 
ancestor. 

Old English is a highly inflected |language—in 
other words, the forms of words change to indi- 
cate different meanings and usages such as 
tense, case, gender, and number. Over several 
centuries the grammar has become simpler and 
most inflections have been weakened. 

The chart below outlines some of the inflec- 
tions of the word ship in Old English. 


singular plural 
Subject scip scipu 
Object scip scipu 
Possessive scipes scipa 
Indirect Object scipe scipum 


Modern English has grown out of the Old Eng- 
lish that the Anglo-Saxons spoke. Later both 
French and Latin were added, from the influence 
of the Norman invaders and the medieval Chris- 
tian church, respectively. Of these three lan- 
guages, Old English contributes about twenty-five 
percent of the vocabulary we now use, including 
many of our modern English connectives, pro- 
nouns, prepositions, and common nouns and 
verbs. While French has given English its preci- 
sion and grace, the language of the Anglo-Saxons 
has given it much of its strength and durability. 


Thinking About Old English 

@ Which words in the following passage derive 
from Old English? Check your guesses with a 
good dictionary. 


Once upon a time in medieval days a poor 
widow lived in a little cottage standing in a dale 
near a grove of trees. Her life was a very sim- 
ple one, with only one dog and no children. 
One day she was surprised by the arrival of a 
knight in armor. He had been wounded in bat- 
tle and was far from home. 


COMPOSITION 


Writing About Character 

fi Write a description of the speaker of “The 
Seafarer.” First describe his age and physical 
appearance as you imagine them based on in- 
formation given in the poem. Then describe his 
personality, including evidence from the poem 
to support your assertions. 


Writing a Description 

ke Early lines of “The Seafarer” create a sense of 
intense discomfort in freezing weather. Imag- 
ine a comparable discomfort from heat, cold, 
thirst, or hunger. Then, using vivid details, 
write a descriptive paragraph to convey that 
feeling to your reader. 


COMPARING WRITERS 


i For the Anglo-Saxons fate, or wyrd, was an 
important factor believed to rule human des- 
tiny. Compare the role of fate in the lives of 
two or more of the following characters: Beo- 
wulf, Caedmon, and the seafarer. Be sure to 
support your assertions with specifics from the 
selections. 
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READING FOR 
APPRECIATION 


Significant Detail 


A great work of literature is 
made of countless details. Like a 
classic painting, a medieval ca- 
thedral, a symphony, or a satel- 
lite, a great story or poem is 
constructed with the closest at- 
tention to detail. Every element, 
large or small, matters. 

Usually the larger ele- 
ments—the characters, the plot, 
the setting—first attract us to a 
Story Or a narrative poem. We 
wonder, “Who are these charac- 
ters? Where are they? What is 
going to happen to them?” Yet 
we have probably heard stories 
in the past that followed a simi- 
lar pattern or plot line; the char- 
acters may very well be similar 
to others we have known; the 
setting or even the theme may 
not be particularly surprising. 
What then makes the work 
unique? What gives it its individ- 
uality, its Own particular tex- 
ture? The answer lies in details. 

In literature a writer pro- 
vides readers with a world full 
of details, and, as we read, we 
re-create that world in our imag- 
inations. To do that imaginative 
work, to give body to that 
world, we absorb details that ap- 
peal to our senses, our minds, 
and our hearts. We see the color 
of a landscape, hear the tone of 
a bell, feel the warmth of a fire. 
We understand a motivation or 
an allusion; we feel an emotion. 

We can of course simply en- 


joy the details that a writer pro- 
vides; it is easy to note them 
and pass them by. However, we 
can go further and think about 
the selection of details that the 
writer has made. We can in- 
crease our enjoyment and ap- 
preciation of a work of literature 
if we think about why a partic- 
ular detail was included and 
why another was not. To do so, 
we must look closely at every 
sentence, keep alert, be aware of 
this dimension of reading litera- 
ture. 

In Beowulf, for example, we 
are immediately aware of its he- 
roic characters, harsh setting, 
and adventure-filled plot. Read- 
ing in this way, however, we 
must be sure not to overlook 
details. Consider the lines in 
which the author of Beowulf 


sings: 


The high hall rang, its roof 
boards swayed, 

And Danes shook with terror. 
Down 

The aisles the battle swept, an- 


gry 
And wild. 


We hear that the benches in the 
hall 
. . rattled, fell 
To the floor, gold-covered 
boards grating 
As Grendel and Beowulf battled 
across them. 
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The details in this scene are 
more than enough to enable us 
to visualize the titanic struggle 
taking place in the hall “of ivory 
and iron and wood.” The hall 
rang and its roof swayed: As if 
it were a gigantic iron bell, the 
hall reverberates with the sound 
of the battle. It trembles and 
rocks just as the very kingdom 
of the Danes is trembling, rock- 
ing. on its foundation, knowing 
it will face extinction if Gren- 
del defeats Beowulf. The heavy 
wooden benches rattled and 
fell: We can only wonder at the 
stupendous crashing it would 
take to rattle those benches in 
the hall. 


Later, after defeating the 
dragon, the fatally wounded 
Beowulf 


.. . fumbled 

Along the wall, found a slab 

Of stone, and dropped down; 
above him he saw 

Huge stone arches and heavy 
posts, 

Holding up the roof of that 
giant hail. 


The beast is dead, but Beowulf 
knows that his own kingdom— 
the arches and posts of bis hall, 
the support of bis people—still 
stands. This perfectly selected, 
significant detail enables us to 
imagine one of the final satisfac- 
tions of the epic hero. 


THE ENGLISH 


VOICE 


Fate and Fame 


The lives of the Anglo- 
Saxons were given shape and 
meaning by the vital ideas of 
fate and fame. Fate was un- 
changeable, universal, inescap- 
able. Every man, woman, and 
child was subject to it. A hero, 
an artist, a Common man—as we 
see in Beowulf, in Caedmon, and 
in the seafarer—all bowed down 
before wyrd, or destiny. 

Fame was the only means of 
transcending fate, enduring it, 
and rising above it. Individual 
greatness, achievement, loyalty, 
or courage—the sources of 
fame—gave people one small 
measure Of power over fate. 


Beowulf 
. I will meet him 
With my bands empty—unless 
his heart 
Fails him, 
waiting 
Weaponless, unafraid. Let God 
in His wisdom 
Extend His hand where He wills, 
reward 
Whom He chooses! 


Seeing a soldier 


I've never known fear; as a 
youth I fought 

In endless battles. I am old, 
now, 

But I will fight again, seek 
fame still, 

If the dragon hiding in his 
tower dares 

To face me. 


My days 
Have gone by as fate willed, 
waiting 
For its word to be spoken. 


Bede 

Others after bim [Caedmon] at- 
tempted, in the English nation, 
to compose religious poems, 
but none could ever compare 
with him, for be did not learn 
the art of poetry from men, but 
from God. 


The Seafarer 
The wealth 
Of the world neither reaches to 
Heaven nor remains. 
No man has ever faced the 
dawn 
Certain which of Fate’s three 
threats 
Would fall: illness, or age, or 
an enemy’s 
Sword, snatching the life from 
his soul. 
. . Fate is stronger 
And God mightier than any 
man’s mind. 


Slaying a dragon and com- 
posing a great poem were both 
heroic acts, worthy of fame. The 
deep underlying lament of the 
lonely seafarer is that he has suf- 
fered heroically without anyone 
knowing about it. For the Anglo- 
Saxons fame meant that a person 
would remain alive in the minds 
of those who came after. 


Key to Illustrations on 
Pages 2-3. 


1. The Gundestrap cauldron, 
depicting the Celtic god 
Cernunnos, c. third century. 

2. Detail, the Saxons, Jutes, and 
Angles arriving in Britain, from an 
English manuscript, c. 1130. 

3. Detail, Viking picture stone, 
eighth century. 

4. Detail, the Book of Kells, 

c. 800. 

§. Viking helmet, seventh 
century. 

6. Detail, the manuscript of 
Bede’s Life of St Cuibbert, twelfth 
century. 

7. Roman silver coin with the 
head of Julius Caesar. 

8. Carved head from a sledge 
unearthed with a Viking ship at 
Oseberg, Norway. 

9. The Alfred Jewel, gold filigree, 
enamel, and rock crystal, used as 
either an ornament or a pointer, 
ninth century. 

10. Detail, the Book of 
Lindisfarne, late seventh century. 
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Key to Illustrations appears on page 79. 


THE 
MEDIEVAL 
PERIOD 


1066—1485 


In England the Medieval Period, also 
called the Middle Ages, began in a year 
that has become famous—1066. In that 
year the Normans, who had settled in 
what is now western France, defeated 
the Anglo-Saxons at the Battle of Has- 
tings and earned for their leader the title 
William the Conqueror. Now England 
had a Norman king. 


Norman Rule in England 


William bestrode the English Channel 
like a colossus, with one court in Eng- 
land and one in Normandy. The Anglo- 
Saxon character and culturé, solid and 
civilized, did not give way before the 
more stylized, older culture of the Nor- 
man conquerors. Instead, the two cul- 
tures seemed to blend into a tmly 
English culture that retained—and still 
does—some values from each source. 
Norman kings ruled England for tess 
than a hundred years, but during that 
time the Normans brought England 
closer to the mainstream of European 
society, William introduced in England 
the European social, economic, and 
political system called feudalism, Under 
feudalism, land (the real wealth of the 
nation) was divided among noble over- 
lords, or barons. Lesser lofds, called 
knights, pledged their wealth and servy- 
ices to the overlords. The overlord, in 
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return, provided use of the land. 
At the lowest end of the social 
scale were the serfs, peasants 
pledged to the lord of the 
manor and bound to the land. 
William and the Norman kings 
who followed him (William II, 
Henry I, and Stephen of Blois) 
had feudal domains—land, lords, 
knights, and serfs—on the Con- 
tinent, in what is now France. 
Similarly, some French rulers 
had, or claimed to have, feudal 
rights in England. 


The Royal Houses 
of Plantagenet, 
Lancaster, and York 


In 1154 the Norman line was at 
an end. The royal houses, or 
families, of Plantagenet, Lancas- 
ter, and York would carry Eng- 
Jand through the Middle Ages. 

x Beginning with Henry II's 
reign in 1154, we find upon the 
throne of England a series of 
kings whose lives were filled 
with drama enough to fill the 
stages of the world. In fact, in 
Shakespeare’s series of great his- 
torical dramas, they do just that. 
Almost ali of these kings were 
strong, interesting people living 
troubled, dangerous, complex 
lives in their search for power. 
~ Among the eight Plantagenet 
kings, Henry II has gone down 
in history for increasing royal 

. power at the expense of the no- 
bles. His desire to control the 
Roman Catholic Church in Eng- 
land led to the murder of 
Thomas 4 Becket, the Arch- 
bishop of Canterbury. 


The murder of Thomas 4 Becket in 1170. 
Ilumination from an English Psalter, 
or the Book of Psalms, c. 1200. 


Henry’s son, Richard I, called 
Richard the Lion-Hearted, has 
become a model of a_ true 
knight. Richard was away from 
England for all but five months 
of his ten-year reign, traveling 
across the world, giving his 
riches to the poor and seeking 
holy relics. John, Henry II's 
other son, who succeeded Rich- 
ard I, gained a reputation as a 
weak, even villainous ruler. But 
John, too, had a moment of high 
drama when in 1215, a year be- 
fore his death, he was forced to 
sign the Magna Carta (Latin for 
“Great Charter”). By this docu- 
ment he agreed not to raise 
taxes without the consent of the 
barons. Many see in this curtail- 
ment of royal power the begin- 
ning of constitutional govern- 
ment in England, including the 
right to trial by jury. Most of the 
remaining Plantagenet kings— 
Edward I, especially—provided 
strong leadership for England, 
despite family troubles over 
succession, trouble with Scot- 
land, trouble with France, trou- 
ble with Ireland, and near revo- 
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lution at home. However, when 
the young Richard II took the 
throne, he was plagued by power- 
hungry relatives and was even- 
tually forced to abdicate. The 
Lancaster line came to power. 

The first of the three kings 
of the House of Lancaster, Henry 
IV (1399-1413), survived many 
crises and was succeeded by his 
more powerful son, Henry V, 
fondly known among his follow- 
ers as Prince Hal. Henry V led 
his armies to a dramatic and 
memorable victory over the 
French in the Battle of Agin- 
court in 1415. It was one of the 
high points of the so-called Hun- 
dred Years’ War with France, 
waged from 1337 to 1453 in Eng- 
land’s attempt to keep its 
French lands. Henry V’s men 
turned back the French army 
with a newly fashioned weapon, 
the longbow, which was able to 
pierce armor. 

Henry VI, next in line, went 
insane for a brief period and left 
the throne in the hands of an 
uncle, the Duke of York. When 
Henry’s health returned and he 
sought to retrieve his authority, 
the Duke of York rallied forces 
against him. Thus in 1455 be- 
gan thirty years of civil strife, 
known as the Wars of the Roses, 
between the House of Lancaster 
(whose symbol was a red rose), 
and the House of York (whose 
symbol was a white rose). The 
Lancasters never returned to the 
throne. 

Edward IV, the first of the 
Yorkist kings, can be thanked for 
encouraging William Caxton to 


set up a printing press with 
movable type, capable of print- 
ing in quantities large enough to 
bring the printed word to the 
general public. After this notable 
event, the drama of the Yorkist 
kings turns dark. When in 1483 
Edward V succeeded to the throne, 
he was only twelve years old. 
At this point another story- 
book figure, Edward V’s Uncle 
Richard, steps onto the stage 
of history. Richard had Edward 
V and his younger brother im- 
prisoned in the Tower of Lon- 
don. He then assumed the throne 
as Richard II]. When it was 
rumored that he had had the 
two little boys murdered in the 
tower, rebellion broke out. In 
the end, Richard JII himself 
was killed in battle, and Henry 
Tudor, a distant descendant of 
the Lancaster kings, assumed the 
throne.' With the beginning of 
Tudor rule in 1485, the story 
of the Middle Ages in England, 
so far as kings are concerned, 
is OVEr. 


Chivairic Life in 
Medieval England 


The feudalism that the Normans 
brought to England was not just 
an economic and political sys- 
tem, a means of dividing up land 
and power. Feudalism was also a 
social system. The feudal manor-— 
the home of the lord and the 
lands around it—was self-suffi- 
cient and in many ways like a 
small city. To the serfs in the 
small cottages on the estate, feu- 
dalism meant complete depen- 


Sir Gawain. Miniature from a manuscript 
of Arthurian romances, c. 1400. 


dence upon the overlord. Social 
life, at least outside of the big 
towns and cities, was limited to 
hard work at farming or herding 
and a bit of amusement pro- 
vided by the local church. In 
the royal courts and in the 
manor houses of the overlords, 
life was more _ sophisticated. 
Though the lord had responsibil- 
ities to the welfare of his estate, 
knights and serfs freed him from 
the demands of daily struggle. 
The English kings and barons 
from 1066 to 1485 played their 
roles against a backdrop of glory 
and violence that spread from 
the royal courts and Roman 
ruins near London northward 
into Scotland, west into Wales 
and Ireland, across the English 
Channel into France, and south- 
east into what was called the 
Holy Land—the city of Jerusa- 
lem, then in Moslem hands. This 
was the period when knight- 
hood flourished in England, when 
knights went on local quests, 
or across the sea to fight the 
French, or on what could be a 
life-time journey to the Holy 


Land. It was also the period 
when knights jousted in tourna- 
ments of upon a chance meet- 
ing on the road while fair ladies 
watched and waited. 

* With feudalism and knight- 
hood the Normans brought to 
England the code of chivalry. 
Chivalry was an ideal that all 
knights must try to attain: to be 
honorable, courteous, generous, 
brave, skillful in battle, respect- 
ful to women, and helpful to the 
weak. This romantic attitude 
would affect much of the litera- 
ture of the period, especially the 
songs and stories. 


Religious Life in 
Medieval England 


The Roman Catholic Church 
was also a powerful force in the 
England of the Middle Ages. 
Never had so many people been 
more totally and unquestion- 
ingly at one with a single insti- 
tutional church and with the 
faith that church professed. Kings, 
courts, knights, and common peo- 
ple down to the lowliest serf all 
practiced a belief in the church 
on earth and in the afterlife that 
it proclaimed. Knights were will- 
ing to die for their religious be- 
lief, as witnessed in particular by 
their ardent desire to join in the 
Crusades, which were military 
expeditions undertaken to re- 
capture the city of Jerusalem 
from the Moslems. 

In the years between 1096 
and 1270, knights in full regalia, 
armor bright, with footsoldiers 
and all the paraphernalia that an 


English Literature: The Medieval Period 33 


army needs—almost a traveling 
city—plundered their way to 
the Holy Land. They were never 
successful—some never even 
reached Jerusalem—but they left 
a violent and bloody trail behind 
them. 

Back in England the Nor- 
mans strengthened the physical 
domain of the Church, building 
stone monasteries and abbeys. 
Like the feudal manor, each 
monastery or abbey was a small, 
self-sufficient city. They also con- 
tinued to be centers of learn- 
ing and of literature. Latin was 
the language of the Church and 
was known to all educated peo- 
ple in England. Thus, much of 
the literature of the time was 
written in Latin, particularly the 
more scholarly histories. The 
Crusaders straggling back from 
Jerusalem would contribute to 
the learning of these centers some 
of the more advanced knowledge 
that distinguished the Moslem 
world, including Arabic numerals, 
algebra, and Arab medicine. 

Churches and cathedrals, per- 
haps the most dramatic and 
beautiful legacy of the period, 
were another -product of reli- 
gious faith and energy. Church 
bells pealed messages almost 
hourly, and every town, it seems, 
had a towering, stone cathe- 
dral. By 1200 the still-small city 
of London, with a population of 
no more than 40,000 people, 
had 120 churches in addition to 
the giant cathedral that was ded- 
icated to the city’s patron saint, 
St. Paul. 


A view of Canterbury Cathedral, Kent, 


City Life in Medieval England 


By all reports, London remained 
a merry town with children 
playing ball games in the streets 
and wealthy merchants, now on 
horseback, hunting wild boar 
and deer in nearby park-land. In 
winter when the marshes froze, 
people skated happily across the 
flats on skates of sheep bone. 
Sickness and death were never 
very far away, however. In 1348 
and 1349 the dreadful Black 
Death, a form of the bubonic 
plague, killed at least a third of 
the English population. 

In spite of plague and war- 
fare, England prospered during 
the later Middle Ages. People 
began to move from castle towns 
to villages and cities, and cities 
had sprung up in the north as 
well as on the southern plains. 
Guilds—organizations not unlike 
modern-day trade unions—de- 
veloped in the cities, and an ap- 
prentice moved through an elab- 
orate hierarchy before becoming 
a master craftsman. Also during 
this time herding became more 
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important than farming. British 
wool became famous; cottages 
were turned into small mills; 
and the famous textile indus- 
try—the carding, combing, spin- 
ning, and weaving of sheep's 
wool—began. 

Even more important than 
the end of knighthood (mostly 
due to the invention of gunpow- 
der) and the beginning of the 
textile industry toward the end 
of the Middle Ages was the de- 
velopment of printing. William 
Caxton established his printing 
press in England in 1476. Up 
until this time literature existed 
in England only in manuscript, 
copied out by hand for the 
very few. When Caxton intro- 
duced to England the invention 
of printing that had begun to 
spread through Europe in the 
late 1400s, the written word 
in English began to reach a 
much wider audience. 

Caxton was a fine editor as 
well as a printer. He played a 
very important role in bringing 
the two great literary works of 
this period—Chaucer’s Canter- 
bury Tales and Malory’s Morte 
d’Arthur—to light. 


Storytelling in the 
Middle Ages 


i 

' Although printing was now 
available, it would be centuries 
before storyteling would take 
the form of novels. Nevertheless, 
the seeds of the novel and short 
story find rich ground in this 
period. Geoffrey Chaucer told 


short stories in verse, using a 
bright, new kind of English po- 
etry influenced by European mod- 
els as well as hewed from his 
own genius. Thanks to Thom- 
as Malory, the great English lit- 
erary legend of King Arthur 
was printed in a version heavily 
influenced by the romantic no- 
tions of French _ storytellers. 
When the Anglo-Saxon soldiers 
at the beginning of this period 
marched against the Normans, 
they carried from England songs 
about King Arthur. During the 
Norman Period the French 
added their own special notes to 
Arthur’s story and created the 
romance, a blend of chivalry 
with touches of love, magic, and 
marvels. Malory stresses the ro- 
mantic aspect of the Arthur leg- 
end, but his portrait of Arthur 
still retains some of the real 
flesh-and-blood Celtic warrior- 
king that Arthur had once been. 

The folk ballads in the pages 
ahead are also a form of story- 
telling, although, unlike the writ- 
ings of Chaucer and Malory, 
they were still composed orally. 
These ballads were not the work 
of professional poets—minstrels 
who performed for the enter- 
tainment of courts—but rather 
stories sung by common people 
gathering among friends and 
family in their cottages in the 
evening. These ballads contain 
storytelling techniques that, cen- 
turies later, would be used by 
novelists; the use of dialogue to 
tell a story is the most impor- 
tant of these techniques. 


King Arthur. Detail from a French tapestry, 
c. 1450. 


Drama in 
the Middle Ages 


Drama is a form of storytelling 
that seems to have a life of its 
own. The idea of telling a story 
by acting it out seems to be a 
very ancient one, perhaps ap- 
pealing to an instinct of human 
nature: the desire to imitate an- 
other human being! Some of us 
like to act out the part. Some of 
us prefer to see and hear a part 
acted out by another. In theater 
(a name we give to drama that 
is produced on a stage) a sim- 
ple, perhaps penniless baker, for 
example, can become for a few 
moments a heroic king, and his 
audience can lose itself in the 
story that unfolds. 

Drama as public entertain- 
ment began in England in the 
Medieval Period as religious rit- 
ual, in the form of mystery 
plays, or miracle plays, as they 
are usually called) The miracle 
play was developed by the 
Church in an attempt to instruct 
the illiterate in the miraculous 
stories. To celebrate a feast day, 


the Church would often have 
common people, members of a 
bakers’ guild, for example, dress 
up like characters in the Bible. 
The plays were very well at- 
tended. They eventually moved 
from the cathedral to the village 
green and finally to pageant 
wagons, ox-drawn wagons that 
brought this early form of the- 
ater to neighboring towns and 
villages. The actors were ama- 
teurs, technically speaking, but 
they were paid for their work, 
the actor playing God getting 
more than the others. Rehears- 
als were frequent, and if one did 
not go well, the actors would be 
fined. 

The miracle play was fol- 
lowed by asomewhat different de- 
velopment—the morality play, 
in which actors played the roles 
of virtues and vices—patience, 
greed, and so on. The most sig- 
nificant aspect of the morality 
play was that the conflict be- 
tween virtue and vice, good and 
evil, was not external (a good 
king and a bad king, for exam- 
ple) but took place in the heart 
of a single hero. 

All in all, the literature of the 
Medieval Period carries us back 
into a colorful and exciting 
world as reported by the poets, 
storytellers, and dramatists of 
that time and forward into other 
ages in which knights, crusaders, 
monks, and fine ladies would 
continue to inspire writers. In- 
deed, the Medieval Period is at 
once very far away and very 
close at hand. 
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TIME LINE 


1066-1485 BRITISH EVENTS 


"1066 Anglo-Saxons defeated by 
William the Conqueror of 
Normandy at Battle of 
Hastings 


1086 Domesday Book, first official 
record of property owners in 
England 


1096 Crusades, attempts to rescue 
Jerusalem from Moslems 
Cuntil 1270) 


ler ore 


1151 Game of chess arrives in 
England 


1154 House of Plantagenet rules 
England (until 1399) 


- 1167 Oxford University founded 


1170 Murder of Thomas 4 Becket, 
Archbishop of Canterbury 


Syperc tien 
1215 Magna Carta, signed by 
King John 
1265 First Parliament 
1296 Wars between England 


and Scotland 
Cuntil 1328) 
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1337 Beginning of Hundred Years’ 
War, series of wars between 
England and France 
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WORLD EVENTS 1066-1485 


1170 


France: Beginning of 
troubadour music 


France: Chrétien de Troyes. 
“Lancelot” 


Japan: Tea arrives from China 


Holland: Founding of 
Amsterdam 

China: Invasion by Genghis 
Khan 

Korea: Movable meial type 
first used 


China: Exptorarion by Marca 


Pola 


Italy: Dante begins Divirte 
Comedy 


taly: Beginning of the 
Renaissance 


* Japan: Development of No 


drama 


Aztec Empire: Establishmen 
of capital on site of modern 


Mexico City 


1066-1485 BRITISH EVENTS WORLD EVENTS 1066-1485 


-1348 Black Death, series of plagues 


1375 Earliest part of Sir Gawain 


1377? William Langland, The Vision 


1386 Geoffrey Chaucer, The 
1388 John Wycliff’s translation of 


1399 House of Lancaster rules 


1455 Beginning of thirty-year Wars 


» 1461 


1469 Sir Thomas Malory, Le Morte 
1476 William Caxton establishes 


1485 King Henry VII (of House of 


1341 Italy: Petrarch crowned with 
laurel wreath 


1348 Italy: Boccaccio, Decameron 


1368 China: Beginning of Ming 
Dynasty 


Madtial gg 


and the Green Knight, verse 
romance in English about 
knights at King Arthur’s court 


of Piers the Plowman, a 
protest on behalf of the 
common people 


Canterbury Tales 
Bible into English 
England (until 1461) 


France: Joan of Arc burned at 
stake 


‘1452 Italy: Birth of Leonardo da 
Vinci 


.1453 Germany: The Gutenberg 

Bible, thought to be the first 
European book printed from 
movable type 


of the Roses, civil war 
between House of York and 
House of Lancaster 


House of York rules England 
(until 1485) 


Russia: Ivan the Great rules as 
first czar 


a@’Arthur 
first printing press in England 


Tudor) begins reign 
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Folk Ballads 


Although most people in the British Isles were unable to read or 
write for centuries after the Norman Conquest in 1066, they, like 
human beings everywhere, told stories to one another, We have 
inherited their folk ballads, the stories they told in verse and 
usually sang. Transmitted orally from generation to generation, 
most of the English and Scottislt ballads we know date from the 
fourteenth and fifteenth centuries but were not collected and 
printed until the eighteenth century. 

Love, adventure, courageous feats of daring, and sudden disaster 
are frequent topics of folk ballads. Folk ballads relate out-of-the- 
ordinary incidents—ones that might make headlines now, such as a 
shipwreck or an accidental death. Despite such tragic subjects, 
ballads rarely contain opinions on what has happened. The 
narrative usually dramatizes a single incident with little attention to 
characterization, background, or description. Why do the characters 
act as they do? How did they get into such a plight? We must read 
between the lines and supply our own answers, as we hear the 
little dramatic scenes unfold. Indeed, the ballad presents action as 
sparsely as possible, often through dialogue—the speech of the 
characters involved. We should not, however, think that ballads are 
simple or shallow. They may be brief and sparse—economic—but 
they contain sharp psychological portraits and much folk wisdom. 

The original authors of ballads are unknown; in fact, a given 
ballad may exist in several versions, because many different people 
told and revised the ballad as it traveled from village to village. 
Nevertheless, when a version seemed just right, its teller would be 
urged to recite the story again and again without changing a thing. 

It is important to remember that most ballads were originally 
sung. But even when read—preferably aloud—enough remains to 
place the best of the folk ballads among the most haunting 
narrative poems in British literature. After all, folk ballads have 

Medieval gittern, an instrument lasted this long partly because they are dramatic stories particularly 
similar to a guitar. well told. 
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Sir Patrick Spens 


The king sits in Dumferling’ toune, 
Drinking the blude-reid’ wine: 
“O whar will I get a skilly® skipper, 
To sail this new schip of mine?” 


O up and spak an eldern knicht,* 
Sat at the kings richt® kne: 

“Sir Patrick Spens is the best sailor, 
That ever sailed the sea.” 


The king has written a braid® letter, 
And sealed it wi’ his hand, 

And sent it to Sir Patrick Spens, 
Was walking on the strand.” 


The first line that Sir Patrick red, 
A loud lauch® lauched he; 

The next line that Sir Patrick red, 
The teir blinded his ee.” 


“OQ wha’® is this has don this deid, 
And told the king o’ me, 

To send us out at this time o’ the yeir, 
To sail upon the sea! 


“Mak ready, mak ready, my mirry men all, 
Our guid schip sails the morne.” 

“Now, ever alake,’' my master deir, 
I feir a deadlie storme. 


1. Dumferling [dum fur’ling]: a town in Scotland. 
2. blude-reid: blood red. 

3. skilly: skillful. 

4. eldern knicht: elderly knight. 

5. richt: right. 

6. braid: broad (this may refer to a long sheet 
of paper or may mean “commanding’’). 

7. strand: seashore. 

8. lauch: laugh. 

9. ee: eye. 
10. wha: who. 
11. alake: alack. 


25 


30 


35 


“I saw the new moone late yestreen,”” 


Wi’ the auld’? moone in hir arme, 
And if we gang to sea, master, 
I feir we'll cum to harme.” 


O laith, laith’t wer our guid Scots lords 
To weet’ their cork-heild schoone;'® 

Bot lang owre a’’” the play was playd, 
They wat their hats aboone.’® 


O lang, lang may their ladies sit, 
Wi’ their fans into their hand; 

Before they se Sir Patrick Spens 
Cum sailing to the strand. 


And lang, lang may their maidens sit, 
Wi’ their gold kems”’ in their hair, 

All waiting for their ain”® deir loves, 
For thame they’ll se na mair.”* 


Haf owre, haf owre to Aberdour,”* 
‘Tis fiftie fadom’* deip, 

And thair lies guid Sir Patrick Spens, 
Wi’ the Scots lords at his feit. 


12. yestreen: yesterday evening. 

13. auld: old; sailors thought that a thin crescent 
moon meant storms at sea. 

14. laith: loath; very unwilling. 

15. weet: wet. 

16. schoone: shoes. 

17. lang owre a’: long before all. 

18. aboone: above. 

19. Kkems: combs. 

20. ain: own. 

21. na mair: no more. 

. haf owre to Aberdour: halfway over to 
Aberdeen (in Scotland). 

23. fadom: fathoms. A fathom is six feet. 
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The Wife of Usher's Well 


There lived a wife at Usher’s Well, 
And a wealthy wife was she; 

She had three stout’ and stalwart sons, 
And sent them o’er the sea. 


They hadna’ been a wreck from her, 
A week but barely ane, 

When word came to the carlin’? wife 
That her three sohs were gane.* 


They hadna’ been a week from her, 
A week but barely three, 

When word came to the carlin wife 
That her sons she’d never see. 


“I wish the wind may never cease, 
Nor fashes in the flood,’ 

Till my three sons,.come hame® to me, 
In eaithiy flesh and blood.” 


It fell about the Martinmas,’ 
When nights are lang and mirk,° 

The carlin wife’s three sons came hame, 
And their hats were o’ the birk.” 


It neither grew in sike’’ nor ditch, 
Nor yet in ony sheugh,"’ 

But at the gates o’ Paradise 
That birk grew fair eneugh. 


. stout: brave. 

ane: one. 

carlin: old. 

game: gone. 

fashes .. . flood: disturbances at sea. 
hame: hone: 

Martinmas: November 11. 

. lang and mirk: long spdagk. 

. 0’ the birk: of the Bike h tree. It was believed 
that people who returned from the dead wore 
plant life on their heads. 

10. sike: field... , 

11. sheugh: furrow. 
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“Blow up the fire, my maidens, 
Bring water from the well: 

For a’’* my house shall feast this night, 
Since my three sons are well.” 


And she has made to them a bed, 
She’s made it large and wide, 

And she’s ta’en her mantle’* her about, 
Sat down at the bedside. 


Up then créw the red, red cock, 
And up and crew the gray. 
The eldest to the youngest said, 
“°Tis time we were away.” 


The cock he hadna’ crawed but once, 
And clapped his wings at a’, 

When the youngest to the eldest said, 
“Brother, we must awa’."* 


“The cock doth craw, the day doth daw,” 
The channerin’’® worm doth chide: 

Gin’’ we be missed out o’ our place, 
A sair pain we maun bide.'* 


“Fare ye weel,'? my mother dear, 
Fareweel to barn and byre.”” 
And fare ye weel, the bonny" lass 
That kindles my mother’s fire.” 


12. a’: all. 

13. ta’en her mantle: taken her cloak. 

14. must awa’: must go away, leave. Spirits of 
the dead had to return to their graves at 
cockcrow. 

15. daw: dawn. 

16. channerin’: complaining. 

17. Gin: If. 

18. A sair .... bide: A sore pain we must abide; 
we must endure great pain. 

19. weel: well. 

20. byre: cow shed. 

21. bonny: pretty. 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


Sir Patrick Spens 


Recalling 

1. According to stanza 2, what recommendation 
is made to the king and by whom? 

2. How does Sir Patrick Spens react in stanzas 4 
and 5 to the letter from his king? After reading 
the letter, what does he nevertheless teil his 
men to do? 

3. According to lines 23-28, why are Sir Pat- 
rick’s sailors reluctant to obey the king’s or- 
der? 

. What are the king’s nobles who sail on Sir 
Patrick’s ship worried about, according to 
lines 29—30? What happens instead in lines 
31-32? 

5. Where do Sir Patrick and his nobles “lie’? 


Interpreting 

6. What internal conflict do you suppose Sir Pat- 
rick feels in stanzas 4 and 5? 

7. What are we led to understand happens to Sir 
Patrick, his sailors, and the king’s nobles on 
the voyage? Give four specific references in 
the ballad that support this conclusion. 

8. Why is the last line fitting or just? 


> 


The Wife of Usher’s Well 


Recalling 

1, What news of her three sons does the old wife 
receive in stanzas 2 and 3? 

2. According to lines 20-24, what kind of hats 
are the sons wearing when they return to visit? 

3. According to stanzas 10 and 11, when do the 
sons realize they must leave? What will hap- 
pen to them if they don’t go? 


Interpreting 

4. Based on the “birk” the sons are wearing, 
what might we surmise about the sons? 

5. What might be the “place” referred to in line 
43 from which the sons will be missed? 

6. Why might the sons have come back to their 
mother’s fireside? 


LITERARY FOCUS 


The Folk Ballad 
Folk ballads are anonymous narrative verses 
intended to be sung and passed on by oral tra- 


dition. The folk ballad is a popular literary form; 
that is, it comes from unlettered people rather 
than from professional minstrels or scholarly 
poets. Thus, the ballad tends to express its 
meaning in simple language (although the centu- 
ries-old dialect of many folk ballads may make 
that language seem complex at first). The narra- 
tive style of the typical ballad is straightforward 
as well, relying heavily on dialogue and moving 
quickly from scene to scene. 

The so-called ballad stanza consists of four 
lines (a quatrain), rhyming abcb, with four ac- 
cented syllables within the first and third lines and 
three in the second and fourth lines. 


a There lived a wife at Usher's Well, 

b Anda wealthy wife was she: 

c She had three stout and stalwart sons 
b And sent them o’er the sea. 


Some folk ballads make use of refrains, rep- 
etitions of a line or lines in every stanza without 
variation. Refrains add emphasis and a note of 
continuity to the ballads. 


Thinking About Folk Ballads 

f Demonstrate your understanding of the tradi- 
tional ballad stanza by transcribing and mark- 
ing the stress of one stanza from “Sir Patrick 
Spens.” Indicate which lines rhyme. 


COMPOSITION 


Developing a Thesis About Folk Ballads 

Hi Develop an idea about the structure of folk bal- 
lads. Before you begin to write, review how 
they begin, how they develop, and how they 
end. State your thesis about the parts of a folk 
ballad. Support your idea about each part with 
examples. You may want to devote one para- 
graph to each part. For help with this assign- 
ment, refer to Lesson 7 in the Writing About 
Literature Handbook at the back of this book. 


Writing a Folk Ballad 

@ Try writing two or three stanzas of a folk bal- 
lad. Choose an appropriate subject and follow 
the form of the traditional ballad stanza (see 
the preceding Literary Focus). Use dialogue, 
repetition, and archaic (old-fashioned) diction 
to make your stanzas sound authentic. 
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Geoffrey Chaucer = 1343?-1400 


Geoffrey Chaucer (along with William Shakespeare and John 
Milton) comes to most scholars’ minds when they list the three 
greatest poets of the English language. Chaucer’s most important 
work, The Canterbury Tales, vividly demonstrated the literary 
potential of the English language in the 1300s. It also preserved 
for al] future ages a realistic, detailed, and comprehensive 
panorama of daily life at that time. 

Like the other two—Shakespeare, the actor, and Milton, the 
public servant—Chaucer led an extremely busy life. In fact, he was 
sO active in public affairs that we may reasonably wonder how he 
found time to write as prolifically and as well as he did. The son 
of a wealthy London wine merchant, Chaucer had the good fortune 
to serve as a page in the royal household while in his early teens. 
Later, he married one of the queen’s ladies-in-waiting, was sent as 
the king’s emissary to France and Italy, and held various positions 
in the home government: controller of customs, justice of the 
peace, member of Parliament, clerk of the king’s works, and 
deputy forester for a royal forest. Yet despite the demands that 
such responsibilities placed on him, Chaucer somehow found time 
to produce an astonishing body of prose and poetry. He died 
while still at work on his poetry and was buried in Westminster 
Abbey in London. Around his burial spot has grown up the famous 
Poets’ Corner. 

Chaucer’s poetry is generally divided into three periods. The 
earliest poetry is in the artificial manner of the great French poets. 
of the day: dream visions and allegories, which were more to the 
taste of medieval than of modern people. This French period was 
followed by an Italian period, inspired by the poet’s own journeys 
to Italy as a royal emissary. Influenced by the vigor of three great 
Italian writers—Dante, Petrarch, and especially, Boccaccio (all of 
whom are represented in Part Two of this book)—Chaucer brought 
to his own verse a new strength. During this phase he produced 
one of his two masterpieces: Troilus and Criseyde, a long narrative 
poem based on Boccaccio’s retelling of a classical love story set 
during the legendary Trojan War. The greatest of Chaucer’s 
achievements—and one of the glories of all literature—was a 
product of his final, English period: The Canterbury Tales. At last 
Chaucer broke away from French and Italian models and fully 
realized his own style in his native tongue. 

Chaucer’s works are in Middle English, the English of London 
in the 1300s. Middle English did not have the prestige of the 
French language introduced to England by the Normans or of the 
Latin used by the Roman Catholic Church, Chaucer changed all 
that. 
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The Canterbury Tales is a long poem made up of general 
introduction (“The Prologue’) and. twenty-four.stories, told in 
verse, by a cross section of English men and women. They tell 
their stories as they travel one April from an inn in a London 
suburb southeastward for fifty miles to the cathedral city of 
Canterbury. They are on a pilgrimage, a journey to a sacred place; 
Canterbury Cathedral is the site where Thomas 4 Becket had been 
murdered by order of King Henry II in 1170 to the shock of the 
religious world. The pilgrims’ stories are framed by the narrative 
of the journey. That is, the tales are connected by links that relate 
what happens among the pilgrims traveling together. In using a 
frame, Chaucer borrowed from European literature such as 
Boccaccio’s Decameron (see Part Two of this book). 

The individual stories are of many different kinds: religious 
stories, legends, fables, fairy tales, sermons, and courtly romances. 
Short story writers in the following centuries learned much about 
their craft from the poet Geoffrey Chaucer. 

In “The Prologue,” which begins on the following page, the 
poet introduces us to the pilgrims who gather at the Tabard Inn at 
the start of the journey. The pilgrims fall into the three dominant 
groups that made up medieval society in England: the feudal 
group, the church group, and the city group. In the excerpt from 
“The Prologue,” we will meet representatives of each group: 


The Feudal Group The Church Group The City Group 


Knight Nun Merchant 

Squire Monk Wife of Bath 
Yeoman Friar Host (Innkeeper) 
Franklin Cleric 

Plowman Parson 

Miller Summoner 

Reeve Pardoner 


The famous opening lines of ‘The Prologue” appear first in the 
original Middle English (page 44). A modern translation of those 
lines and of a large excerpt from the remainder of “The Prologue” 
follows. The Middle English contains many words with two dots 
over the e. The dots remind us that we should pronounce every 
syllable in Middle English. Thus bathéd (line 3) has two syllables, not 
one as in the modern English bathed, and the original line of poetry 
consequently has the ten syllables of iambic pentameter verse. 
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Geoffrey Chaucer 


from The Prologue to 
The Canterbury Tales 


Translated by Nevill Coghill 


Whan that Aprill with his shourés sooté 
The droghte of March hath percéd to the rooté 
And bathéd every veyne in swich licour 
Of which vertu engendréd is the flour, 
Whan Zephirus eek with his sweeté breeth 
Inspiréd hath in every holt and heeth 
The tendré croppés, and the yongé sonné 
Hath in the Ram his half cours y-ronné, 
And smalé fowelés maken melodyé 
That slepen al the nyght with open eyé, 
So priketh hem Nature in hir corages, 
Than longen folk to goon on pilgrymages, 
And palmeres for to seken straungé strondés, 
To ferné halwés kouthe in sondry londés. 
And specially, from every shirés endé 
Of Engelond, to Caunterbury they wendé, 
The holy, blisful martir for to seké 
That hem hath holpen whan that they were seeké. 


When in April the sweet showers fall 
And pierce the drought of March to the root, and all 
The veins are bathed in liquor of such power 
As brings about the engendering of the flower, 
When also Zephyrus’ with his sweet breath 1 Zephyrus [zef!or as]: the west 
Exhales an air in every grove and heath wind, Which brings (nla Wealner: 
Upon the tender shoots, and the young sun 


His half-course in the sign of the Ram” has run, 2 Ram: the constellation Aries and 

. first sign of the zodiac. Evidence 
And the small fowl are making melody suggests that the pilgrimage began 
That sleep away the night with open eye on April 11, 1387. 


(So nature pricks them and their heart engages) 
3 palmers: pilgrims who wore palm 


Then peop le long to go on p ilgrimages 4 leaves as a sign that they had visited 
And palmers” long to seek the stranger strands the Holy Land. 


Of far-off saints, hallowed in sundry lands, 4 strands: shores. 


: + ee? 5 martyr: St. Thomas a Becket, 
And specially, from every shire’s end Archbishop of Canterbury, who was 


In England, down to Canterbury they wend murdered in Canterbury Cathedral in 
3 5 : 1170. The site of the martyrdom 

To seek the holy blissful martyr,’ quick became the holiest place in Catholic 

To give his help to them when they were sick. England. 
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The opening lines of the Prologue to The Canterbury Tales, from the Ellesmere Manuscript, 
an original manuscript of Chaucer's work. 
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It happened in that season that one day 
In Southwark, at The Tabard,’ as I lay 6 Southwark [suth’ark]: then a 
Ready to go on pilgrimage and start Srp acer ae aa BIge 
For Canterbury, most devout at heart, 7 The Tabard [ta’bard]: an inn. 
At night there came into that hostelry 
Some nine and twenty in a company 
Of sundry folk happening then to fall 
In fellowship, and they were pilgrims all 
That towards Canterbury meant to ride. 
The rooms and stables of the inn were wide; 
They made us easy, all was of the best. 
And shortly, when the sun had gone to rest, 
By speaking to them all upon the trip 
I soon was one of them in fellowship 
And promised to rise early and take the way 
To Canterbury, as you heard me say. 
But nonetheless, while I have time and space, 
Before my story takes a further pace, 
It seems a reasonable thing to say 
What their condition was, the full array 
Of each of them, as it appeared to me 
According to profession and degree, 
And what apparel they were riding in; 
And at a Knight I therefore will begin. 


There was a Knight, a most distinguished man, 
Who from the day on which he first began 

To ride abroad had followed chivalry, 

Truth, honor, generousness and courtesy. 

He had done nobly in his sovereign’s war 

And ridden into battle, no man more, 

As well in Christian as in heathen places, 

And ever honored for his noble graces. 

When we took Alexandria,® he was there. 8 Alexandria: This and the piace 
He often sat at table in the chair Fe ede anne coeds een 
Of honor, above all nations, when in Prussia. Crusades by medieval Christians 
In Lithuania he had ridden, and Russia, Sgainshihe Mossi: 

No Christian man so often, of his rank. 

When, in Granada, Algeciras sank 

Under assault, he had been there, and in 

North Africa, raiding Benamarin; 

In Anatolia he had been as well 

And fought when Ayas and Attalia fell, 

For all along the Mediterranean coast 

He had embarked with many a noble host. 

He was of sovereign value in all eyes. 

And though so much distinguished, he was wise 
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And in his bearing modest as a maid. 

He never yet a boorish thing had said 

In all his life to any, come what might; 

He was a true, a perfect gentle-knight. 
Speaking of his equipment, he possessed 

Fine horses, but he was not gaily dressed. 

He wore a fustian® tunic stained and dark 

With smudges where his armor had left mark; 


Just home from service, he had joined our ranks 


To do his pilgrimage and render thanks. 


He had his son with him, a fine young Squire, 
A lover and cadet, a lad of fire 
With locks as curly as if they had been pressed. 
He was some twenty years of age, I guessed. 
In stature he was of a moderate length, 
With wonderful agility and strength. 
He’d seen some service with the cavalry 
In Flanders and Artois and Picardy'® 
And had done valiantly in little space 
Of time, in hope to win his lady’s grace. 
He was embroidered like a meadow bright 
And full of freshest flowers, red and white. 
Singing he was, or fluting all the day; 
He was as fresh as is the month of May. 


Short was his gown, the sleeves were long and wide; 


He knew the way to sit a horse and ride. 
He could make songs and poems and recite, 


Knew how to joust and dance, to draw and write. 


He loved so hotly that till dawn grew pale 
He slept as little as a nightingale. 
Courteous he was, lowly and serviceable, 
And carved to serve his father at the table. 


There was a Yeoman" with him at his side, 
No other servant; so he chose to ride. 
This Yeoman wore a coat and hood of green, 
And peacock-feathered arrows, bright and keen 
And neatly sheathed, hung at his belt the while 
—For he could dress his gear in yeoman style, 
His arrows never drooped their feathers low— 
And in his hand he bore a mighty bow. 
His head was like a nut, his face was brown. 
He knew the whole of woodcraft up and down. 
A saucy brace’? was on his arm to ward 
It from the bow-string, and a shield and sword 
Hung at one side, and at the other slipped 


9 fustian [fus’chon]: coarse, heavy 
fabric of cotton and linen. 


10 Flanders . . . Picardy: historic 
regions of Belgium and northern 
France. 


11 Yeoman [y6’ man]: nobleman’s 
attendant. 


12 brace: bracelet. 


Geoffrey Chaucer 


47 


110 


115 


120 


125 


130 


135 


140 


145 


150 


155 


A jaunty dirk,’? spear-sharp and well-equipped. 
A medal of Saint Christopher'* he wore 

Of shining silver on his breast, and bore 

A hunting-horn, well slung and burnished clean, 
That dangled from a baldric’* of bright green. 
He was a proper forester, I guess. 


There also was a Nun, a Prioress,'® 
Her way of smiling very simple and coy. 
Her greatest oath was only “By Saint Loy!”"” 
And she was known as Madam Eglantyne. 
And well she sang a service,'® with a fine 
Intoning through her nose, as was most seemly, 
And she spoke daintily in French, extremely, 
After the school of Stratford-atte-Bowe;’” 
French in the Paris style she did not know. 
At meat her manners were well taught withal; 
No morsel from her lips did she let fall, 
Nor dipped her fingers in the sauce too deep; 
But she could carry a morsel up and keep 
The smallest drop from falling on her breast. 
For courtliness she had a special zest, 
And she would wipe her upper lip so clean 
That not a trace of grease was to be seen 
Upon the cup when she had drunk; to eat, 
She reached a hand sedately for the meat. 
She certainly was very entertaining, 
Pleasant and friendly in her ways, and straining 
To counterfeit a courtly kind of grace, 
A stately bearing fitting to her place, 
And to seem dignified in all her dealings. 
As for her sympathies and tender feelings, 
She was so charitably solicitous 
She used to weep if she but saw a mouse 
Caught in a trap, if it were dead or bleeding. 
And she had little dogs she would be feeding 
With roasted flesh, or milk, or fine white bread. 
And bitterly she wept if one were dead 
Or someone took a stick and made it smart; 
She was all sentiment and tender heart. 
Her veil was gathered in a seemly way, 
Her nose was elegant, her eyes glass-gray; 
Her mouth was very small, but soft and red, 
Her forehead, certainly, was fair of spread, 
Almost a span”° across the brows, I own; 
She was indeed by no means undergrown. 
Her cloak, I noticed, had a graceful charm. 
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13 dirk: smali dagger. 


14 Salnt Christopher: patron saint 
of foresters and travelers. 


15 baldrie: shoulder belt. 


16 Prloress: a nun ranking next 
below the abbess in an abbey. 


17 Saint Loy: St. Eligius, patron 
saint of goldsmiths and courtiers, 
who would not swear upon holy relics. 
18 service: daily prayers. 


19 Stratford-atte-Bowe: a nunnery 
not far from London. 


20 span: nine inches. A broad 
forehead was a sign of beauty. 
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She wore a coral trinket on her arm, 
A set of beads, the gaudies”’ tricked in green, 
Whence hung a golden brooch of brightest sheen 
On which there first was graven a crowned A, 
And lower, Amor vincit omnia.”? 

Another Nun, the chaplain at her cell, 
Was riding with her, and three Priests as well. 


A Monk there was, one of the finest sort 
Who rode the country; hunting was his sport. 

A manly man, to be an Abbot able; 

Many a dainty horse he had in stable. 

His bridle, when he rode, a man might hear 
Jingling in a whistling wind as clear, 

Aye, and as loud as does the chapel bell 
Where my lord Monk was Prior of the cell. 
The Rule of good Saint Benet or Saint Maur”? 
As old and strict he tended to ignore; 

He let go by the things of yesterday 

And took the modern world’s more spacious way. 
He did not rate that text at a plucked hen 
Which says that hunters are not holy men 
And that a monk uncloistered is a mere 

Fish out of water, flapping on the pier, 

That is to say a monk out of his cloister. 
That was a text he held not worth an oyster; 
And I agreed and said his views were sound; 
Was he to study till his head went round 
Poring over books in cloisters? Must he toil 
As Austin” bade and till the very soil? 

Was he to leave the world upon the shelf? 
Let Austin have his labor to himself. 

This Monk was therefore a good man to horse; 
Greyhounds he had, as swift as birds, to course.”° 
Hunting a hare or riding at a fence 
Was all his fun, he spared for no expense. 


‘I saw his sleeves were garnished at the hand 


With fine gray fur, the finest in the land, 

And on his hood, to fasten it at his chin 

He had a wrought-gold cunningly fashioned pin; 
Into a lover’s knot it seemed to pass. 

His head was bald and shone like looking-glass; 
So did his face, as if it had been greased. 

He was a fat and personable priest; 

His prominent eyeballs never seemed to settle. 

They glittered like the flames beneath a kettle; 

Supple his boots, his horse in fine condition. 


21 gaudies: large beads used in 
counting prayers. 


22 Amor vincit omnia [4 mr! 
wink’ it 6m’‘né a): Latin for “Love 
conquers all.” 


23 Saint Benet or Saint Maur: 
French versions of Saint Benedict, 
who founded European monasticism 
in the sixth century, and Saint 
Maurice, one of his followers. 
Monastic life is governed by strict 
rules requiring poverty, chastity, and 
obedience. 


24 Austin: English version of St. 
Augustine (354-430), a critic of lazy 
monks, 


25 to course: for hunting. 


Geoffrey Chaucer 


49 


7 


Says 
= % . 
— mn 


205 


210 


215 


220 


225 


230 


235 


240 


245 


He was a prelate fit for exhibition, 

He was not pale like a tormented soul. 

He liked a fat swan best, and roasted whole. 
His palfrey’® was as brown as is a berry. 


There was a Friar, a wanton’ one and merry, 
A Limiter,”* a very festive fellow. 
In all Four Orders”? there was none so mellow 


So glib with gallant phrase and well-turned speech. 


He’d fixed up many a marriage, giving each 
Of his young women what he could afford her. 
He was a noble pillar to his Order. 

Highly beloved and intimate was he 

With County folk within his boundary, 

And city dames of honor and possessions; 

For he was qualified to hear confessions, 

Or so he said, with more than priestly scope 
He had a special license from the Pope. 
Sweetly he heard his penitents at shrift*® 

With pleasant absolution, for a gift. 

He was an easy man in penance-giving 

Where he could hope to make a decent living; 
It's a sure sign whenever gifts are given 

To a poor Order that a man’s well shriven,”* 
And should he give enough he knew in verity 
The penitent repented in sincerity. 

For many a fellow is so hard of heart 

He cannot weep, for all his inward smart. 
Therefore instead of weeping and of prayer 
One should give silver for a poor Friar’s care. 
He kept his tippet®’ stuffed with pins for curls, 
And pocket-knives, to give to pretty girls. 

And certainly his voice was gay and sturdy, 
For he sang well and played the hurdy-gurdy.” 
At sing-songs he was champion of the hour. 
His neck was whiter than a lily-flower 

But strong enough to butt a bruiser down. 

He knew the taverns well in every town 

And every innkeeper and barmaid too 

Better than lepers, beggars and that crew, 

For in so eminent a man as he 

It was not fitting with the dignity 

Of his position, dealing with a scum 

Of wretched lepers; nothing good can come 
Of dealings with the slum-and-gutter dwellers, 
But only with the rich and victual-sellers. 

But anywhere a profit might accrue 


26 palfrey: saddie horse. 


27 wanton: playful. 


28 Limiter: a begging friar limited to 
a Certain area in which to beg. 

29 Four Orders: referring to the four 
orders of begging friars: Dominicans, 
Franciscans, Carmelites, 
Augustinians. 


30 shrift: confession. 


31 well shriven: completely forgiven 
of his sins through confession. ~ 


32 tippet: hood. 


33 hurdy-gurdy: a stringed 
instrument, played by turning a hand 
crank. 
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Courteous he was and lowly of service too. 
Natural gifts like his were hard to match. 

He was the finest beggar of his batch, 

And, for his begging-district, payed a rent; 
His brethren did no poaching where he went. 
For though a widow mightn’t have a shoe, 

So pleasant was his holy how-d’ye-do 

He got his farthing from her just the same 
Before he left, and so his income came 

To more than he laid out. And how he romped, 
Just like a puppy! He was ever prompt 

To arbitrate disputes on settling days 


». (For a small fee) in many helpful ways, 


Not then appearing as your cloistered scholar 
With threadbare habit hardly worth a dollar, 
But much more like a Doctor or a Pope. 

Of double-worsted was the semi-cope™* 


‘s:. Upon his shoulders, and the swelling fold 


About him, like a bell about its mold 

When it is casting, rounded out his dress. 
He lisped a little out of wantonness 

To make his English sweet upon his tongue. 


‘ When he had played his harp, or having sung, 


His eyes would twinkle in his head as bright 
AS any star upon a frosty night. 
This worthy’s name was Hubert, it appeared. 


There was a Merchant with a forking beard 


~; And motley dress; high on his horse he sat, 


Upon his head a Flemish®’ beaver hat 
And on his feet daintily buckled boots. 
He told of his opinions and pursuits 

In solemn tones, and how he never lost. 


", The sea should be kept free at any cost 
(He thought) upon the Harwich-Holland* range, 


He was expert at currency exchange. 
This estimable Merchant so had set 
His wits to work, none knew he was in debt, 


*.) He was so stately in negotiation, 


52 


Loan, bargain and commercial obligation. 
He was an excellent fellow all the same; 
To tell the truth I do not know his name. 


An Oxford Cleric, still a student though, 
One who had taken logic long ago, 
Was there; his horse was thinner than a rake, 
And he was not too fat, I undertake, 
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34 semi-cope: cape. 


35 Flemish: from Flanders. 


36 Harwich [har’ ich)-Hotland 
range: that is, in the North Sea 
between England and Holland. 
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But had a hollow look, a sober stare; 

The thread upon his overcoat was bare. 

He had found no preferment in the church 
And he was too unworldly to make search 
For secular employment. By his bed 

He preferred having twenty books in red 

And black, of Aristotle’s®” philosophy, 

To having fine clothes, fiddle or psaltery.** 
Though a philosopher, as I have told, 

He had not found the stone for making gold.” 
Whatever money from his friends he took 

He spent on learning or another book 

And prayed for them most earnestly, returning 


Thanks to them thus for paying for his learning. 


His only care was study, and indeed 

He never spoke a word more than was need, 
Formal at that, respectful in the extreme, 
Short, to the point, and lofty in his theme. 
The thought of moral virtue filled his speech 
And he would gladly learn, and gladly teach. 


There was a Franklin® . . . it appeared; 
White as a daisy-petal was his beard. 
A sanguine man, high-colored and benign, 
He loved a morning sop*' of cake in wine. 
He lived for pleasure and had always done, 
For he was Epicurus’” very son, 
In whose opinion sensual delight 
Was the one true felicity in sight. 
As noted as Saint Julian*® was for bounty 
He made his household free to all the County. 
His bread, his ale were finest of the fine 
And no one had a better stock of wine. 
His house was never short of bake-meat pies, 
Of fish and flesh, and these in such supplies 
It positively snowed with meat and drink 
And all the dainties that a man could think. 
According to the seasons of the year 
Changes of dish were ordered to appear. 
He kept fat partridges in coops, beyond, 
Many a bream and pike** were in his pond. 
Woe to the cook whose sauces had no sting 
Or who was unprepared in anything! 
And in his hall a table stood arrayed 
And ready all day long, with places laid. 
As Justice at the Sessions®* none stood higher; 


37 Aristotle’s [ar’is tot’ alz]: 
referring to the Greek philosopher 
(384-322 B.c.). 

38 psaltery [sdl’ tar 6]: an ancient 
stringed musical instrument. 

39 stone... gold: Medieval 
alchemists believed that there existed 
a “philosopher's stone” capable of 
turning base metals into gold. 


40 Franklin: wealthy landowner. 


41 sop: piece. 


42 Epicurus [ep’i kyoor’as]: Greek 
philosopher (3417-270 g.c.) who 
held that pleasure should be one’s 
life goal. 


43 Saint Jullan: patron saint of 
hospitality. 


44 bream and pike: kinds of fishes. 


45 Sessions: court sessions. 
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He often had been Member for the Shire.*® 
A dagger and a little purse of silk 

Hung at his girdle, white as morning milk. 
As Sheriff he checked audit, every entry. 
He was a model among landed gentry. 


A worthy woman from beside Bath*’ city 
Was with us, somewhat deaf, which was a pity. 
In making cloth she showed so great a bent 
She bettered those of Ypres and of Ghent.*® 
In all the parish not a dame dared stir 
Towards the altar steps in front of her, 

And if indeed they did, so wrath was she 

As to be quite put out of charity. 

Her kerchiefs were of finely woven ground;® 

I dared have sworn they weighed a good ten pound, 
The ones she wore on Sunday, on her head. 
Her hose were of the finest scarlet red 

And gartered tight; her shoes were soft and new. 
Bold was her face, handsome, and red in hue. 

A worthy woman all her life, what’s more 

She’d had five husbands, all at the church door, 
Apart from other company in youth; 

No need just now to speak of that, forsooth. 
And she had thrice been to Jerusalem,” 

Seen many strange rivers and passed over them; 
She’d been to Rome and also to Boulogne, 

Saint James of Compostella and Cologne, 

And she was skilled in wandering by the way. 
She had gap-teeth, set widely, truth to say. 
Easily on an ambling horse she sat 

Well wimpled*' up, and on her head a hat 

As broad as is a buckler™’ or a shield; 

She had a flowing mantle that concealed 

Large hips, her heels spurred sharply under that. 
In company she liked to laugh and chat 

And knew the remedies for love’s mischances, 
An art in which she knew the oldest dances. 


A holy-minded man of good renown 
There was, and poor, the Parson to a town, 
Yet he was rich in holy thought and work. 
He also was a learned man, a clerk, 
Who truly knew Christ’s gospel and would preach it 
Devoutly to parishioners, and teach it. 
Benign and wonderfully diligent, 
And patient when adversity was sent 
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46 Member... Shire: 
Representative to Parliament for his 
county. 


47 Bath: resort city in southwestern 
England. 


48 Ypres [é’pra] .. . Ghent (gent): 
Flemish cities known for weaving and 
wool making. 


49 ground: a composite fabric. 


50 Jerusalem: This and the place 
names immediately following 
designate famous pilgrimage sites of 
the Middle Ages. 


51 wimpled: wearing a cloth 
covering the head, neck, and chin. 
52 buckler: small round shield. 


(For so he proved in great adversity) 
He much disliked extorting tithe’ or fee, 53 tithe [tith]: one-tenth a person’s 

385 Nay rather he preferred beyond a doubt incomes Oe Pal ee Mey 
Giving to poor parishioners round about 
From his own goods and Easter offerings. 

He found sufficiency in little things. 
Wide was his parish, with houses far asunder, 

390 Yet he neglected not in rain or thunder, 

In sickness or in grief, to pay a call 

On the remotest, whether great or small, 
Upon his feet, and in his hand a stave. 
This noble example to his sheep he gave, 

395 First following the word before he taught it, 
And it was from the gospel he had caught it. 
This little proverb he would add thereto 
That if gold rust, what then will iron do? 

For a priest be foul in whom we trust 
400 No wonder that a common man should rust. 
The true example that a priest should give 
Is one of cleanness, how the sheep should live. 
He did not set his benefice to hire™* 54 set... hire: pay someone else 
And leave his sheep encumbered in the mire Ip Reronn his clelival eutive: 

405 Or run to London to earn easy bread 

By singing masses for the wealthy dead, 

Or find some Brotherhood and get enrolled. 

He stayed at home and watched over his fold 

So that no wolf should make the sheep miscarry. 
410 He was a shepherd and no mercenary. 

Holy and virtuous he was, but then 

Never contemptuous of sinful men, 

Never disdainful, never too proud or fine, 

But was discreet in teaching and benign. 

415 His business was to show a fair behavior 
And draw men thus to Heaven and their Savior, 
Unless indeed a man were obstinate; 

And such, whether of high or low estate, 
He put to sharp rebuke to say the least. 

420 | think there never was a better priest. 

He sought no pomp or glory in his dealings, 
No scrupulosity had spiced his feelings, 
Christ and His twelve apostles and their lore 
He taught, but followed it himself before. 


425 There was a Plowman with him there, his brother, 
Many a load of dung one time or other 
He must have carted through the morning dew. 
He was an honest worker, good and true, 
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Living in peace and perfect charity, 

And, as the gospel bade him, so did he, 
Loving God best with all his heart and mind 
And then his neighbor as himself, repined 
At no misfortune, slacked for no content, 
For steadily about his work he went 


> To thrash his corn, to dig or to manure 


Or make a ditch; and he would help the poor 

For love of Christ and never take a penny 

If he could help it, and, as prompt as any, 

He paid his tithes in full when they were due 

On what he owned, and on his earnings too. 

He wore a tabard*’ smock and rode a mare. 55 tabard [tab’ard]: a loose jacket 
of heavy fabric. 

The Miller was a chap of sixteen stone,** 56 sixteen stone: 224 pounds. A 
A great stout fellow big in brawn and bone. capes pala Unioh welgnt equal 
He did well out of them, for he could go 
And win the ram at any wrestling show. 

Broad, knotty and short-shouldered, he would boast 
He could heave any door off hinge and post, 

Or take a run and break it with his head. 

His beard, like any sow or fox, was red 


i And broad as well, as though it were a spade; 


And, at its very tip, his nose displayed 

A wart on which there stood a tuft of hair 
Red as the bristles in an old sow’s ear. 

His nostrils were as black as they were wide. 
He had a sword and buckler at his side, 

His mighty mouth was like a furnace door. 

A wrangler and buffoon, he had a store 

Of tavern stories, filthy in the main. 

His was a master-hand at stealing grain. 


; He felt it with his thumb and thus he knew 


Its quality and took three times his due— 
A thumb of gold, by God, to gauge an oat! 
He wore a hood of blue and a white coat. 
He liked to play his bagpipes up and down 


; And that was how he brought us out of town. 


The Reeve’’ was old and choleric and thin; 57 Reeve: overseer or manager of a 
His beard was shaven closely to the skin, lene oinrs Ssiale 
His shorn hair came abruptly to a stop 
Above his ears, and he was docked on top 


. Just like a priest in front; his legs were lean, 


Like sticks they were, no calf was to be seen. 
He kept his bins and garners”® very trim; 58 garners: buildings for storing 
No auditor could gain a point on him. oor 
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And he could judge by watching drought and rain 
475 The yield he might expect from seed and grain. 
His master’s sheep, his animals and hens, 
Pigs, horses, dairies, stores and cattle pens 
Were wholly trusted to his government. 
And he was under contract to present 
480 The accounts, right from his master’s earliest years. 
No one had ever caught him in arrears. 
No bailiff, serf or herdsman dared to kick, 
He knew their dodges, knew their every trick; 
Feared like the plague he was, by those beneath. 
485 He had a lovely dwelling on a heath, 
Shadowed im green by trees above the sward.”” 59 sward: grassland, iawn. 
A better hand at bargains than his lord, 
He had grown rich and had a store of treasure 
Well tucked away, yet out it came to pleasure 
490 His lord with subtle loans or gifts of goods, 
To earn his thanks and even coats and hoods. 
When young he’d learnt a useful trade and still 
He was a carpenter of first-rate skill. 
The stallion-cob he rode at a slow trot 
495 Was dapple-gray and bore the name of Scot. 
He wore an overcoat of bluish shade 
And rather long; he had a rusty blade 
Slung at his side. He came, as I heard tell, 
From Norfolk, near a place called Baldeswell. 
500 His coat was tucked under his belt and splayed. 
He rode the hindmost of our cavalcade. 


There was a Summoner with us in the place 60 Summoner: a layman charged 
Who had a fire-red cherubinish face ie wae reget sinners Deterere 
ee church court. 
He and a gentle Pardoner” rode together, 61 flre-red .. . face: In the Middie 
: ‘ Ages the faces of cherubs, or angels, 
505 A bird from Charing Cross of the same feather, were. dhlen painted fed 
Just back from visiting the Court of Rome. 62 Pardoner: one who is authorized 


to sell indulgences, or pardons from 


“« : » 
He loudly sang “Come hither, love, come home! Gunishment tron aihis 


The Summoner sang deep seconds to this song. 
No trumpet ever sounded half so strong. 
510 This Pardoner had hair as yellow as wax, 
Hanging down smoothly like a hank of flax. 
In driblets fell his locks behind his head 
Down to his shoulders which they overspread; 
Thinly they fell, like rat-tails, one by one. 
He wore no hood upon his head, for fun; 
The hood inside his wallet®? had been stowed, 63 wallet: pack or knapsack. 
He aimed at riding in the latest mode; 
But for a little cap his head was bare 
And he had bulging eyeballs, like a hare. 
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: He’d sewed a holy relic on his cap; 


His wallet lay before him on his lap, 

Brimful of pardons come from Rome all hot. 

He had the same small voice a goat has got. 

His chin no beard had harbored, nor would harbor, 


z* Smoother than ever chin was left by barber. 
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I judge he was a gelding, or a mare. 

As to his trade, from Berwick down to Ware” 
There was no pardoner of equal grace, 

For in his trunk he had a pillowcase 

Which he asserted was Our Lady’s veil. 

He said he had a gobbet® of the sail 

Saint Peter had the time when he made bold 
To walk the waves, till Jesu Christ took hold. 
He had a cross of metal set with stones 

And, in a glass, a rubble of pigs’ bones. 

And with these relics, any time he found 

Some poor up-country parson to astound, 

On one short day, in money down, he drew 
More than the parson in a month or two, 

And by his flatteries and prevarication 

Made monkeys of the priest and congregation. 
“But still to do him justice first and last 

In church he was a noble ecclesiast. 

How well he read a lesson or told a story! 

But best of all he sang an Offertory,” 

For well he knew that when that song was sung 
He’d have to preach and tune his honey-tongue 
» And (well he could) win silver from the crowd. 
‘That’s why he sang so merrily and loud. 


Now I have told you shortly, in a clause, 
The rank, the array, the number and the cause 
Of our assembly in this company 
In Southwark, at that high-class hostelry 
Known as The Tabard, close beside The Bell.°’ 
And now the time has come for me to tell 
How we behaved that evening; I'll begin 
After we had alighted at the inn, 

Then Pll report our journey, stage by stage, 

All the remainder of our pilgrimage. 

But first I beg of you, in courtesy, 

Not to condemn me as unmannerly 

If I speak plainly and with no concealings 

And give account of all their words and dealings, 
Using their very phrases as they fell. 

For certainly, as you all know so well, 


64 Berwick ... Ware: cities in the 
north and south of England, 
respectively. 


65 gobbet: piece. 


66 Offertory: song accompanying 
the collection of the offering in 
church. 


67 The Bell: another inn. 
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He who repeats a tale after a man 
Is bound to say, as nearly as he can, 
Each single word, if he remembers it, 
However rudely spoken or unfit, 
570 Or else the tale he tells will be untrue, 
The things invented and the phrases new. 
He may not flinch although it were his brother, 
If he says one word he must say the other. 
And Christ Himself spoke broad® in Holy Writ, 

575 And as you know there’s nothing there unfit, 
And Plato” says, for those with power to read, 
“The word should be as cousin to the deed.” 
Further I beg you to forgive it me 
If I neglect the order and degree 

580 And what is due to rank in what I’ve planned. 
I’m short of wit”? as you will understand. 

Our Host gave us great welcome; everyone 
Was given a place and supper was begun. 
He served the finest victuals you could think, 

585 The wine was strong and we were glad to drink. 
A very striking man our Host withal, 

And fit to be a marshal in a hall. 
His eyes were bright, his girth a little wide; 
There is no finer burgess in Cheapside.” 

590 Bold in his speech, yet wise and full of tact, 
There was no manly attribute. he lacked, 
What’s more he was a merry-hearted man. 
After our meal he jokingly began 
To talk of sport, and, among other things 

595 After we'd settled up our reckonings, 

He said as follows: “Truly, gentlemen, 

You’re very welcome and I can’t think when 
—Upon my word I’m telling you no lie— 

I’ve seen a gathering here that looked so spry, 

600 No, not this year, as in this tavern now. 

I'd think you up some fun if I knew how. 

And, as it happens, a thought has just occurred 

And it will cost you nothing, on my word. 

You’re off to Canterbury—well, Godspeed! 

Blessed Saint Thomas answer to your need! 

And I don’t doubt, before the journey’s done 

You mean to while the time in tales and fun. 

Indeed, there’s little pleasure for your bones 

Riding along and all as dumb as stones. 

#10 So let me then propose for your enjoyment, 
Just as I said, a suitable employment. 

And if my notion suits and you agree 


Leal 


605 
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68 broad: bluntly, plainly. 


69 Plato: a Greek philosopher 
(4272-347? a.c.). 


70 wit: intelligence. 


71 Cheapside: a district in the East 
End of London. 
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And promise to submit yourselves to me 
Playing your parts exactly as I say 
Tomorrow as you ride along the way, 
Then by my father’s soul (and he is dead) 
If you don’t like it you can have my head! 
Hold up your hands, and not another word.” 
Well, our consent of course was not deferred, 
It seemed not worth a serious debate; 
We all agreed to it at any rate 
And bade him issue what commands he would. 
“My lords,” he said, “now listen for your good, 
And please don’t treat my notion with disdain. 
This is the point. Pll make it short and plain. 
Each one of you shall help to make things slip 
By telling two stories on the outward trip 
To Canterbury, that’s what I intend, 
And, on the homeward way to journey’s end 
Another two, tales from the days of old; 
And then the man whose story is best told, 
That is to say who gives the fullest measure 
Of good morality and general pleasure, 
He shall be given a supper, paid by all, 
Here in this tavern, in this very hall, 
When we come back again from Canterbury. 
And in the hope to keep you bright and merry 
Tll go along with you myself and ride 
All at my own expense and serve as guide. 
I'll be the judge, and those who won’t obey 
Shall pay for what we spend upon the way. 
Now if you all agree to what you’ve heard 
Tell me at once without another word, 
And I will make arrangements early for it.” 
Of course we all agreed, in fact we swore it 
Delightedly, and made entreaty too 
That he should act as he proposed to do, 
Become our Governor in short, and be 
Judge of our tales and general referee, 
And set the supper at a certain price. 
We promised to be ruled by his advice 
Come high, come low; unanimously thus 
We set him up in judgment over us. 
More wine was fetched, the business being done; 
We drank it off and up went everyone 
To bed without a moment of delay. 
Early next morning at the spring of day 
Up rose our Host and roused us like a cock, 
Gathering us together in a flock, 


Geoffrey Chaucer 


61 


660 


And off we rode at slightly faster pace 

Than walking to St. Thomas’ watering-place;” 
And there our Host drew up, began to ease 
His horse, and said, “Now, listen if you please, 
My lords! Remember what you promised me. 


72 St. Thomas’ watering-place: a 
brook two miles from London. 


665 If evensong and matins will agree’? 

Let’s see who shall be first to tell a tale. 
And as I hope to drink good wine and ale 
Pll be your judge. The rebel who disobeys, 
However much the journey costs, he pays. 


670 Now draw for cut and then we can depart; 


73 If evensong... agree: If what 
you Said jast night is what you mean 
this morning. Matins are morning 
songs. 


The man who draws the shortest cut shall start.” 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


Recalling 

1. Of the Knight, the Squire, and the Yeoman 
(lines 43-115), who is called the most distin- 
guished while also being modest? Of the 
three, who is the youngest and freshest? 

2. Give one physical characteristic of the Nun 
(lines 116-160), of the Monk (lines 163- 
205), and of the Friar (lines 206 —273). Of the 
three, who is “‘solicitous” to animals? Who 
hunts instead of studying? Who takes money 
from poor widows? 

3. Of the Merchant, Cleric, and Franklin (lines 
274-342), who is most obsessed with food? 
With books? 

4. Which of the following had gap-teeth and 
liked to laugh: the Woman of Bath, the Parson, 
or the Plowman (lines 343-441)? 

5. Of the Miller, the Reeve, the Summoner, and 
the Pardoner (lines 442-549), who had eye- 
balls like a hare’s, a voice like a goat's, and 
a honey-tongue? 

6. After he describes the pilgrims, what does the 
narrator tell us his pian is (lines 555-580)? 

7. What contest does the host propose in lines 
626 —644? How will the winner of the contest 
be determined? What will the prize be? 


Interpreting 

8. What does the narrator think of the Knight, 
the Parson, and of the Plowman? What do 
the three have in common? 
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9. How would you characterize the narrator’s at- 
titude toward the Nun? Toward the Friar? To- 
ward the Pardoner? Toward whom is the nar- 
rator most bitter? Why? 

What does the narrative gain from the narra- 
tor’s explanation in lines 555-580? 


10. 


Extending 

11. Describe what might be the modern-day 
equivalents of the Merchant and of the Ox- 
ford Cleric. ; 


VIEWPOINT 


In 1809 the English poet William Blake wrote: 


Every age is a Canterbury Pilgrimage; we 
all pass on, each sustaining one or other of 
these characters; nor can a child be born 
who is not one of these characters of 
Chaucer. 


Can you think of any types of people—specifi- 
cally representative of the twentieth century— 
whom Chaucer omits from his list of pilgrims? 
If not, what is your conclusion about Chaucer's 
powers of observation? 


LITERARY FOCUS 


Characterization 

Chaucer describes his pilgrims so well that, 
after six hundred years, they still stand vividly be- 
fore us as round characters, or complete and 


complicated people. An important technique that 
Chaucer uses to create round characters is the 
mixture of both direct and indirect characteriza- 
tions. Most later writers follow Chaucer's lead. 
Chaucer uses direct characterization when the 
narrator explicitly tells us something about a pil- 
grim in a straightforward manner. For example, 
he explicitly says of the Squire, “Courteous he 
was, lowly and serviceable.” He uses indirect 
characterization when he lets us see the pil- 
grims in motion so that we have to figure out their 
character traits ourselves. For example, in de- 
scribing the Merchant, he makes us form our own 
conclusion about someone who “. . . told of his 
Opinions and pursuits/In solemn tones, and how 
he never lost.” 

Chaucer also succeeds in presenting vivid 
characters by selecting significant details—not 
every detail about the characters but those details 
that count: the Friar’s lily-white neck; the Miller's 
wart; the Knight’s tunic, stained with rust from his 
chain mail. 

Moreover, the details appear to be random, as 
when they would be remembered in real life. 
When we meet a group of people at a party or on 
the first day of school, we usually remember 
some details about them and forget others. Simi- 
larly, for example, Chaucer recalls where the 
Reeve comes from but not what his name is (al- 
though he does recall the name of the Reeve’s 
horse). The effect is to create a sense of verisi- 
milltude, a sense that what he is writing about is 
true, that it really happened. 

In addition, Chaucer convinces us that his 
characters have motivations, reasons underlying 
their behavior. That is, he shows us the details of 
his characters’ temperaments as well as the cir- 
cumstances in which the characters find them- 
selves, In this way we understand what motivates 
them to behave as they do. For instance, we see 


that the Pardoner is motivated by a love of 
money, and the Knight by a love of Christianity 
and the ideals of chivalry. 


Thinking About Characterization 

1. What does the narrator directly and explicitly 
tell us about the Oxford Cleric (lines 289- 
312)? What actions by the Cleric does the por- 
trait contain to help us learn about him di- 
rectly? 

2. Identify two significant details about the Cler- 
ic’s possessions. 

3. What motivates the Cleric? 


COMPOSITION 


cree a 


Writing a Comparison/Contrast 

& Compare and contrast an anonymous medieval 
ballad with a character portrait from Chaucer's 
“Prologue.” First compare and contrast the po- 
etic style of each: meter and rhyme. Then com- 
pare and contrast the completeness of charac- 
ter description in each, commenting on direct 
characterization, indirect characterization, sig- 
nificant detail, and motivation. Conclude by 
giving a reason why the ballad and Chaucer’s 
portrait have lasted so long. For help with this 
assignment, refer to Lesson 2 in the Writing 
About Literature Handbook at the back of this 
book. 


Writing a Character Portrait 

@ Write a brief, prose character portrait about a 
twentieth-century intruder in Chaucer’s four- 
teenth-century world: a musician or a student 
or an actor or any other character you choose 
to accompany the pilgrims to Canterbury. In 
the Chaucerian manner (1) use direct and in- 
direct characterization, (2) select significant 
details that make your character come to life, 
and (3) make your character’s motivation clear. 
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rhe Harder Tale, from the Ellesmere Manuscript. 
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20 


25 


As the pilgrims journey to Canterbury, the Knight, the Miller, the 


Reeve, the Nun, and the narrator each tell a tale. Then it is the 
Pardoner’s turn. 


“The Pardoner’s Tale” is an exemplum, a concrete example or 
illustration within a longer sermon to illustrate the truthfulness of 


a moral. The tale is also full of suspense and action. In other 
words, this tale fulfills the Host’s condition that the pilgrims’ 
stories should give “the fullest measure/Of good morality and 
general pleasure” (lines 632-633 in “The Prologue’). 
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fom The Pardoner’s Tale 


It’s of three rioters I have to tell 
Who long before the morning service bell’ 1 long before . . . bell: long 
Were sitting in a tavern for a drink. ie ca 
And as they sat, they heard the hand-bell clink 
Before a coffin going to the grave; 
One of them called the little tavern-knave? 2 tavern-knave: serving boy. 
And said “Go and find out at once—look spry!— 
Whose corpse is in that coffin passing by; 
And see you get the name correctly too.” 
“Sir,” said the boy, “no need, I promise you; 
Two hours before you came here I was told. 
He was a friend of yours in days of old, 
And suddenly, last night, the man was slain, 
Upon his bench, face up, dead drunk again. 
There came a privy” thief, they call him Death, 3 privy: secretive. 
Who kills us all round here, and in a breath 
He speared him through the heart, he never stirred. 
And then Death went his way without a word. 
He’s killed a thousand in the present plague,* 4 killed... plague: In 1348 and 
And, sir, it doesn’t do to be too vague af Enoiondd peraed Paar deal 
If you should meet him; you had best be wary. called the Black Death. 
Be on your guard with such an adversary, 
Be primed to meet him everywhere you go, 
That’s what my mother said. It’s all I know.” 


The publican’ joined in with, “By Saint Mary, 5 publican: tavemkeeper or 
What the child says is right; you’d best be wary, InpRES Per. 
This very year he killed, in a large village 
A mile away, man, woman, serf at tillage,° 6 tillage: plowing. 


Page in the household, children—all there were. 
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: Yes, I imagine that he lives round there. 


It’s well to be prepared in these alarms, 

He might do you dishonor.” “Huh, God’s arms!” 

The rioter said, “Is he so fierce to meet? 

I'll search for him, by Jesus, street by street. 

God’s blessed bones! Ill register a vow! 

Here, chaps! The three of us together now, 

Hold up your hands, like me, and we’ll be brothers 

In this affair, and each defend the others, 

And we will kill this traitor Death, I say! 

Away with him as he has made away 

With all our friends. God’s dignity! To-night!” 
They made their bargain, swore with appetite, 

These three, to live and die for one another 

As brother-born might swear to his born brother. 


+» And up they started in their drunken rage 


ao “If we can only catch him, Death is dead!” 


SU 


And made towards this village which the page 
And publican had spoken of before. 
Many and grisly were the oaths they swore, 


Tearing Christ’s blessed body to a shred;’ 7 Tearing... shred: Their swearing 
included such expressions as “God's 
arms" (line 32) and "God's blessed 
When they had gone not fully half a mile, bones” (line 35). 


Just as they were about to cross a stile, 
They came upon a very poor old man 
Who humbly greeted them and thus began, 
“God look to you, my lords, and give you quiet!” 
To which the proudest of these men of riot 
Gave back the answer, “What, old fool? Give place! 
Why are you all wrapped up except your face? 
Why live so long? Isn’t it time to die?” 

The old, old fellow looked him in the eye 
And said, “Because I never yet have found, 
Though I have walked to India, searching round 
Village and city on my pilgrimage, 
One who would change his youth to have my age. 


s And so my age is mine and must be still 


Upon me, for such time as God may will. 
“Not even Death, alas, will take my life; 

So, like a wretched prisoner at strife 

Within himself, I walk alone and wait 


*. About the earth, which is my mother’s gate,® 8 mother's gate: entrance to the 


Knock-knocking with my staff from night to noon er 


And crying, ‘Mother, open to me soon! 
Look at me, mother, won’t you let me in? 
See how I wither, flesh and blood and skin! 


- Alas! When will these bones be laid to rest? 


Mother, I would exchange—for that were best— 
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The wardrobe in my chamber, standing there 
So long, for yours! Aye, for a shirt of hair? 9 shirt of hair: usually a rough shirt 
To wrap me in!’ She has refused her grace, ee care nun eRS 
80 Whence comes the pallor of my withered face. 
“But it dishonored you when you began 
To speak so roughly, sir, to an old man, 
Unless he had injured you in word or deed. 
It says in holy writ, as you may read, 
85 ‘Thou shalt rise up before the hoary head 
And honor it.’ And therefore be it said 
‘Do no more harm to an old man than you, 
Being now young, would have another do 
When you are old’—if you should live till then. 
90 And so may God be with you, gentlemen, 
For I must go whither I have to go.” 
“By God,” the gambler said, “you shan’t do so, 
You don’t get off so easy, by Saint John! 
I heard you mention, just a moment gone, 
95 A certain traitor Death who singles out 
And kills the fine young fellows hereabout. 
And you’re his spy, by God! You wait a bit. 
Say where he is or you shall pay for it, 
By God and by the Holy Sacrament! 
100 I say you’ve joined together by consent 
To kill us younger folk, you thieving swine!” 
“Well, sirs,” he said, “if it be your design 
To find out Death, turn up this crooked way 
Towards that grove, I left him there today 
105 Under a tree, and there you'll find him waiting. 
He isn’t one to hide for all your prating. 
You see that oak? He won’t be far to find. 
And God protect you that redeemed mankind, 
Aye, and amend’° you!” Thus that ancient man. 10 amend: improve. 
110 At once the three young rioters began 
To run, and reached the tree, and there they found 
A pile of golden florins'’ on the ground, 11 florins: coins. 
New-coined, eight bushels of them as they thought. 
No longer was it Death those fellows sought, 
115 For they were all so thrilled to see the sight, 
The florins were so beautiful and bright, 
That down they sat beside the precious pile. 
The wickedest spoke first after a while. 
“Brothers,” he said, “you listen to what I say. 
120 I’m pretty sharp although I joke away. 
It’s clear that Fortune has bestowed this treasure 
To let us live in jollity and pleasure. 
Light come, light go! We’ll spend it as we ought. 
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God’s precious dignity! Who would have thought 
‘25 This morning was to be our lucky day? 
“If one could only get the gold away, 
Back to my house, or else to yours, perhaps— 
For as you know, the gold is ours, chaps— 
We'd all be at the top of fortune, hey? 
-36 But certainly it can’t be done by day. 
People would call us robbers—a strong gang, 
So our Own property would make us hang. 
No, we must bring this treasure back by night 
Some prudent way, and keep it out of sight. 
. And so as a solution I propose 
We draw for lots and see the way it goes, 
The one who draws the longest, lucky man, 
Shall run to town as quickly as he can 
To fetch us bread and wine—but keep things dark— 
‘4: While two remain in hiding here to mark 
Our heap of treasure. If there’s no delay, 
When night comes down we'll carry it away, 
All three of us, wherever we have planned.” 
He gathered lots and hid them in his hand 
, Bidding them draw for where the luck should fall. 
It fell upon the youngest of them all, 
And off he ran at once towards the town. 
As soon as he had gone the first sat down 
! : And thus began a parley’? with the other: 12 parley (par’|é}: a discussion, as 
4” “You know that you can trust me as a brother; with An BoRrinys 
\ Now let me tell you where your profit lies; 
| You know our friend has gone to get supplies 
And here’s a lot of gold that is to be 
Divided equally amongst us three. 
- Nevertheless, if I could shape things thus 
So that we shared it out—the two of us— 
Wouldn’t you take it as a friendly turn?” 
“But how?” the other said with some concern, 
“Because he knows the gold’s with me and you; 
’ What can we tell him? What are we to do?” 
| “Is it a bargain,” said the first, “or no? 
| For I can tell you in a word or so 
What’s to be done to bring the thing about.” 
“Trust me,” the other said, “you needn’t doubt 
» My word. I won’t betray you, Pll be true.” 
“Well,” said his friend, ‘““you see that we are two, 
And two are twice as powerful as one. 
Now look; when he comes back, get up in fun 
To have a wrestle; then,.as you attack, 
I'll up and put my dagger through his back 
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205 
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215 


While you and he are struggling, as in game; 
Then draw your dagger too and do the same. 
Then all this money will be ours to spend, 
Divided equally of course, dear friend. 


5 Then we can gratify our lusts and fill 


The day with dicing at our own sweet will.” 
Thus these two miscreants’ agreed to slay 
The third and youngest, as you heard me say. 

The youngest, as he ran towards the town, 
Kept running over, rolling up and down 
Within his heart the beauty of those bright 
New florins, saying, “Lord, to think I might 
Have all that treasure to myself alone! 

Could there be anyone beneath the throne 
Of God so happy as I then should be?” 

And so the Fiend, our common enemy, 
Was given power to put it in his thought 
That there was always poison to be bought, 
And that with poison he could kill his friends. 
To men in such a state the Devil sends 
Thoughts of this kind, and has a full permission 
To lure them on to sorrow and perdition;" 
For this young man was utterly content 
To kill them both and never to repent. 

And on he ran, he had no thought to tarry, 
Came to the town, found an apothecary 
And said, “Sell me some poison if you will, 

I have a lot of rats I want to kill 

And there’s a polecat too about my yard 
That takes my chickens and it hits me hard; 
But Pll get even, as is only right, 

With vermin that destroy a man by night.” 

The chemist answered, “I’ve a preparation 
Which you shall have, and by my soul’s salvation 
If any living creature eat or drink 
A mouthful, ere he has the time to think, 


Though he took less than makes a grain of wheat, 


You'll see him fall down dying at your feet; 
Yes, die he must, and in so short a while 
You’d hardly have the time to walk a mile, 
The poison is so strong, you understand.” 

This cursed fellow grabbed into his hand 
The box of poison and away he ran- 
Into a neighboring street, and found a man 
Who lent him three large bottles. He withdrew 


_ And deftly poured the poison into two. 


Ke kept the third one clean, as well he might, 


13 miscreants [mis’kré ants]: 
evildoers, villains. 


14 perdition: damnation. 
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For his own drink, meaning to work all night 

Stacking the gold and carrying it away. 

And when this rioter, this devil’s clay, 

Had filled his bottles up with wine, all three, 

Back to rejoin his comrades sauntered he. 
Why make a sermon of it? Why waste breath? 

Exactly in the way they’d planned his death 

They fell on him and slew him, two to one. 

Then said the first of them when this was done, 

“Now for a drink. Sit down and let’s be merry, 

For later on there'll be the corpse to bury.” 

And, as it happened, reaching for a sup, 

He took a bottle full of poison up 

And drank; and his companion, nothing loth,'° 

Drank from it also, and they perished both. 
There is, in Avicenna’s’® long relation 

Concerning poison and its operation, 

Trust me, no ghastlier section to transcend 

What these two wretches suffered at their end. 

Thus these two murderers received their due, 

So did the treacherous young poisoner too. 


15 nothing loth: very willingly. 


16 Avicenna’s [a’va sen’ az] long 
relation: A medieval book on 
medicines by the Arab physician 
Avicenna (980-1037) contains a 
chapter on poisons. 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


Recalling 

1. About what do the tavern-knave and the pub- 
lican warn the rioters? How does the rioter 
react in lines 32—41,to the warning? 

2. Whom do the rioters meet in‘line 53, and how 
do they treat him according to line 82? What 
do the rioters next demand (line 98)? 

3. What do the rioters find under the tree to put 
Death out of their minds? 

4. What do the two rioters who remain by the 
tree plan to do to the youngest when he re- 
turns? Why? In the meantime, what is the 
youngest scheming to do? 

5. Summarize what happens when the youngest 
returns. 


Interpreting 

6. How well do the rioters keep the vow they took 
in lines 36 —39? 

7. In what way does the old man direct the riot- 
ers to the very object they have been seeking? 
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8. What moral about greed or money does ‘The 
Pardoner’s Tale” illustrate? 


Extending 

9. Review the description of the Pardoner from 
“The Prologue,” especially lines 542-549, 
How does “The Pardoner’s Tale” confirm 
Chaucer’s portrait of the Pardoner? 


Middle English 

On page 44 is an eighteen-line specimen of 
Middle English, the language that was spoken 
in and around London in the 1300s. By then the 
Old English of Germanic Angles and Saxons had 
merged with the Old French spoken by the Nor- 
mans who had invaded the British Isles in 1066. 
English acquired a new stock of words from 
the Normans (see Vocabulary, which follows). In 
general, the English grammar of Chaucer’s day 
had fewer complications than Old English (see 
page 26). 


Most important, there were fewer inflectional 
endings in Middle English. As an example, notice 
that there were only two forms of the noun in 
Middle English: 


Singular Plural 
Subject 
Object ship . 
Indirect Object shipes 
Possessive shipes 


A number of notable features make Middle 
English, nevertheiess, a different language from 
modern English. Pronunciation is the most ob- 
vious difference—especially, pronunciation of 
vowels. Speakers of Middle English pronounced 
vowels in the French manner (the letter a as ah; 
a long e as long a; a long / or y as long e; and 
so on). 

When English people began to pronounce the 
vowels as we do, English experienced a phenom- 
enon so important that it is now called the Great 
Vowel Shift. Another pronunciation difference of 
note is that speakers of Middle English pro- 
nounced every vowel, unlike speakers of modern 
English who acknowledge the “silent e.” For ex- 
ample, in Middle English eyé has two syllables, 
whereas modern English eye has only one. 


Thinking About Middle English 

1. Looking again at the Middle English sample on 
page 44, what would be the plural of breeth in 
line 5? 

2. How would a speaker of Middle English pro- 
nounce breeth? 

3. From the sample find the Middle English 
equivalent of the modern English noun end. 
How many syllables are in the older form? 


VOCABULARY 


Word Origins 

As the conquering Normans and their descend- 
ants established themselves in England and be- 
came a part of the life there, they lent medieval 
English words from Old French. Many of these 
French words have endured right up to the Eng- 
lish we now speak, although their spelling and 
pronunciation may have changed along the way. 

French importations from 1250 to the end of 
the Medieval Period reached astonishing propor- 


’ 


tions and affected all walks of life. For example, 
French gave English the words basic to govern- 
ment, which are now crown, state, and prince, 
among dozens of others. The words fashion and 
dress are French in origin as are gown, veil, ker- 
chief, and galoshes. French also entered the 
English vocabularies particular to religion, the mil- 
itary, the arts, and medicine. In addition, adjec- 
tives from the French were very important for de- 
scription in Chaucer’s day and included amiable, 
courteous, gentle, gracious, honest, rude, treach- 
@rous, and nearly a thousand others. 


@ Using a good dictionary, explain the changes 
in meaning or spelling that have occurred in 
each of the following words since they entered 
our language as Old French. The words are 
presented in modern English, but Chaucer 
used them in Middle English in The Canterbury 
Tales. 


1. engender 6. poison 

2. tender 7. chivalry 

3. devout 8. courtesy 

4. company 9. sovereign 

5. degree 10. gentle 
COMPOSITION 


Citing Evidence 

{% In a brief essay persuade your reader that 
“The Pardoner’s Tale’’» has an absorbing plot. 
To be persuasive you will need to cite evi- 
dence—specific details to support your opinions. 
You may want to comment on the flow of 
events, suspense, foreshadowing, and out- 
come. For help with this assignment, refer to 
Lesson 3 in the Writing About Literature Hand- 
book at the back of this book. 


Writing a Moral Tale 

@ Try your hand at writing a moral tale. Begin 
with the moral—some bit of popular wisdom 
that can be expressed in a sentence. such as 
“The early bird gets the worm” or “Never trust 
flatterers” or “Better late than never.” Then 
devise a brief story that illustrates the point. 
Several paragraphs should be sufficient, 
though you will want to include enough appro- 
priate detail to make your story vivid and mem- 
orable. 
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Sir Thomas Malory = 1405-1471 


Although several Englishmen named Thomas Malory lived during 
the 1400s, most evidence suggests that the writer Sir Thomas 
Malory was the same hot-blooded Thomas Malory who had 
represented Warwickshire in Parliament in 1455, Those were 
troubled times, and the Member of Parliament had found himself 
supporting the wrong side—the Lancasters—in the war to 
determine which family would rule England, the War of the Roses. 
Charged with various crimes, he spent much of his later life in jail. 
He may have been a political prisoner rather than an actual 
perpetrator, but he nevertheless died in jail. It was in there that 
the “knyght presoner,” as the author called himself, composed the 
great English prose work that related the heroic adventures of 
King Arthur and his Knights of the Round Table. 

f Malory’s account of the legend is a reworking from English, 
French, and Latin sources. In. this narrative Malory translated and 
gave order to that diverse body of Arthurian romance that had 
grown up in England and France since Anglo-Saxon times. William 
Caxton, the first English printer, published Malory’s work in 1485 
as Le Morte d’Arthur, French for “The Death of Arthur.” 

Did King Arthur really exist? When the Anglo-Saxons invaded 
Britain in the fifth century, they pushed the inhabitants of that 
island northward into present-day Scotland and westward into 
Ireland and Wales. Those older, displaced inhabitants were the 
Celts. Arthur was presumably a sixth-century chieftain of one of 
those Celtic tribes, fighting from Wales against the invading 
Germanic tribes. Hundreds of years later, that primitive chieftain 
caught the imagination of the Middle Ages. Indeed, the 
‘nonreligious literature of the Middle Ages from the twelfth century 
onward—on the European continent even more than in England 
itself—was filled with the tales of King Arthur, around whom the 
medieval ideal of chivalry flourished. Malory, it would seem, 
wanted to recapture the Arthurian romantic ideals that his age was 
already losing, for as he wrote, knighthood was coming to an end. 

Le Morte d’Arthur chronicles Arthur’s history from his 
mysterious birth to his dramatic death. In the adventure that 
follows, he is a young man mastering the skills of knighthood, 
guided by an older and wiser counselor, the magician Merlin. 


Model for Active Reading 

In this selection, as in one selection in each unit, you will find 
notes in the right-hand margin that highlight parts of the selection. 
These notes point out important ideas of the literary period and 
draw your attention to literary elements and techniques covered in 
the Literary Focuses. Page numbers in the notes refer you to more 
extensive discussions of these important ideas and elements. 
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Ilustration froma medieval manuscript 
of Malory’s Morte d Arthur. 


Sir Thomas Malory 


‘fom Le Morte d’Arthur 


Modern Idiom by Keith Baines 


One day a squire arrived at the court, supporting his master, Sir 
Myles, who had been mortally wounded. He described to Arthur 
how he had been attacked by King Pellinore’ at the well, and then 
begged that he should be buried, and that one of Arthur’s knights 
should avenge. his death. After the burial a squire named Gryfflette 
pleaded with Arthur to make him a knight; he was the same age as 
Arthur. 

“You are too young to be a knight,” Arthur said: a 

“Sire, but I beg you,” said Gryfflette. 

“It would be a shame,” said Merlin,’ ‘to lose Gryfflette. He will 
make an excellent knight when he is older, but at the moment he 
would be no match for King Pellinore.” 

“Y will make you a knight,” said Arthur, “if you will swear not 
to Joust with King Pellinore more than once, and then return 
to me.’ 

“I swear it,” said Gryfflette; so Arthur dubbed® him. 

Sir Gryfflette ran happily to his armor, and when he was clad 
and mounted, set off at a gallop for the well. He found there a bril- 
liantly decorated pavilion,’ and outside it a horse, already har- 
nessed. A multicolored shield hung from a tree, and resting against 
it was a spear. Sir Gryfflette struck the shield a ringing blow, and 
it fell to the ground. King Pellinore appeared at the entrance to his 
pavilion. “Sir, why do you strike my shield?” he asked. 

“Because I wish to joust with you,” Sir Gryfflette replied. 

“You are but newly knighted, and too young,” said the king. 
“Tell me, where do you come from?” 

“I come from the court of King Arthur, and still I mean to joust 
with you.” 


1, King Pellinore: one of the many rulers of the kingdoms that made up 
Arthurian Britain; probably a fictitious name. 

2. Merlin: magician and counselor to King Arthur. 

3. dubbed: made a knight by tapping on the shoulders with a sword. Once 
knighted, a person is addressed as “Sir.” 

4. pavilion [po vil’yon|]; tent. 


L 


Medieval idea: Loyalty to one’s 
master was important in the 
feudal hierarchy {p. 31). 
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“Very well, then; but I am reluctant to do so,” the king reé- 
joined. 

The two knights met at full gallop: Sir Gryfflette’s spear was 
broken, and the shaft driven deeply into his side; he lost conscious- 
ness and fell to the ground. King Pellinore swiftly ran over to him 
and loosened his armor. Sir Gryfflette recovered his wind slowly, 
and when he had done so, King Pellinore lifted him gently onto his 
horse. “God’s speed, young knight,” he said. 

At King Arthur’s court Sir Gryfflette collapsed once more; how- 
ever, he was placed in the hands of a surgeon by whose skillful 
treatment the wound was eventually healed. 

Meanwhile, twelve aged ambassadors had-come from Rome, and 
in the name of the Emperor Lucius, demanded tribute.” “Since you 
are only ambassadors,” Arthur said, “we shall not put you to death 
for your insolent words; but tell your Emperor that if he tries to 
win tribute from us, that will be his fate.” 

The ambassadors withdrew. angrily, and Arthur himself was dou- 
bly grieved: by the Emperor’s message and by Sir Gryfflette’s injury. 
He decided to avenge Sir Gryfflette secretly, so he commanded the 
chamberlain® to take his horse and armor to the outskirts of the 
city at dawn the following day. 

When Arthur was armed and mounted, he instructed the cham- 
berlain to await his return, and then galloped off toward the well. 
He had not gone far when he saw Merlin being chased by three 
ruffians; he galloped up to them and the ruffians fled in terror. 

“Your magic did not save you that. time,” said Arthur. 

“It could have,” Merlin replied, “had I so wished, whereas your 
anger will certainly not save you from the superior strength of 
King Pellinore, whom you are about to challenge.” 

Merlin accompanied Arthur to the well, and when they arrived 
they found King Pellinore seated outside his pavilion. “Sir,” said Ar- 


thur, “it would seem that no knight can pass this well without your 


challenging him.” 

“That is so,” said King Pellinore. 

“I have come to force you to change this custom of yours, so 
defend yourself!” 

They jousted three times, each time breaking their spears, until 
the third time, when Arthur was flung from his horse. “Very well,” 
said Arthur, ‘you have won the advantage jousting; now let us see 
what you can do on foot.” King Pellinore was reluctant to dis- 
mount and lose the advantage he had won; however, when Arthur 
rushed at him boldly with drawn sword, he grew ashamed and did 
dismount. 


5. tribute: money paid by one ruler to another to acknowledge submission or 
for protection. 
6. chamberlain: officer in charge of a roler s household. 
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Verisimilitude (p. 63) Malory 
selects details that make tife in 
a medieval court seem ceal. 


Motivation (p. 63): Arthur has 
reason for seeking King 
Pellinore. 


their armor was splintered and. the blood flowed from their 
wounds. They fought again, until Arthur’s sword broke in his hand. 
“Now,” said King Pellinore, “you shall yield to me, or die.” 

“Not so!” Arthur shouted as he sprang ‘at him, and grabbing him 
around the waist, threw him to the ground. Arthur was unlacing his 
helmet. when, with a sudden fearful effort, King Pellinore over- 
turned Arthur and clambered on top of him. King Pellinore had 
loosened Arthur’s helmet and raised his sword to strike off his head 
when Merlin spoke. 

: “Hold your hand!” he said; “you will endanger the whole realm. 
| You do not realize who it is you are about to kill.” 

“Who is it, then?” 

“King Arthur.” 

Hearing this, King Pellinore feared that he would receive little 
mercy from Arthur if he spared him—so he raised his sword once 
more. Merlin adroitly put him to sleep with a magic spell. 

“You have killed him with your magic,” said. Arthur hotly. “I | SNe AE: pee 
would rather that my whole realm were lost, and myself killed; he | 45, = 
was a magnificent fighter.” Vad oo Ricaet ate OUI OI aca, ane 

“He is more whole than you are,” Merlin replied. “He will not 
only live, but serve you excellently. It is to him that you will give 
your sister in marriage, and.she will bear two sons—Sir Percivale 
and Sir Lamerok—who will be two of the most famous of the 
Knights of the Round Table.” 

They mounted, and Merlin led the way to a hermit, who treated 
Arthur’s wounds, and in whose dwelling they rested for three days. 
_They resumed their journey, which was to the Lake of Avalon,” and 
as they were approaching the lake, Arthur said, “How sad that 1 
broke my magic sword!” 

“You shall have another one,” Merlin replied. 

Just then Arthur saw that in the center of the lake the surface 
was broken by an arm, clothed in white samite,* and that the hand 
grasped a finely jeweled sword and scabbard. 

“That is the magic sword Excalibur,” said Merlin, “and it will 
be given to you by the Lady of the Lake, who is now crossing the 
water in her bark.” She comes from her castle, which is hewn in 
the rock, and more beautiful than any earthly dwelling. You must 
address her courteously, and do as she directs you.” 

The Lady of the Lake appeared before them. “My lady,” said Ar- 
thur, “I beg you to make me a gift of the sword Excalibur.” 

“King Arthur,’ she replied, “Excalibur shall be yours, if you 


They fought until both collapsed from pain and exhaustion; 


toy. 


prove eanirenine 


7, Lake of Avalon: the lake in which is situated Avalon, the legendary rock 
island inhabited by a race of women who know all the world’s magic. 

8. samite: a heavy silk worn in the Middle Ages. 

|. ° 9. bark: boat. 


Sir Thomas Malory 75 


consent now to granting me whatever gift I shall ask of you in my 
own time.” 
“I swear,” said Arthur; “whatever gift is in my power to grant. 


” 


“Even so,” said the Lady of the Lake. “Now use my bark and . 


row yourself to the sword, and take it, together with the scabbard.” 

Arthur and Merlin tethered their horses to two trees, and 
boarded the bark. When Arthur had taken the sword and scabbard 
the arm disappeared into, the water. 

On the homeward journey they repassed King Pellinore’s pavil- 
ion, and Arthur asked Merlin why King Pellinore. was not there. 
“He has been fighting Sir Egglame, and has chased him nearly all 
the way into Caerleon,”’® Merlin replied. 

“What a pity!” said Arthur. “Because now that I have this beau- 
tiful sword I should like to fight him again, and perhaps this time 
have my revenge.” 

“That you shall not do,” said Merlin. “King Pellinore is already 
tired from his fight with Sir Egglame. To win would bring you no 
honor, to lose would be to increase your shame. And lose you 
might, because he is still stronger than you are.” 

“I will do as you advise,” said Arthur, as he examined his sword 
once more, admiring its beauty and temper. “Tell me,” said Merlin, 
“do you prefer the sword or the scabbard?” 

“The sword,” said Arthur. 

“You are a fool,” said Merlin. “The scabbard is worth ten of the 
sword, because while you wear it, regardless of how seriously you 
are wounded, you will lose no blood.” 

They were drawing close to Caerleon when they passed King 
Pellinore; he appeared not to see them. “Why,” asked Arthur, “did 
King Pellinore not speak to us?” 

“Because he did not see us,” Merlin replied. “I cast a spell over 
him; had he done so, you would not have escaped so lightly.” 

When Arthur and Merlin arrived at the court, they were ques- 
tioned eagerly on all that had happened; and when the story was 
told, Arthur’s knights rejoiced in the boldness of their king. 


10. Caerleon: Arthur's residence. 


Medieval idea: Honor was an 
| important part of the code of 
knighthood (p. 33). 


STUDY QUESTIONS 2. Why does Arthur decide to fight with Pellinore? 
How is Arthur's life saved during his combat 

Recalling . with Pellinore? 

1. On what condition does Arthur make Gryfflette 3. After Arthur’s sword is broken in the combat, 
a knight? What reasons does King Pellinore how does he get his new sword and scabbard? 
give for his initial reluctance to joust with Sir Why is the scabbard more valuable than the 
Gryfflette? sword Excalibur itself? 
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4. What reason does Merlin give to dissuade Ar- 
thur from fighting Pellinore again after Pelli- 
nore chases Sir Egglame? Why does King Pel- 
linore not see Arthur and Merlin when they 
pass him on their way to Caerleon? 


Interpreting - . 

5. What qualities about Pellinore does King Ar- 
thur value highly? Why does Arthur react an- 
grily when he thinks Merlin has slain Pelli- 
nore? : ; 

6. In general, what is Merlin’s role in this selec- 
tion? What is ironic about the knights’ reaction 
ta King Arthur at the end? 

7. Besides the points noted in the margin of the 
selection, what medieval ideals and character- 
istics do the actions of Gryfflette, Merlin, and 
Arthur celebrate? 


Extending 

8. According to the modern American novelist 
John Steinbeck, “The myth of King Arthur con- 
tinues even into the present day.” He suggests 
that the television western, for example, bears 
many similarities to the world of King Arthur. 
What similarities do you see between the two 
worlds? 


VIEWPOINT 


The scholar Derek Brewer has noted that Le 
Morte d’Arthur expresses 


the enduring contemporary need to recon- 
cile the individual’s demands with those of 
society, to recognize and cherish personal 
integrity and true love, and to create a 
good society. 


H# Brewer is reminding us that while the knights 
are individuals, they are also members of a 
larger group to which they owe service. In this 
selection in what ways do the individual char- 
acters attempt to improve the society in which 
they live? 


LITERARY FOCUS 


Myth, Legend, and Literature 

A myth is an anonymous traditional story with 
its roots in cultural or national folk beliefs that 
rely on the supernatural to explain the mysteries 
of the world. A legend is also a traditional tale 
handed down from generation to generation, but 


unlike a myth, a legend is believed to be based 


‘on history. Usually, a legend celebrates the he- 


roic qualities of a national leader, . 
The world that Malory created for Arthur is far 
from the primitive world of the Celts and Anglo- 
Saxons. Rather, it is the world of chivalry—a 
world of elaborate courtesy and high ideals, in 
which the knights devote their formidable skills, to 
making life better for the poor and oppressed, 
thereby ridding society of many of its dangers. 
Thus, the historic Arthur becomes a legendary 

figure. 


Thinking About Myth, Legend, and Literature 

& Find at least two details in this selection that 
contribute to the picture of King Arthur as a 
legendary hero. _ 


COMPOSITION 


Writing About Character 

Write an essay that presents Pellinore’s char- 
acter clearly, with his strengths as well as his 
defects. Consider first what we are directly told 
about him by Malory. Then explain what we in- 
directly learn from what he says and does and 
from what others say about him. Support each 
assertion with specific evidence from the selec- 
tion. 


Writing a Description 

@ Use your imagination to describe one of Arthur 
and Pellinore’s jousts as vividly as you can. 
Choose vivid details and action words to cre- 
ate a clear impression of the sight, sound, and 
movement of the struggle. 


COMPARING WRITERS 


1. The ballads, Chaucer, and Malory all present 
medieval knights and heroes. Select a knight 
or a hero from two of the selections in this 
unit, and explain in which ways the two figures 
are similar and in which respects they are dif- - 
ferent. 

2. In “The Prologue” to The Canterbury Tales, 
the Host specifies that a good story must en- 
tertain and contain a moral. The ballads, “The 
Pardoner’s Tale,” and the excerpt from Le 
Morte d’Arthur are all examples of medieval 
storytelling. Which do you think comes closest 
to meeting the Host’s conditions for a good 
story? 
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READING FOR | 
APPRECIATION 


Details of Characterization 


Earlier in this book (page 
63), we talked about the vital 
importance of details in a work 
of literature. Details enrich and 
deepen a work; they give sub- 
stance to a setting, fill out the 
turns of a plot, lend plausibility 
to an action. 

Details, then, are crucial to a 
literary work overall and espe- 
cially important in characteriza- 
tion. Often what we remember 
best about a novel is a certain 
character whom we feel we 
have come to know deeply. The 
novelist’s art has rendered that 
character strong, complex, fasci- 
nating—believable. A good deal 
of that believability, that art, 
comes from the author’s selec- 
tion of revealing details. 

Consider for a moment some 
of the other arts. Good sculptors 
and portrait painters seek to dis- 
till and capture in a single fro- 
zen image the truth about the 
character of the individual being 
portrayed. In the same. way, 
good writers strive for truth, 
depth, and distinctiveness in the 
characters they create. For 
sculptors, painters, and writers 
alike the most effective way to 
achieve this genuineness and in- 
dividuality is through the imagi- 
native and artistic choice of tell- 
ing details. 

In the Prologue to The Can- 
terbury Tales, Chaucer intro- 
duces us to the pilgrims who 


will journey together to Canter- 
bury in the course of the poem. 
One by one, he identifies the 
pilgrims, then describes them 
with numerous details that dis- 
tinguish each portrayal. 

First we meet the Knight, 
who, we are told at the outset, 
has fought hard and nobly and 
has lived chivalrously, honora- 
bly, and wisely: “He was a true, 
a perfect gentle-knight.” Chau- 
cer simply states these things, 
but notice how he ends this 
portrayal: 


. . . he possessed 
Fine horses, but he was not gaily 
dressed. 
He wore a fustian tunic stained 
and dark 
With smudges where his armor 
had left mark. 


These details, placed near the 
end of the description, leave us 
with our sharpest impression of 
the Knight. Although he owns 
fine horses (an indication of 
high stature), he is himself un- 
pretentious. Rather than fancy 
dress, as befits a man of his po- 
sition, he chooses a rough tunic 
that even bears the old dark 
stains of the armor he used to 
wear. The implication in these 
details is that the Knight is both 
proud of his accomplishments 
and humbie in the face of them. 
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Of course, writers are not re- 
stricted to details of physical ap- 
pearance. They. can also build a 
characterization through details 
of physical action. A little later 
in the Prologue we encounter 
the Nun, an exemplar of proper 
behavior and good manners: 


No morsel from her lips did she 
let fall, 

Nor dipped her fingers in the 
sauce too deep... 

And she would wipe her upper 
lip so clean 

That not a trace of grease was to 
be seen 

Upon the cup when she had 
drunk. 


Through the accumulation of 
these amusing details, observed 
in a series of intense “close- 
ups’—from the morsel of meat. 
to her lips to her fingers to the 
rim of her cup—the poet cre- 
ates a picture of the Nun as 
a woman pristine, angelically 
graceful, and altogether pure. 
However, we can detect in this 
depiction of her rigorous clean- 
liness a certain extremism. 

Why do both of these por- 
traits leave an indelible impres- 
sion? In each case Chaucer en- 
dows the characterization with 
precise, affectionate, revealing 
details, and these details help 
create for us a distinct and de- 
finitive image of the character. 


THE ENGLISH 


VOICE 


Order 


When we think of the Mid- 
dle Ages, we think of knights in 
shining armor. These battling 
lords and wandering heroes 
were actually a very small part 
of the population, but they re- 
main the essential image of me- 
dieval adventure and romance. 
Yet knights were part of the 
complicated chivalric system 
just as the code of chivalry itself 
was part of the larger way of life 
called feudalism. As a part of 
feudalism, chivalry was not just 
a set of rules for good behavior: 
It was an order. Everyone—king, 
knight, lady, friar, squire, serf— 
knew his or her place. Everyone 
commanded and obeyed, served 
and was served, according to 
the ladder of society. 


Sir Patrick Spens 

“O wha is this has don this 
deid, 

And told the king o’ me, 

To send us out at this time o’ 
the yetr, 

To sail upon the sea! 


“Mak ready, mak ready, my 

mirry men all, : 
Our guid  schip 
morne.”’ 


sails the 


Chaucer 

There was a Knight, a most dis- 
tinguished man, 

Who from the day on which he 
first began 


To ride abroad had followed 
chivaliry, 

Truth, honor, generousness and 
courtesy. - 

He had done nobly in bis sov- 
ereign’s war 

And ridden into battle, no man 
more. 


He had his son with him, a 

fine young Squire, 

A lover and cadet, a lad of 
fire... 

He'd seen some service with the 
cavalry 

In Flanders and Artois and Pic- 
ardy 

And had done valiantly in little 
space 

Of time, in hope to win his la- 
dy’s grace. 


Malory 
“Hold your hand!” he said; 
“you will endanger the whole 
realm. You do not realize who 
it is you are about to kill.” 
“Who is it, then?” 
“King Arthur.” 


A lord’s command or a lady’s 
grace had the power to send 
someone into a ferocious storm 
at sea or into a distant desert. 
Any harm to the king meant 
harm to the whole realm—not 
because the king was powerful 
or rich or symbolic but because 
the king and the people were 
part of the vast medieval order. 


Key to Illustrations on 
Pages 30-31. 


1. Detail, engraving of Geoffrey 
Chaucer from the Ellesmere Man- 
uscript of The Canterbury Tates. 
2. Detail, stained glass window, 
Canterbury, England. 

3. Detail, The Klephartt and 
Castle, twelith-century bestiary. 
4. Detail, thirteenth-century 
French manuscript depicting an 
Old Testament battle. 

5. Detail, the shop of a dealer in 
art objects, altarpiece, Konrad 
Witz, c. 1440. 

6. Detail, the court of King r 
Arthur at dinner, from a medieval 
manuscript. 

7. Fourteenth-century English 
ivory hunting horn. 

8. Fifteenth-century playing 
card, Milan. 

9. Castle, Sussex, England, 

built 1385. 
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Key to illustrations appears on page 197. 


The Renaissance 


THE 
ELIZABETHAN 
AGE 


1485-1625 


When Henry VII, a Tudor, became king 
of England in 1485, he was starting a 
new royal line. His defeat of Richard III 
and his marriage to a member of the 
House of York had ended the civil war 
known as the Wars of the Roses, and he 
could perhaps predict | the time of peace 
and progress that his reign would bring 
fe England until 1509. No one, however, 


whew ot 


before the Tudor line ran out over ay. 
century later. Henry VII could not fore- 
see his son Henry VHi marrying six 
wives and breaking with the Roman 
Catholic Church over a question of di- 
vorce and succession. Nor could Henry 
VII imagine his granddaughter Eliza- 
beth’s reign (1558-1603 )—so long and 
illustrious that the whole period of his- 
tory and the magnificent literature it 
produced came to be named for her. 


4 


The Growth of English Power 


Luck, wisdom, and monumental forces ‘ é Es 
were at work to produce the golden age a = oT reg va” 
that was to come to England by the late ——— me cere a TPO 2m 
1500s. To begin with, feudalism had col: oa ne baclliacanwaaiees 
lapsed. A new economy took shape and 
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brought great prosperity to the 
_ island. Money as. well as land be- 
came a source of power; bank- 
ing became a business. Secondly, 
Overseas commerce helped to 


make the nation rich. Henry VII- 


had been king for only seven 
years when Columbus landed in 
the New World. A few years 
later Englishman John Cabot 
sailed his ships along the coast 
of North America, establishing 
British claims to Newfoundland 
and New England. 

During this time (the early 
1500s) a religious revolution 
that had begun in central Eu- 
rope was spreading across the 
Continent. It was called the 
Protestant Reformation, a pro- 
test against the powerful Roman 
Catholic Church. Until the Ref 
ormation the only form of Chris- 
tianity in most of Europe was 
Roman Catholicism. The Ger- 
man monk Martin Luther and 
the French-born theologian John 
Calvin both criticized the estab- 
lished Church, disagreeing with 
its actions, its conduct, and even 
many of its beliefs. By the 1530s 
Henry VIII had reasons to align 
himself and England’ with the 
Protestants. He wanted his mar- 
riage to Catherine of Aragon an- 
nulled because she had not 
given him a male heir. When the 
Pope in Rome refused, Henry 
VIII broke with the Roman Cath- 
olic Church. He established the 
Church of England (the Anglican 
Church), and made himself its 
powerful head, initiating fac- 
tional fighting among different 
religious groups that would 


Miniature of Queen Elizabeth 1, after a por- 
trail by John de Critz, seventeenth century. 


plague England until the end of 
the 1600s. It lasted even longer 
in Scotland and Ireland. 

In 1588, during the reign of 
Elizabeth I, England became one 
of the great sea powers of the 
world. In that year Philip II, king 
of Spain and the most powerful 
ruler on the Continent, sent his 
renowned Spanish Armada to 
fight England’s small navy. The 
fight seemed unequal; Philip 
should easily have invaded Eng- 
land, occupied. it, and restored 
the supremacy of the Roman 
Catholic Church on the island. 
Yet the English navy won an 
amazing victory, aided by the in- 
hospitable climate of the English 
seas. After this victory England 
forgot that it was a little island 
and became a great sea power. 
On December 31, 1599, the East 
India Company was chartered; 
world trade and _ colonization 
had begun. Nothing, not even 
the opening of the American 
frontier or our recent explora- 
tion of space, would ever match 
the explosion of energy in Eng- 
land in those days. 
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¥. 


When Elizabeth I died in 
1603, the throne of England 
went to her cousin James, king 
of Scotland and a member of the 
Stuart family that would rule Eng- 
land through most of the 1600s. 
Thus James VI of Scotland be- 
came James I of England, and 
the old island of Britain (Eng- 
land, Scotland, and Wales) was 
at last ruled by one monarch. 
Yet, as powerful as it became 
from 1485 to 1625, Great Brit- 
ain, as we call it now, was still a 
small country, not only in area 
(smaller than Oregon) but also 
in population (probably at this 
time fewer than four million 
people). 


Life in Elizabethan England 


What kinds of people would you 
be likely to meet if you traveled 
along the narrow, winding, coun- 
try trails of Elizabethan England? 
In the first place, if you were 
like most travelers, you would 
go miles without seeing anyone. 
at all. Then you would probably 
get lost following the wrong 
trail through uncut forests. You 
would be fortunate if you did 


not meet a highwayman or 
two—cutthroats and robbers 
were numerous and _  danger- 


ous—and you would most prob- 
ably encounter a beggar. On the 
other hand, you could meet 
farmers and shepherds, prosper- 
ous-looking merchants, scholars, 
clerics, and nobles. 

In London and in_ other 
cities, life was not so lonely. 
London was now one of the 


great capitals of Europe, with a 
population of over 100,000. It 
was not free of poverty: Records 
indicate the presence of about 
12,000 “begging poor.” Never- 
theless, especially when Eliza- 
beth held her court there, the 
city seemed to sparkle with new 
wealth and energy. The Thames, 
the famous river that slides by 
London and then winds into the 
countryside, was both a thor- 
oughfare for commerce and a 
playground for city residents. 
During the day it was filled with 
boats and barges of every size 
and shape; and as evening fell, 
pageants, music, and fireworks 
could be enjoyed by rich and 
poor alike. 


The Influence of 
the Renaissance 


While England was becoming an 
economic, religious, and naval 
power, it was also being influ- 
enced by a cultural movement, 
the Renaissance. Beginning in It- 
aly with the writings of Petrarch 
and Boccaccio (see Part Two of 
this book), the Renaissance 
was a flowering of learning that 
swept from Italy into France and 
Germany and then across the 
Channel into England. Basically, 
the Renaissance was a period 
that saw reborn in Europe the 
interest in science, art, and all 
learning that had flourished in 
ancient Greece and Rome (see 
Part Two of this book). People 
became excited rather than fright- 
ened by unknown lands across 
the sea and by the unknown in 


Costume from the time of King James | 


religion, in science, and in art. 


Europeans “discovered” new 
lands in America and the Pacific. 
They painted, sculpted, and 


composed music as never be- 
fore. They tested outmoded 
learning in science, studied and 
created -new forms of literature, 
and as explained in the discus- 
sion of the Protestant Reforma- 
tion, questioned religious prin- 
ciples that had not been 
questioned for centuries. 

All this flurry and creativity 
made its way to the court of 
Elizabeth I. When not involved 
with statecraft, the queen often 
occupied herself by- giving new 
life and style to literature. She 
enjoyed it. She also enjoyed filat- 
tery (for chivalry was far from 
dead). Playwrights would dedi- 
cate their works to her, and of- 
ten she was the direct subject of 
a piece of poetry, for writers 
sought her sponsorship and her 
favor. Responding to the new in- 
terest in learning of all kinds, 
the queen in 1571 reorganized 
and chartered the universities of 
Oxford and Cambridge. These 


centers of learning, along with 
the court, the presence of print- 
ing, and the new-found wealth 
and consequently wider leisure 
for many helped to create an era 
of English literature that has 
never been surpassed. We judge 
its greatness not only in the 
works of Shakespeare but also in 
the new forms of literature that 
it explored successfully and in 
its abundance of talented poets 


and playwrights. 


Elizabethan Poetry 
and Drama 


Shakespeare and his work de- 
serve and receive separate dis- 
cussion in the pages ahead. 
Here we add only that he 
brought to its fullest flowering 
two new forms of written Eng- 
lish literature: the lyric poem in 
sonnet form and the poetic 
drama. 


The Elizabethan Age is an 


‘age of poetry. Except perhaps 


for the essayist Francis Bacon 
and the critic Christopher Mar- 
lowe, people were not yet writ- 
ing prose of literary quality, of 
lasting beauty or interest. Later 
the translation of the Bible at 
the direction of King James I 
would do much to raise the low 
estate of prose writing, but, gen- 
erally speaking, the literature of 
the age is the product of poets. 
Some Elizabethan writers dealt 
exclusively in lyric poetry, but 
many were also playwrights 
writing their plays in verse. 

One new and crucial fact 
about these poets and play- 
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wrights is that almost all of 
them saw the writing of litera- 
ture as their primary work in 
life and expected some financial 
reward for their efforts. In the 
Elizabethan Age there flourished 
three institutions that actively 
helped to support writing as 
a legitimate profession: acting 
companies, the universities, and 
the court. 

An Elizabethan playwright 
made a very small amount of 
money for each play, not 
enough to support himself. Since 
actors and other members of the 
theatrical profession might make 
a better living, being a member 
of an acting company could give 
a playwright means to support 
himself and his work. And so, 
for example, Shakespeare was a 
professional actor. John Lyly for 
a short time gained control of 
Blackfriars Theatre, where his 
early plays were produced by a 
company in which all the actors 
were boys. (He later went into 
debt.) Thomas Kyd, author of 
The Spanish Tragedy, also earned 
a living in his father’s business 
as a scrivener, by copying manu- 
scripts by hand. 

Many Elizabethan writers or 
their families were associated 
with universities or the royal 
court, both of which encour- 
aged writers. Thomas Campion, 
a notable writer of songs and 
sonnets, began his career as a 
student at Oxford; Samuel Dan- 
iel, who often wrote patriotic 
verse, was the son of a well- 
educated music teacher. Both 
Edmund Spenser and Christo- 


Globe Theatre, based on Visscher’s view of 
London, 1616. 


pher Marlowe wrote extensively 
while students at Cambridge. Sir 
Philip Sidney and Sir Walter Ra- 
leigh were high-born gentlemen 
and favorites at court. 

At the same time that new 
and professional talent appeared, 
the form of poetry and drama 
changed. Unlike the long, story- 
telling poems of the Middle 
Ages, lyric poetry—poetry deal- 
ing with the emotions of the 
poet—was short, intricate, intel- 
lectual, and rigorous in form. 
The sonnet, which had its pedi- 
gree in Italy, was a popular 
form, and love was a popular 
topic. The poetic drama was 
also very different from the sim- 
ple morality plays that were 
written in the Middle Ages. 

Poetry and drama are not in- 
separable. To be sure, the great 
tragedies of ancient Greece— 
one of which, Antigone, appears 
in Part Two of this book—were 
written in verse, as were the 
great dramas of European coun- 
tries. Most modern playwrights 
do not write in verse, however. 
The meeting of poetry and 
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drama in English literature—in 
the plays of William Shake- 
speare, Christopher Marlowe, | 
John Lyly, Ben Jonson, and John 
Dryden, to name just a few— 
was glorious but relatively brief. 
It was glorious in its poetry and 
in the fact that poets produced 
plays that endure to this day. 
Yet after Shakespeare, Jonson, 
and Dryden, the poetic drama 
becomes very rare in English lit- 
erature. 

That the Elizabethan play- 
wrights were skilled as poets 
may account for the magnificent 
language of their plays. It can- 
not account, however, for the 
distance covered between the 
medieval morality ‘play and an 
Elizabethan drama such as Mac- 
beth. Drama, poetic or other- 
wise, had obviously developed 
in many ways. 

When we left drama in the 
villages of medieval England, it 
had by that time reached out be- 
yond the confines of the church, 
both physically and intellectually. 
With the Renaissance, interest in 
ancient Greece and Rome led to 
the study of the works of Greek 
and Roman playwrights, espe- 
cially the comedies of Plautus 
and Terence and the tragedies 
of Seneca. These piays often ex- 
~plored complex characters and 
themes, and they were widely 
imitated. Translators played a 
major part in the development 
of Elizabethan drama. It was not 
just coincidence that George 
Chapman, another famous play-. 
wright of the time, is even bet- 
ter known as a translator of the 


works of the ancient Greek poet 
Homer. ; 

The schools and universities 
contributed not only their schol- 
arship but also an atmosphere in 
which drama served as enter- 
tainment. Students and teachers 
enjoyed working together to 
produce brief comedies and dia- 
logues called interludes as cam- 
pus entertainment. A new form 
of drama, of more historical than 
literary interest, was developing 
meanwhile at the court. This 
was the masque, a very stylized 
form of drama that involved 
dancing. 

Ralph Roister Doister 
(1534) was the first true com- 
edy of the period. It was written 
by Nicholas Udall, a headmaster 
at the Westminster School, a 
school for high-born boys in the 
borough of Westminster, within 
London. The comedy was about 
a braggart warrior whose brav- 
ery, as Alan Downer of Prince- 
ton puts it, is “purely verbal, 
and whose love affairs are in- 
spired by an empty pocket 
rather than a warm heart.” A 
few years later Gammer Gur- 
ton’s Needle, a comedy by an 
unknown author, was produced 
at Cambridge University. Out 
of a simple comic situation 


William Shakespeare’s home at Stratford- 
on-Avon, : 


(a woman loses her sewing nee- 
dle while sewing her husband's 
trousers and then “finds” the 
needle again when her husband 
sits down), this play stretches 
into a delightful entertainment, 
moving comedy closer to the 
traditional five-act form used by 
Shakespeare. 

Meanwhile, two young play- 


‘wrights, Thomas Sackville and 


Thomas Norton, wrote and pro- 
duced Gorboduc, or Ferrex and 
Porex, a tragedy that followed 
the lines of an Ancient Roman 
tragedy by Seneca. This play 
won the praise of Sir Philip Sid- 
ney, and the queen herself was 
so inspired that she tried her 
own hand at translating Seneca. 
These years saw a _ happy 
combination of the great liter- 


ary accomplishments of ancient 
Greece and Rome, the soaring 
poetry of Elizabethan England, 
the young professional play- 
wrights, and a new, cheering, 
theater-going public. 


Queen Elizabeth I died in 
1603, a convenience for histori- 
ans who can end the sixteenth 
century more or less with her 
death and start talking about the 
Stuart kings of the seventeenth 
century. For the student of lit- 
erature, however, 1603 is not 
quite so neat an end date. After 
all, some of the towering figures 
of what we think of as Elizabe- 
than literature simply kept on 
writing after the queen’s death. 
Shakespeare.did not write Mac- 
beth and other masterpieces in 
Elizabeth’s lifetime, although he 
had the grace to retire happily 
to his home town, Stratford-on- 
Avon, soon after the turn of the 
century. Sir Walter Raleigh, Fran- 
cis Bacon, and Ben Jonson— 
to name just a few “Elizabe- 
thans”—outlived and outwrote 
their queen. Literary historians 
would prefer, therefore, to give 
James I to the Elizabethan Age 
and to extend that period to 
1625, the year in which King 
James died. 
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1485-1625 BRITISH EVENTS 


1485 


1496 


1503 


1509 


1516 


1524 
1527 
1534 


1547 


TIME LINE 


Henry VII begins reign Cuntil 
1509) 
OL LY) 

A 


Scottish Parliament requires 
schooling for eldest sons 


ae 


] 


Canterbury Cathedral (begun 
1070) completed 


Henry VIL begins reign (until 
1547) 


English navy builds double- 
deck ships with seventy guns 


Sir Thomas More, Utopia, 
statement of the ideal society 


Soap first made in London 
Sonnet form introduced 
Henry VIII breaks with — " 
Roman Catholic Church — 

Ralph Rotster Doister, first : | 

comedy of period 


fete idenras Bigee. 


Edward VI begins reign 
(until 1553) 


a 
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1485-1625 BRITISH EVENTS 


1553 


1558 


1563 | 


1577 


c.1582 


1587 
1588 


1590 


1594 


1597 
1599 


1603 


1606 


1623 


Mary I begins reign (until 
1558) 


Elizabeth I begins reign 
(until 1603) 


Bubonic plague kills 20,000 


Sir Francis Drake begins sail 
around the world 


Sidney, Astrophel and Stella 
Marlowe, Doctor Faustus ° 


Defeat of Spanish Armada, by 
English ships 


First part of Spenser’s Faerie 
Queene 


Shakespeare, Romeo and 
Juliet 


Bacon’s first essays published 


Globe Theatre, home of 
Shakespeare’s company, 
founded 


East India Company 
chartered 


Marlowe, “The Passionate 
Shepherd to His Love” 


James I begins reign (until 
1625) 


Shakespeare, Macbeth 
King James Bible 


Patent laws passed 
to protect inventions 
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Sir Philip Sidmey = 1554-1586 


' A “Renaissance man” is someone who can do a variety of things 
exceptionally well, as so many. great personalities of the 
Renaissance seemed able to do. The Italian Leonardo da Vinci, for 
example, was an architect, a scientist, and an inventor, as well as 
one of the world’s greatest painters. Similarly, Sir Philip Sidney 
excelled in many ways during his brief life. Sidney was a courtier, 
a high-born attendant at court, and his refined, aristocratic 
behavior made him a particular favorite of Queen Elizabeth’s. A 
student at Oxford, he was a great traveler who met many 
important teachers, writers, and statesmen during his sojourns on 
the Continent. Sidney was a noted patron of the arts, encouraging 
other writers in their work. He was also a man of convictions and 
a brave soldier, who gave his life on a battlefield while fighting for 
the Protestant cause in Holland. 

Finally, Sir Philip Sidney was a gifted writer. His Arcadia, a 
story of romance, intrigue, and politics, is probably the finest 
imaginative prose work of the Elizabethan era, and his Defense of 
Poesy is the outstanding piece of literary criticism of the age. He is 
perhaps best noted, however, as the author of Astrophel and Stella, 
a sequence of mostly sonnets that began a tradition in English lyric 
poetry that others have followed to the present time. Astrophel and 
Stella is a series of 110 brief poems that develop a single subject, 
love. The poems do not tell a story. Instead, they examine love 
from many different perspectives. The two poems that follow are 
representative. 
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Sir Philip Sidney 
Loving in Truth 


Loving in truth, and fain' in verse my love to show, 

That the dear she might take some pleasure of my pain, 
Pleasure might cause her read, reading might make her know, 
Knowledge might pity win, and pity grace’ obtain, 

I sought fit words to paint the blackest face of woe; 
Studying inventions fine, her wits to entertain, 

Oft turning others’ leaves® to see.if thence would flow 

Some fresh and fruitful showers upon my sunburned brain. 
But words came halting’ forth, wanting Invention’s stay;° 
Invention, Nature’s child, fled stepdame Study’s blows; 

And others’ feet still seemed but strangers in my way. 

Thus, great with child to speak, and helpless in my throes, 
Biting my truant pen, beating myself for spite: 

“Fool,” said my Muse® to me, “look in thy heart, and write!” 


1. fain: wanting, desiring. 5. wanting . . . stay: lacking the support 


2. grace: favor. of inspiration. 
3. leaves: pages of books or manuscripts. 6. Muse: source of poetic inspiration. 
4. halting: limping. In Greek mythology muses presided over 


the various arts and sciences. 


Sonnet 31 


With how sad steps, Oh Moon, thou climb’st the skies! 
How silently, and with how wan a face! 

What, may it be that even in heavenly place 

That busy archer’ his sharp arrows tries? 

Sure, if that long-with-love-acquainted eyes 

Can judge of love, thou feel’st a lover’s case, 

I read it in thy looks; thy languished grace, 

To me, that feel the like, thy state descries.” 
Then, even of fellowship,? Oh Moon, tell me, 

Is constant love deemed there but want of wit?* 
Are beauties there as proud as here they be? 

Do they above love to be loved, and yet 

Those lovers scorn whom that love doth possess? 
Do they call virtue there ungratefulness?” 


1. That. . . archer: Cupid, god of love. 4. wit: intelligence. 


2. descries: reveals. 5. Do. . . ungratefulness: Is to be ungrateful 
3. even of fellowship: that is, because we to one who loves you called a virtue? 


both know what it is to be in love. 
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STUDY QUESTIONS | 


Loving in Truth 


Recalling 

1. According to the first-two lines, what is the 
speaker trying to show in his poems? Accord- 
ing to line 4, what is his ultimate goal? 

2. According to lines 6-7, where does the 
speaker look for help? Which lines indicate 
that these two sources prove unsatisfactory? 

3. What does the speaker’s ‘‘Muse’”’ finally tell 
him? 


Interpreting 

4. According to line 6, what sort of poem does 
the speaker seem to think his love will like? 
Do lines 2—4 reflect that kind of poem? Why 
or why not? 

5. What does the speaker finally conclude he 
must write to his love? How does his conclu- 
sion contradict what he seems to think in lines 
1-87 : 


Extending 

6. Think of a difficult assignment or project that 
you have done in the past. Did some kind of 
inspiration help you to complete it? Where did 
you find that inspiration? 


Sonnet 31 


Recalling 

1. How does the speaker describe the moon’s 
“face” in line 2? What question does he ask in 
lines 3-4? ; 

2. According to lines 5-9, what do the speaker 
and the moon have in common? 

3. In your own words, tell what the speaker asks 
in lines 10-14. 


Interpreting 

4. What does the description of the moon in lines 
1-8 suggest about the speaker's emotions 
when he is in love? 

5. What do the questions that conclude the poem 
imply about the object of the speaker’s love? 


Extending 

6. In Sidney’s title Astrophe! and Stella the first 
word is Greek for ‘“‘starlover,’ and the second 
word is Latin for ‘‘star.”” What might Sidney be 
saying by thinking of himself as Astrophel and 
his love as Stella? 
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A ma NERA RNTEETE 


The Sonnet, Meter, and Stanza Forms 

Most of the brief, self-contained poems that 
make up Sidney’s Astrophe/ and Stella are son- 
nets. Astrophel and Stella started a vogue among 
English poets of the time, and by the end of the 
sixteenth century, hundred of sonnets had ap- 
peared. 

Sidney did not invent sonnet form; it was orig: 
inated by the Italian poet Petrarch (see Part Two 
of this book). A sonnet (from the Italian for ‘“‘little 
song’’) is a poem of fourteen lines, each contain- 
ing five feet (pentameter). Each foot is usually an 
jamb, an unstressed syllable (marked~) fol- 
lowed by a stressed syllable (marked ’). This 
regular rhythm, or meter, is known as iambic 
pentameter. 


Are beau ities there / as proud / as they / 


here be?/ 


Sonnet form is also characterized by its pat- 
tern of end-of-line rhyme. In analyzing a sonnet, 
we use letters of the alphabet to represent the 
end words that rhyme. Thus, we say that the Ital- 
ian, or Petrarchan, sonnet is divided into two 
parts in which the first eight lines, or octave, 
usually follow a rhyme scheme of abbaabba or 
abababab. The last six lines, or sestet, may 
have one of several rhyme combinations—for ex- 
ample, cdecde or cdcdee. Usually, the octave 
asks a question or presents a problem, and the 
sestet answers the question or draws a conclu- 
sion. : 

An English, or Shakespearean, sonnet con- 
sists of three groups of four lines each, called 
quatrains, followed by two lines that rhyme with 
each other, called a rhymed couplet. The rhyme 
scheme is usually abab cdcd efef gg. Often the 
couplet draws a conclusion or makes an impor- 
tant point. 


Thinking About Sonnets 

1. What is the rhyme scheme of Sidney’s Son- 
net 31? 

2. Copy one line from Sidney’s Sonnet 31, and 
mark its division into five feet, showing the 
light and heavy stresses. 

3. Point to the break between the octave and 
sestet in Sonnet 31. What is the relationship 
between the two parts? 


Edmund Spenser = 1552-1599 


Known as the “prince of poets” in his time, Edmund Spenser is 
generally regarded as the greatest nondramatic poet of the 
Elizabethan Age. He was born in London to a poor family and was 
educated at Cambridge on a scholarship. He studied philosophy, 
rhetoric, Italian, French, Latin, and Greek to prepare himself as a 
poet. 

Spenser’s most notable and ambitious poetic achievement is The 

. Faerie Queene, set in the mythical world of King Arthur and his 
knights. Spenser had planned twelve books for The Faerie Queene, 
but he completed only six. Each book has a hero knight who 
performs noble deeds for a glorious fairy queen whom Spenser 
intentionally associates with Queen Elizabeth. The knight in each 
book represents a different moral virtue: justice, courtesy, and so 
on. Obstacles the knight enounters in the poem stand for evils and 
temptations that must be overcome, all in an enchanted world of 
dragons, giants, witches, and other marvels. 

“For The Faerie Queene Spenser invented a new stanza form, a 
nine-line stanza, rhyming ababbchcc. The first eight lines are 
iambic pentameter; the last line has six iambic feet instead of five 
and is called an alexandrine. Known now-as the Spenserian stanza, 
this nine-line format was used by later English poets such as 
Byron, Keats, Shelley, and Robert Burns. 


Edmund Spenser 


from The Faerie Queene 


Upon a great adventure he was bond,’ 
That greatest Gloriana to him gave, 
That greatest Glorious Queen of Faerie lond, 
To win him worship,’ and her grace to have, 
5 Which of all earthly things he most did crave; 
And ever as he rode, his heart did yearn 
To prove his puissance® in battle brave 
Upon his foe, and his new force to learn; 
Upon his foe, a Dragon horrible and stern. 


1. bond: bound. 
2. worship: illustrious fame. 
3. puissance [pu/i sans]: strength, power. 
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Spenser did not write plays, as Shakespeare and many of his 
contemporaries did. Instead, he excelled in lyric and narrative 
poetry. Among his most famous lyrical poems are the sonnets in 
Amoretti, a sequence of “little love poems,” and his moving 
Astropbel, an elegy, or death lament, for his friend and patron Sir 
Philip Sidney, who died at the age of thirty-two. Sonnet 75 is from 
Spenser’s Amoretti, a sequence of eighty-eight sonnets recounting 
the courtship of a woman, possibly Elizabeth Boyle, whom he later 
married. 


Edmund Spenser 


Sonnet 75 


One day I wrote her name upon the strand,’ 
But came the waves ‘and washed it away; 

Again I wrote it with a second hand, 

But came the tide, and made my pains his prey. 
“Vain man,” said she, “that dost in vain assay,” 
A mortal thing so to immortalize, 

For ] myself shall like to this decay, 

And eke? my name be wipéd out likewise.” 
“Not so,” quod? I, “let baser things devise 

To die in dust, but you shall live by fame: 

My verse your virtues rare shall eternize,’ 

And in the heavens write your glorious name. 
Where whenas death shall all the world subdue, 
Our love shall live, and later life renew.” 


. $trand: seashore. 

. assay: try. 

. eke: also 

. quod: said. 

. eternize: make eternal. 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


from The Faerie Queene 


Recalling 

1. According to the poem, who is Gloriana? What 
more than anything else on earth does the 
knight want? 

. Who is the knight's foe? How will the knight 
prove his “puissance”? 


nm 


Interpreting 

3. Identify three characteristics of the knight as 
presented in this stanza. What is the chief 
characteristic of Gloriana? 

4, What elements of chivalry, the important code 
of medieval knights, are reflected in this 
stanza? Consider the introduction to the pre- 
ceding unit (‘““The Medieval Period’’) as well as 
medieval literature. 


Sonnet 75 


Recalling 

1. Where does the speaker write the name of his 
love? What happens to what he has written? 

2. According to lines 5—8, why does his love 
think him vain? What does she say will happen 
to her? 

3. In lines 9-14, what does the speaker say his 
verses will do? What does he say will live after 
death has “subdued” all the world? 


Interpreting 

4. To what time is the speaker referring in the 
last two lines? With what belief is he therefore 
associating his love? 


5. Is Spenser’s Sonnet 75 more like an Italian 
sonnet or an English sonnet (see page 90)? 
Explain. 


Extending 

6. What other methods do you think could be 
used to “eternize’’ someone? Consider in par- 
ticular technology that has evolved since 
Spenser's time. 


COMPOSITION 


Writing a Comparlison/Contrast 

fi Spenser’s Sonnet 75 and Sidney’s Sonnet 31 
(page 89) both express the speakers’ feelings 
about love. In a brief essay contrast the feel- 
ings of the two speakers. First state the feel- 
ings expressed in Sidney’s poem, using details 
from the poem to support your statements. 
Then describe the emotions expressed in the 
poem by Spenser. Conclude with a short par- 
agraph stating the differences between the two 
speakers’ attitudes toward love. For help with 
this assignment, refer to Lesson 2 in the Writ- 
ing About Literature Handbook at the back of 
this book. 


Writing a Sonnet — 

ti Compose a sonnet that demonstrates your un- 
derstanding of sonnet form. Though your son- 
net may be unpolished, be sure it has fourteen 
lines of iambic pentameter and a rhyme 
scheme similar to that of Sidney’s “Loving in 
Truth,” Sidney’s Sonnet 31, or Spenser’s Son- 
net 75. You might write your end-rhyme words 
first and then fill in the rest of each line. 


Edmund Spenser 93 


Christopher Marlowe. 


Sir Walter Raleigh. 


Christopher Marlowe —= 15641593 
Sir Walter Raleigh = 1552-1618. 


Born in the same year as Shakespeare, Christopher Marlowe was 
killed in‘a brawl when he was just twenty-nine. Some maintain the 
brawl erupted from an argument over paying the bill. Others think 
that Marlowe was killed as a result of espionage work he had 
done for the government. 

If Shakespeare had died at twenty-nine, his greatest plays would 
have remained unwritten, and we would scarcely recognize his 
name. Yet, Marlowe, by the time of his death had already 
established himself as a powerful dramatist—earning the title 
“father of English tragedy.” His tragedies, Tamburlaine, The Jew of 
Malta, and Dr. Faustus place him second only to Shakespeare 
himself as the greatest playwright of the time. 

In addition to his plays, Marlowe wrote one of the most famous 
of Elizabethan lyric poems, “The Passionate Shepherd to His Love.” 
The poem is an invitation to the pastoral life, the happy peaceful 
life of country shepherds. 


Soldier, explorer, courtier, poet,.and historian—Sir Walter Raleigh 
is one of the most colorful figures in English history. He founded 
the colony of Virginia, introduced tobacco to Europe, and fought 
the Spanish Armada. A famous story also has gallant Sir Walter 
removing his cloak and dropping it to the ground so that Queen 
Elizabeth could navigate a puddle without wetting her royal feet. 
Raleigh was also a great help to other artists of Elizabethan times. 
A friend of Marlowe and Spenser, he managed to obtain royal aid 


- to help publish the first three books of Spenser’s Faerie Queene. 


James 1, Elizabeth’s successor, feared and distrusted Raleigh. 
During James’s reign Raleigh was charged with treason and was 
convicted and sentenced to death. He was imprisoned instead in 
the Tower of London, where for twelve years he lived with his 
family and servants and wrote his History of the World. After a 
failed. quest to South America for gold that was to buy his release, 
Raleigh was executed in 1618. Maintaining his equanimity until the 
end, Raleigh is said to have composed one of his best poems, 
“The Author’s Epitaph, Made by Himself,” the night before he died. 

Much of Raleigh’s poetry has been lost, but one gen: that has 
survived is “The Nymph’s Reply to the Shepherd,” which appears 
on page 96. In it Raleigh’s speaker, a young woman, replies to 
Marlowe’s famous “‘passionate shepherd.” 
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mi 


Christopher Marlowe 


The Passionate Shepherd 


to His Love 


Come live with me and be my love, 
And we will all the pleasures prove’ 
That valleys, groves, hills, and fields, 
Woods, or steepy mountain yields. 


And we will sit upon the rocks, 
Seeing the shepherds feed their flocks, 
By shallow rivers to whose falls 
Melodious birds sing madrigals.’ 


And I will make thee beds of roses 
And a thousand fragrant posies, 

A cap of flowers, and a kirtle? 
Embroidered all with leaves of myrtle, 


A gown made of the finest wool 
Which from our pretty lambs we pull; 
Fair lined slippers for the cold, 

With buckles of the purest gold; 


A belt of straw and ivy buds, 

With coral clasps and amber studs: 
And if thése pleasures may thee move, 
Come live with me, and be my love. 


The shepherds’ swains* shall dance and 
For thy delight each May morning: 

If these delights thy mind may moye, 
Then live with me and be my love. 


1. prove: experience. 

2, madrigals: here, harmonious songs. 
3. kirtle: dress. 

4. swains: country youths. 


é 


Sir Walter Raleigh 


The Nymph’s Reply to 
the Shepherd 


If all the world and love were young, 
And truth in every shepherd’s tongue, 
These pretty pleasures might me move 
To live with thee and be thy love. 


Time drives the flocks from field to fold' 
When rivers rage and rocks grow cold, 
And Philomel* becometh dumb; 

The rest complains of cares to come. 


The flowers do fade, and wanton? fields 
To wayward winter reckoning yields, 

A honey tongue, a heart of gall,’ 

Is fancy’s spring, but sorrow’s fall. 


Thy gowns, thy shoes, thy beds of roses, 
Thy cap, thy kirtle, and thy posies 

5 Soon break, soon wither, soon forgotten— 
In folly ripe, in reason rotten. 


Thy belt of straw and ivy buds, 
Thy coral clasps and amber studs, 
All these in me no means can move 
To come to thee and be thy love. 


But could youth last and love still breed,’ 
Had joys no date® nor age no need, 
Then these delights my mind might move 
To live with thee and be thy love. 


1. fold; enclosure or pen for sheep. 

2, Philomel: According to Greek myth, the 
princess Philomela’s tongue was cut Out to 
prevent her from revealing a scandal. Later the 
gods turned Philomela into a nightingale. 

3. wanton: here, profuse or ample. 

4. gall: bitterness. 

5. still breed: always thrive. 

6. date: ending. 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


The Passionate Shepherd to His Love 


Recalling 

1. What does the shepherd entreat his love to do 
in the first stanza? What pleasures does he 
say he and his love will “prove”? 

2. Name three things that the shepherd claims he 
will do for his love. 


Interpreting 

3. Which of the speaker’s promises seem unreal- 
istic? Why would the speaker make these 
promises? ; 

4. What is the effect of the repetition of line 1 in 
lines 20 and 24? Does the entreaty become 
more or less persuasive with each repetition? 
Does the speaker sound more or less confi- 
dent than earlier in the poem? Explain. 


The Nymph’s Reply to the Shepherd 


Recalling 

1. According to the first stanza, what would make 
the nymph accept the shepherd's offer? 

2. What does the nymph say will happen to the 
flowers and fields promised by the shepherd 
(stanza 3)? What does she say will happen to 
the gown, shoes, rose ‘beds, cap, kirtle, and 
posies (stanza 4)? 

3. According to the last stanza, what would make 
the nymph accept the shepherd’s offer? 


Interpreting 
4. What do all the predictions in stanzas 3 and 4 
have in common? Basically, why does the 


speaker find the shepherd’s offer unimpres- 
sive? 

5. How are the views expressed in the first and 
last stanzas similar? Is the speaker saying 
there is a possibility she will accept the shep- 
herd’s offer, or is her answer a definite ‘‘no’’? 
Explain. 


COMPOSITION 


Developing a Thesis Statement 

@ Develop a thesis statement about what Ra- 
leigh’s poem adds to your reaction to Mar- 
lowe’s poem, and in a brief essay defend your 
thesis with examples from the two poems. Be- 
fore you write, first consider what you thought 
of Marlowe’s poem when you initially read it. 
Then consider your impression of Marlowe’s 
poem after reading Raleigh’s response to it. 
For help with this assignment, refer to Lesson 
1 in the Writing About Literature Handbook at 
the back of this book. 


Writing a Letter 

f@ Write your own reply in the form of a letter to 
the shepherd in Marlowe's poem. Like Raleigh, 
you might pretend to be the woman whom the 
shepherd addresses. Explain why you accept 
or refuse his offer. If you prefer, pretend to be 
another suitor for the lady’s hand, and explain 
why you can offer her a better life than the 
shepherd can. Your letter may be serious or 
humorous, but it should refer to the specific 
promises that the shepherd makes as well as 
to the general picture he paints. 
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William Shakespeare = 1564-1616 


William Shakespeare, poet and playwright, is said to be the world’s 
favorite author. No other writer’s plays have been produced so 
often and read so widely in so many different countries. 
Shakespeare’s contemporaries first admired him for his long 
narrative poems Venus and Adonis (1593) and The Rape of Lucrece 
(1594). In the latter half of the seventeenth century and in the 
eighteenth century, he was revered for his dramas. Poets and 
critics in the nineteenth century considered him the “genius of the 
English race,’\and in,the twentieth century he is regarded as the 
greatest of all writers for the stage. 

Not much is known about Shakespeare's early life. He was born 
in 1564, probably on April 23, in the small country town of | 
Stratford-on-Avon. His father was a prosperous glove maker and 
held several important positions in the town government. His 
mother, Mary Arden, was the daughter of a wealthy landowner. By 
the age of seven, Shakespeare was probably attending the local 
grammar school. 

In 1582 when he was eighteen, Shakespeare married Anne 
Hathaway, the twenty-six-year-old daughter of a farmer who lived 
about a mile from Stratford. Over the next three years the couple 
had a daughter, Susanna, and twins, Hamnet and Judith. From 1585 
to 1592, a period some scholars call “the lost years,” virtually 
nothing is known about Shakespeare’s life. From 1592 on, 
however, the records are much fuller. Sometime during the lost 
years Shakespeare moved to London and became part of the city’s 
busy theatrical life. By 1594 he was a shareholder, or part owner, 
‘in one of London’s most popular acting companies, the Lord 
Chamberlain's. Men, and at least six of his plays had been 
produced. (Each shareholder contributed in some way to the 
company. Shakespeare was both a writer and actor; he is said to 
have played the ghost in Hamler. The more popular his plays, the 
larger his share of the company’s income.) In 1599 the company 
built the Globe Theatre, the most famous of Elizabethan theaters. 

After Queen Elizabeth’s death in 1603, the Lord Chamberlain’s 
Men were sponsored by King James I and became known as the 
King’s Men. In 1608 the company acquired a second theater in. 
Blackfriars, a fashionable district of London. Shakespeare seems to 
have retired from acting about this time; his name does not appear 
in the lists of players after 1607. Between 1608 and 1613 
Shakespeare wrote his last five plays: Pericles, Cymbeline, The 
Winter’s Tale, The Tempest, and Henry VIII. While he was writing 
these plays, Shakespeare lived mostly in Stratford, where he was 
regarded as one of the town’s most important citizens. He died on 
April 23, 1616, and is buried in Holy Trinity Church in Stratford. 
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What makes Shakespeare the world’s favorite author? No other 
writer—playwright, poet, or novelist—has seen more deeply into 
the many manifestations of human nature. In an uncanny way 
Shakespeare understands why people behave the way they do. 
Young and old, women and men, good and evil, béggars and 
kings: All live in his plays. All speak in voices so right and so true 
that again and again they emerge as solid as life, as much at home 
in our time as in Shakespeare’s own. 

In addition to his plays and two narrative poems, Shakespeare 

“ wrote a sequence of 154 sonnets. It was probably written in the 
1590s, when Sir Philip Sidney’s sequenge, Astrophel and Stella, was 
so popular. Unlike the other sequences of his day, Shakespeare’s 
cycle seems to tell a story. The plot is vague and fragmentary, 
involving a young nobleman, a ‘dark lady,” a poet, and a rival 
poet. The sonnets that follow are addressed to the young 
nobleman. Shakespeare urges the man to marry and to have 
children, who will immortalize his virtues while time and age take 
their toll. The “plot” of the “story” is not as important as 
Shakespeare’s themes regarding time, beauty, and love. 


William Shakespeare 


Sonnet 18 


‘Shall I compare thee to a summer’s day? 
Thou art more lovely and more temperate. 
Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May, 
And summer’s lease’ hath all too short a date.” 

5 Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines, 
And often is his gold complexion dimmed; 
/And every fair from fair? sometime declines, 
By chance or nature’s changing course untrimmed;* 
But thy eternal summer shall not fade, 

10 Nor lose possession of that fair thou ow’st,” 
Nor shall Death brag thou wand’rest in his shade, 
When in eternal lines® to time thou grow’st. 
, So long as men can breathe or eyes can see, 

So long lives this, and this gives life to thee. 


Po Aa-at 
1. lease: allotted time. 4. untrimmed: stripped of beauty. 


2. date: duration. 5. thou ow’st: you possess. 
3. fair . . . fair: beautiful thing from beauty. G. lines: lines of poetry. 
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William Shakespeare 


Sonnet 29 


When, in disgrace’ with Fortune and men’s eyes, 

I all alone beweep my outcast state, 

And trouble deaf heaven with my bootless’ cries, 

And look upon myself and curse my fate, 
5 Wishing me like to one more rich in hope, 
Featured like him, like him with friends possessed, 
Desiring this man’s art® and that man’s scope,‘ 
With what I most enjoy contented least; 
Yet in these thoughts myself almost despising, 
Haply® I think on thee, and then my state, 
Like to the lark at break of day arising 
From sullen earth, sings hymns at heaven’s gate, 
For thy sweet love rememb’red such wealth brings, 
That then I scorn to change my state with kings. 


lt. disgrace: disfavor. 4. scope: mental power. 


2. bootless: useless, futile. 5. Haply: by chance. 
3. art: skill. 


Sonnet 30 


When to the’ sessions’ of sweet silent thought 
I summon up remembrance of things past, 
I sigh the lack of many’a thing I sought, : 
And with old woes new’ wail my dear time’s waste. 
5 Then can I drown an eye, unused to flow, 
For precious friends hid in death’s dateless? night, 
And weep afresh love’s long since canceled’ woe, 
And moan th’ expense’ of many a vanished sight; 
Then can I grieve at grievances foregone,° 
10 And heavily from woe to woe tell’ o’er 
The sad account of fore-bemoanéd moan, 
Which I new pay as if not paid before. 
But if the while I think on thee, dear friend, 
All losses are restored and sorrows end. 


1. sessions: that is, sittings of a law court. 5. expense: loss. 

2. new: again. 6. grievances foregone: earlier 
3. dateless: endless. griefs. 

4. canceled: that is, because paid in full. 7. tell: count. 
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Sonnet 55 


attial tie Tt 
Not marbi¢, nor the gilded monuments 
Of princes, shall outlive this pow’rful rhyme, 
But you shall shine more bright in these contents 
Than unswept stone, besmeared with sluttish time.’ 
> When wasteful war shall statues overturn, 
And broils? root out the work of masonry, 
‘Nor Mars his sword nor’® war’s quick fire shall burn 
The living record of your memory. 
’Gainst death and all-oblivious, enmity* me 
10 Shall you pace forth; your Praise shall still find room 
Even in the eyes of all posterity” 
That wear this world out” to the ending doom. 
So, till the judgment that yourself arise,° 
You live in this, and dwell in lovers’ eyes. 


1. Than. . . time: than in a stone tomb or on a memorial 

tablet, worn down by time and covered with dust. 

2. broils: skirmishes, battles. 

3, Nor Mars. . . nor: neither the Roman war god’s sword nor. . . 
4. oblivious enmity: enmity, or hostility, that brings oblivion, 
causing us to be forgotten. 

5. wear. . . out: outlast this world. 

6. So. . . arise: so until you rise from the dead on Judgment Day. 


Sonnet 73 


That time of year thou mayst in me behold 

When yellow leaves, or none, or few, do hang 

Upon those boughs which shake against the cold, 

Bare ruined choirs,’ where late the sweet birds sang. 

In me thou see’st the twilight of such day 

As. after sunset fadeth, in the west; 

Which by and by black night doth take away, 

Death’s second self? that seals up all in rest. 

In me thou see’st the glowing of such fire, 

That on the ashes of his youth doth lie, 

As the deathbed whereon it must expire, 

Consumed with that which it was nourished by.° 
This thou perceiv ‘st which makes thy love more strong, 
To love that well which thou must leave ere long. 


a 


1. choirs: choir lofts; parts of church interiors occupied by choirs. 

2. Death’s . . . self: that is, sleep. 

3. Consumed . . . by: choked by the ashes of the wood that previously 
fueled its flame. 
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Model for Active Reading 

In this selection, as in one selection in each unit, you will find 
notes in the right-hand margin that highlight parts of the selection. 
These notes point out important ideas of the literary period and 
draw your attention to literary elements and techniques covered in 
the Literary Focuses, Page numbers in the notes refer you to more 
extensive discussions of these important ideas and elements. 


Sonnet (p. 90): The English, or 


William Shakespeare Shakespearean. sonnet consists 


of three quatrains (abab cdcd 


efef) and a rhymed couplet 


Sonnet 116 | x 


Let me not to the marriage of true minds Elizabethan idea: The 
Admit impediments.’ Love is not love definition of love reflects the | 
NAicaike h : \ . E intellectual side of Elizabethan 
Which aliers when it alteration finds : poetry (p. 83). 
Or bends with the remover to remove. 
Oh, no, it is an ever-fixed mark* 
That looks on tempests and is never shaken; 
It is the star to every wand’ring bark,” Figurative language (p 104): 
Whose wortii’s unknown, although his height’ be taken. 
Love’s not Time's fool.° though rosy lips and cheeks 
Within his bending sickle’s compass’ come; 
Love alters not with his® brief hours and weeks, 
But bears it out even to the edge of doom.” 
If this b d 10 d sxpressed human emotions as 
is be error and upon’ me proved, well as intellect (fp. $4). 
I never writ, nor no man ever loved. eon 
ag 


Snukespeare uses a Variety of 
metaphors ta make the abstract 
fove more Concrets, 


tlizabethan idea: Lyric poetry 


1. impediments: reasons for preventing a marriage. 
Compare the Marriage Service: “If any of you know cause or 
just impediment why these persons should not be joined 
together...” 

2. Or. . . remove: or withdraws when the object of its 
love leaves. : 

3. an .. . mark: a permanent beacon. 

4. star. . . bark: that is, the North Star, used by sailors in 
barks, or boats, for navigation. 

5. height: altitude. 

6. fool: plaything. 

7. compass: circle, range. 

8. his: that is, Time’s. 

. 9. doom: Judgment Day. 
10. upon: against. 
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STUDY QUESTIONS 


en ns Es Ro HENS 


Sonnet 18 


Recalling 

1. According to lines 1-8, in what ways is the 
speaker’s friend unlike a summer's day? 

2. What will prevent the friend’s eternal summer 
from fading, according to lines 9-12? 


Interpreting 

3. What does “this” refer to in the last line? 

4, What is the speaker's purpose in writing his 
“eternal lines,”” and what conditions are nec- 
essary for his purpose to be carried out? 


Sonnet 29 


Recalling 

1. List the speaker's catalogue of complaints in 
the first eight lines. 

2. What does the speaker remember in line 10? 
What image describes his mood in lines 11 
and 12? 


Interpreting 

3. Compare the speaker’s thoughts in the first 
eight lines of the sonnet to his thoughts in the 
last six lines. How has his perspective 
changed, especially in the last two lines? 


Extending 
_4, Is the transition in the speaker’s mood realistic 
or insincere? Why or why not? 


Sonnet 30 


Recalling 

1. What does the speaker think of in the first 
quatrain, and what does-that lead him to ex- 
press in the second quatrain? 

2, As a result of his thoughts in the second quat- 
rain, what does the speaker reexperience in 
the next quatrain? 

3. Whom does the speaker think of in the final 
couplet? How does this affect his mood? 


Interpreting 

4. What do the last two lines, coming after three 
quatrains that express a contrasting point of 
view, add to the overall effect of the poem? 

5. Besides the image of a court session in lines 
1-2, what other image does the sonnet intro- 
duce in line 7 with “canceled” and continue in 
lines 10-12? Why is the image appropriate? 


Sonnet 55 


Recalling 

1. In lines 1-—4 what does the speaker say will 
not outlive the poem? 

2. In lines 5-8 what cannot destroy the poem? 

3. Therefore, what will find room “in the eyes of 
all posterity”? 


Interpreting 
4. Whose eyes is the phrase “lovers’ eyes” re- 
ferring to? 


Extending 
5. Do you think this poem has accomplished its 
purpose? Give reasons for your answer. 


Sonnet 73 


Recalling 

1. The speaker associates himself with what time 
of year in lines 1—2? With what time of day in 
lines 5-6? With what kind of fire in lines 9- 
10? 

2. What does the friend, addressed in lines 13- 
14, “perceiv'st’? 


interpreting 

3. How does the speaker take the image in lines 
1-2 and expand it in lines 3—4? Show that 
the speaker makes a similar expansion for the 
images in lines 5-6 and 9-10. 

4. What do all the images in lines 1-12 sym- 
bolize? 

5. According to the final couplet, for what is the 
speaker praising his friend? How does the 
couplet tie in emotionally with the first twelve 
lines? 


Sonnet 116 


Recalling 


1. List three or four things that love is not, ac- 


cording to Sonnet 116. 
2. List several things that love is, according to 
Sonnet 116. 


Interpreting 

3. What is the meaning of the image of the star 
in lines 7—8? How does this image apply to 
love? 


Extending 
4. Do you agree or disagree with the speaker's 
interpretation of love? Why or why not? 
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LITERARY FOCUS 


Figurative Language . 

All words have a literal or matter-of-fact mean- 
ing. Yet words can be used in such a way that 
something beyond their literal meaning is implied. 
Figurative language—language using figures of 
speech—cannot be taken literally. For instance, 
Shakespeare’s Sonnet 18 speaks of “the eye of 
heaven,” but the poet’does not expect us to 
imagine a great eye in the sky. He is using a 
metaphor, an implied comparison between two 
dissimilar things, in order to make us see the sun 
in an unusual and vivid way. 

A simile is a figura of speech in which the 
comparison is made directly, most often by the 
use of the word /ike or as. |f Shakespeare had 
written, ‘the sun is like the eye of heaven,” his 
figure of speech would have been a simile. 


Thinking About Figurative Language 

§) Choose at least two similes and two metaphors 
from the Shakespeare sonnets you have read. 
Decide what they refer to, and explain what 
you think they add to the poem as a whole. 


Modern English 

Both the English of four hundred years ago 
and the English we speak and write today are re- 
ferred to as modern English. We should discuss 
the pronunciation, spelling, and grammar of mod- 
ern English during Elizabethan times. 

Pronunciation and spelling. Three important 
pronunciation features of Chaucer’s day had 
changed by Elizabethan times: (1) Elizabethans, 
unlike medieval Englishmen, pronounced vowels 
as we do. (2) Elizabethans pronounced some 
consonants differently from medieval Englishmen. 
(3) Elizabethans did not pronounce the final e at 
the ends of words. (For more information about 
Middle English, see page 70.) 

The popularity of printing in the 1500s had a 
good deal to do with stabilizing spelling so that 
the English of today looks so close to Elizabethan 
English. But not all modern English words seem 
to be spelled as they are pronounced, and the 
reason for the discrepancy rests with the early 
English printers. Although pronunciations had al- 
ready changed, these printers picked up and 
standardized medieval spellings. As a result, we 
have the silent consonants in Anight and the spel- 
ling gh for the sound f in words such as tough. 

Grammar, Elizabethan English differs from 
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twentieth-century English in fewer ways than it 
differed from Middle English, but there are still 
enough differences in pronouns, verbs, and prep- 
ositions to remind us that all language changes 
over time. For one thing, Elizabethan English still 
uses some second-person singular pronouns that 
sound antiquated to our ears: thou for you in the 
subject position; thee for you in the object posi- 
tion; and thy for your. In addition, with thou we 
find certain outdated verb forms: thou climbst, 
thou art. Elizabethan English verb forms are dif- 
ferent in another important way. We are used to 
using do with not as in “They do not know what 
they are doing.” In Elizabethan English a writer 
would say, “They know not what they do.” 

One other difference between Elizabethan 
English and our English concerns prepositions. 
Old English and Middle English (see pages 26 
and 70) did not rely heavily on prepositions be- 
cause words had inflections, or endings, that of- 
ten carried with them meanings such as “to,” 
“for,” or “by.” In Shakespeare’s day writers be- 
gan to experiment to make up for the disappear- 
ance of inflections from words. Some of the prep- 
ositions Shakespeare used are not the ones we 
would use today. For example, he says, “Haply | 
think on thee,” where we would say of or about. 
It took a while for the system of English preposi- 
tions to become polished. 


Thinking About Modern English 

1. From Shakespeare sonnets or from poems by 
Sidney, Spenser, Marlowe, or Raleigh, find 
one more example each of thou, thee, and thy, 

2. From a Shakespeare sonnet find a verb ex- 
pressing the negative without do before not. 


COMPARING WRITERS 


1. How is time pictured in the six sonnets by 
Shakespeare? What is the relationship be- 
tween time, love, and art in these sonnets? 

2. Compare and contrast one of Shakespeare’s 
sonnets with Sidney’s Sonnet 31. First discuss 
the rhyme scheme of each sonnet. Then dis- 
cuss the tone of Shakespeare’s speaker and 
of Sidney’s speaker. Consider how each 
speaker suffers and what solace, if any, each 
finds in the course of the poem. 

3. Of all the Elizabethan poems you have read 
by Sidney, Spenser, Marlowe, Raleigh, and 
Shakespeare, which one do you find most 
moving? Most humorous? Why? 


20 


Music. was a popular part of Elizabethan theater, and Shakespeare’s 
plays are filled with some of the finest songs ever written. The 
first of the songs that follow is from As You Like It, a comedy that 
was probably first performed in 1599; the second is from 
Cymbeline, a romance that dates from 1609. 


William Shakespeare 


Blow, Blow, Thou 
Winter Wind 


Blow, blow, thou winter wind, 
Thou art not so unkind 
As man’s ingratitude; 
Thy tooth is not so keen, 
Because thou art not seen, 
Although thy breath be rude." 
Heigh-ho! sing, heigh-ho! unto the green holly: 
Most friendship is feigning, most loving mere folly. 
Then, heigh-ho, the holly! 
This life is most jolly. 


Freeze, freeze, thou bitter sky, 
That dost not bite so nigh 
As benefits forgot: 
Though thou the waters warp,” 
Thy sting is not so sharp 
As friend remembered not. 
Heigh-ho! sing, heigh-ho! unto the green holly: 
Most friendship is feigning, most loving mere folly. 
Then, heigh-ho, the holly! 
This life is most jolly. 


1. rude: harsh. 
2. warp: make rough by freezing. 
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William Shakespeare 


Fear No More the Heat 
o’ the Sun 


Fear no more the heat o’ the sun, 
Nor the furious winter’s rages; 
Thou thy worldly task hast done, 
Home art gone, and ta’en' thy wages. 
5 Golden lads and girls all must, 
As chimney-swzepers, come to dust. 


Fear no more the frown o’ the great; 
Thou art past the tyrant’s stroke; 
Care no more to clothe and eat; 
10 +=To thee the reed is as the oak: 
The scepter,” learning, physic, must 
All follow this, and come to dust. 


Fear no more the lightning flash, 
Nor the all-dreaded thunder stone; 
15 Fear not slander, censure rash; 
Thou hast finished joy and moan: 
All lovers young, all lovers must 
Consign* to thee, and come to dust. 


3 


No exorciser harm thee! 

20 Nor no witchcraft charm thee! 
Ghost unlaid’ forbear thee! 
Nothing ill come near thee! 
Quiet consummatign® have; 
And renownéd be thy grave! 


1, ta’en: taken, 

2. scepter: staff carried as a badge of royalty. 

3, thunder stone: stone or missile once thought 
to be hurled to earth in a lightning’s flash. 

4. consign: give themselves over. 

5. unlaid: troubled and wandering. 

6, consummation: ending, completion. 


106 English Literature: The Elizabethan Age 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


-SDEERERENNEM soma 


Blow, Blow, Thou Winter Wind 


Recalling 

1. According to the song, what is more unkind 
than the winter wind? What has a sharper 
sting than the winter sky? 

2, According to the refrain, what is most friend- 
ship? Most loving? What is ‘this life’’? 


LES ASHORE ERE 


Interpreting 

3. Why is the metaphor about the tooth (line 4) 
appropriate in describing the wind? In describ- 
ing human ingratitude? 

4. What kind of attitude toward life is expressed 
in line 8? Does line 10 mean what it says? Ex- 
plain. 


Fear No More the Heat o’ the Sun 


Recalling 

1. According to the first stanza, what should the 
person addressed “fear no more’? What has 
this person done (line 3)? 

2, According to the song, what do all ‘golden 
lads and girls,” “the scepter, learning, physic,” 
and all lovers come to? 


Interpreting 

3. What has happened to the person addressed? 
What comforting message does the singer 
have for this person? 


LITERARY FOCUS 


Elizabethan Songs 

The England of Queen Elizabeth’s day was full 
of music. The queen herself inspired composers 
and musicians—as she did poets and play- 
wrights—and was generous in rewarding their ef- 
forts. London was so full of pipers and fiddlers 
that an observer in 1587 notes that it was impos- 
sible for someone to enter a tavern without hav- 
ing “two or three of them hang at his heels, to 
give him a dance before he depart.” 


Song writing reached its peak in Elizabethan 
times, and lyrics often overshadowed music. Eliz- 
abethan madrigals—-lyric poems designed to be 
sung without instrumental accompaniment—spoke 
of love and the joys of pastoral life; street jingles 
spread the news; ballads told exciting stories. 

In Shakespeare’s plays songs of all kinds aug- 
ment the dramatic action by evoking emotions in 
the audience. The songs may make what is merry 
merrier or what is sad sadder. They include love 
songs, nonsense songs, and dirges, songs 
mourning a death. Although most of the original 
music accompanying Shakespeare’s songs has 
been lost, traditional renditions in most modern 
productions of his plays probably ‘‘descend” from 
the original tunes. 


Thinking About Elizabethan Songs 

E& What moods or emotions do the two songs 
from Shakespeare’s plays intensify? Which is a 
dirge, and why? 


COMPOSITION 


Analyzing the Use of images 

EZ Write a brief essay in which you explain how 
Shakespeare uses images from nature in one 
of the songs. First describe the picture of na- 
ture he paints. Then describe the function of 
the natural images in the context of the song: 
Do they make a comparison, illustrate an idea, 
or what? Finally, explain how the portrait of na- 
ture is related to the mood or emotion ex- 
pressed in the song. 


Writing Figuratively 

ES In the first song Shakespeare uses figurative 
language to express the effects of a freezing 
winter’s day. Briefly describe another phenom- 
enon—a rainstorm, a snowfall, or a heat wave, 
for example—by using figurative language. You 
might begin by writing a literal description of 
the phenomenon, using adjectives and verbs 
like wet and rains, and then rewrite your de- 
scription with similes, metaphors, and specific 
verbs that make it more vivid. 
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SHAKESPEAREAN THEATER 


Although there is no precise record of when Shakespeare wrote 
each of his thirty-seven plays, it is likely that by 1600 he had completed 
The Taming of the Shrew, Romeo and Juliet, A Midsummer Night’s 
Dream, The Merchant of Venice, and Julius Caesar, as well as twelve 
or thirteen others. But even greater work lay before him: Twelfth Night, 
Hamlet, Othello, King Lear, Macbeth, Antony and Cleopatra—all mas- 
terpieces written from 1600 to 1607. 

Shakespeare’s plays are divided into three groups—comedies, histo- 
ries, and tragedies. Most of the comedies are romantic fantasies, de- 
signed to delight and amuse their audiences. The histories illustrate the 
moral lessons to be learned from the crimes of ambitious and treach- 
erous leaders of state. In his later histories he combined sober events 
with lively comedy. The tragedies deal with death, morality, and de- 
struction and show how the breaking of a moral law inevitably leads to 
disaster. 

Most of Shakespeare’s plays were first performed at the Globe, a 
theater located across the Thames River from London in the suburb of 
Southwark. The Globe was an octagonal building, with a thatched roof 
covering only the perimeter of the area. Under the roof were three 


* levels of galleries that surrounded a yard about sixty-five feet in diame- 


ter. The galleries looked down on the stage, a rectangular platform of 
twenty-seven by forty-three feet that occupied about a third of the yard 
at oné end. The main stage had a large trap door through which actors 
who played the parts of ghosts and spirits could rise and disappear. At 
the back of the main stage was a small curtained inner stage used for 
indoor scenes. Above the inner stage were two galleries. The first level 
could be used as a balcony, bedroom, or castle wall. Musicians per- 
formed from the second level, and sound effects, such as thunder or the 
ringing of a bell, came from a hut on top of the stage roof. 

Those who could afford it watched the plays from seats in the gal- 
leries. For a penny, less wealthy spectators, called groundlings, could 
stand in the yard. The yard was open to the sky, and the stage was lit 
by daylight. Performances were given in midafternoon before an audi- 
ence of about two thousand. No curtain rose to indicate the start of the 
play or fell to signal the close of an act. To begin the play, actors en- 
tered by one of two doors at the rear of the stage, and when they left 
the stage, the scene was over. Within seconds the next scene would 
begin, with new actors appearing to describe the new setting. 

Costumes in the Shakespearean theater were always colorful and 
elaborate versions of Elizabethan “modern dress,” whether they were 
for Macbeth, set in the eleventh century, or for Julius Caesar, in 44 B.c. 
Scenery was almost nonexistent. One tree might signify a forest; a chair 
might represent a throne room. Shakespeare compensated for the lack 
of scenery by giving his characters beautiful descriptive passages to 
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speak, and Elizabethan audiences listened closely to the actors’ words. 

The plays moved at a rapid speed, advancing from scene to scene 
with scarcely an interruption. Elizabethan actors probably performed 
much as actors do today, but they spoke their lines much more quickly 
than modern performers. Presenting a sixteen- to twenty-thousand- 
word play in about two hours left no time for dawdling. 

Elizabethun audiences were accustomed tu several dramatic conven- 
tions of the time. ‘No women appeared on the stage; women’s and chil- 
dren’s roles were played by boys who, although they were apprentices 
to the company, were skillful and highly trained. Soliloquies and asides 
were two other conventions. In a soliloquy the actor is alone on stage, 
speaking to himself and revealing to the audience his inner thoughts 
and feelings. In an aside the actor speaks words that the other charac- 
ters on stage are not supposed to hear. 

As you read Macbeth, imagine from time to time that you are at- 
tending a performance at the Globe. The presentation would at first 
seem noisy and crude, but after a time you would get used to the trum- 
pet calls and lack of scenery, the crowded theater, and the rapid rate of 
speech, and you would probably join the Elizabethan spectators who 
are responding to the action with displays of grief, joy, and amusement. 


Ms, weg 
x i 


Model of the Globe Theatre by John Cranford 
Adams. Courtesy of the Folger Shakespeare 
Library, Washington, D.C. 
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Mrs. Siddons as Lady Macbeth, G. }. 
Harlow, early nineteenth century. (See 
William Hazlitt’s description of Mrs. Sid- 
dons performance as Lady Macbeth, 
page 394.) 


The Tragedy of Macbeth 

The Tragedy of Macbeth was probably written in 1606 and was 
performed that summer at Hampton Court Palace to celebrate the 
State visit of Christian IV of Denmark, King James’s brother-in-law. 
The play touches on many topics—including witchcraft, the ideals 
of kingship, and special curative powers—that would have appealed 
to James and to other Elizabethans whose interest both in the king 
and in Scotland blossomed when James assumed the throne in 
1603. James was already king of Scotland when he became king of 
England. His family was descended from a line of Scottish kings dat- 
ing back to the eleventh century, when Macbeth takes place. 

For the basic story of this play, Shakespeare turned to one of 
the most popular books of the times, Raphael Holinshed’s Chroni- 
cles of England, Scotland, and Ireland, where he read about the 
real-life Macbeth. Shakespeare often consulted histories and 
stories of his own and earlier eras for the plots of his plays. He then 
amplified, altered, and combined incidents and personalities to 
serve his own dramatic purposes and to shape his own creations. 

In Macbeth, for example, he invented the banquet scene, the ghost 
of Banquo, the sleepwalking scene, and the death of Lady Macbeth. 
History’s Banquo is a traitor and an accomplice in the murder of Dun- 


- can, whereas Shakespeare’s Banquo is honorable and loyal. In the 


Chronicles Duncan is a younger, fecbie king, “a faint-hearted milk- 
sop,” but in Macbeth he is an older, benevolent ruler. King James 
claimed Duncan, Maicolm, Banquo, and Siward as his Stuart ances- 
tors, and they all appear in Macbeth as characters above reproach. 

Shakespeare fashioned the story of Macbeth into one of the best- 
known tragic patterns—the rise and fall of a powerful but flawed in- 
dividual. In Elizabethan tragedies and in earlier Greek tragedies (see 
Part Two) the main character, or tragic hero, is generally a high- 
ranking person, distinguished by such admirable traits as integrity, 
bravery, and strength. The hero’s personality, however, also includes 
a fatal weakness, or tragic flaw, that causes his eventual decline from 
success to destruction. 

Shakespeare’s tragedy focuses on the downfall of Macbeth. At the 
start of the play, Macbeth is a brilliant and courageous general who 
unstintingly serves Duncan, his king. Macbeth is a noble Scot who 
commands great respect. As the play progresses, Macbeth’s hunger 
for more and greater power provokes increasingly reckless and vio- 
lent actions. Joined in his crimes by his wite, Macbeth rushes along a 
desperate course of terror and destruction, and by the play’s conclu- 
sion he is a broken man. 

Macbeth has always been a theatrical favorite, from Elizabethan 
times to the present. In many ways the faraway, dark, and murderous 
world of Macbeth is strangely current, in part because the people in 
the play are so vividly alive, in part because issues in the play—loy- 
alty, fate, quenchless ambition—are timeless. 
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Key Ideas in Macbeth 


As you read Macbeth, look for references to each of the follow- _ 
ing topics. If you keep track of what the work says about these 
subjects, you will grasp the most important themes of the play. 


¢ Appearance versus reality 

e Reason versus desire 

¢ Prophecies of the future 

¢ Attempts to control the future 

¢ Responses by humans to supernatural powers 
¢ Responses by nature to human actions 


Key Quotations from Macbeth 


As you read Macbeth, you will come across some of the most 
famous lines in English drama. Here are a few familiar quotations 
from the play. 


Fair is foul,. and foul is fair. 
—Three Witches, Act I, Scene i, 10. 


There’s no art 
To find the mind’s construction in the face: 
—Duncan, Act I, Scene iv, 11-12 


Yet do I fear thy nature; 
It is too full o’ th’ milk of human kindness 
—tLady Macbeth, Act I, Scene v, 15-16 


Will all great Neptune’s ocean wash this blood 
Clean from my hand? 


—Macbeth, Act II, Scene ii, 59-60 


Where we are 
There’s daggers in men’s smiles; 
—Donalbain, Act II, Scene iii, 126-127 


Things without all remedy 
Should be without regard: what’s done is dane. 
—Lady Macbeth, Act III, Scene ii, 11-12 


Double, double, toil and trouble; 
Fire burn and caldron bubble. 
—Three Witches, Act IV, Scene i, 20-21 


Out, out, brief candle! 
Life’s but a walking shadow, a poor player 
That struts and frets his hour upon the stage 
And then is heard no more. 
—Macbeth, Act V, Scene v, 23-26 
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Lady Macbeth and Macbeth. 


William Shakespeare 


Malcolm. Macduff, and Ross. 


The Tragedy of Macbeth 


CHARACTERS 


DUNCAN: King of Scotland 

MALCOLM: his elder son and heir to the 
throne 

DONALBAIN: his younger son 

MACBETH: ‘Thane of Glamis, a Scottish 
nobleman and general in King Duncan’s 
army 

LADY MACBETH: his wife 

BANQUO: Scottish nobleman and general in 
King Duncan’s army 

FLEANCE: hiS son 

macpuFF: Thane of Fife, a Scottish 
nobleman 

LADY MACDUFF: his wife 


LENNOX, ROSS, ANGUS, MENTEITH, CAITHNESS: 
noblemen of Scotland 


stwaRD: Earl of Northumberland, general of 
the English forces 
YOUNG SIWARD: his son 


THREE WITCHES 
A PORTER 

AN OLD MAN 

THREE MURDERERS 

HECATE: leader of the Witches 
APPARITIONS 

AN ENGLISH DOCTOR 

AGENTLEWOMAN: attending Lady Macbeth 
SEYTON: an Officer attending Macbeth 


Other LORDS, OFFICERS, SOLDIERS, ATTENDANTS, 
MESSENGERS 


ACT I 


Scene i. Scotland. An open place. 


[In the midst of a great storm of thunder and lightning, 
THREE WITCHES appear in a deserted, outdoor place. They are 
plotting to meet MACBETH, a nobleman and general in KING 
DUNCAN’s army, when he returns from battle. | 


FIRST WITCH. When shall we three meet again? 
In thunder, lightning, or in rain? 


SECOND WITCH. When the hurlyburly’s’ done, 1 hurlyburly: uproar and confusion 
When the battle’s lost and won. phate: 


5 THIRD WITCH. That will be ere the set of sun. 
FIRST WITCH. Where the place? 
SECOND WITCH Upon the heath. 


THIRD WITCH. There to meet with Macbeth. 


FIRST WITCH. I come, Graymalkin.” 2 Graymalkin: a common name for 
a gray cat. In Shakespeare’s time 

SECOND WITCH. Paddock? calls. cats and toads were believed to be 
witches’ familiars, or helpers. 

THIRD WITCH. Anon!* 3 Paddock: the second witch's 


familiar, a toad. 
ve goo ak 4 Anon: at once. 
10 ALL. Fair is foul, and foul is fair. 


Hover through the fog and filthy air. 


[The wiItcuES leave. | 


Scene 44. A camp. 


[The setting is a military camp near Forres, a town about a 
hundred miles north of Edinburgh in Scotland. From off- 
stage come the sounds of men fighting, weapons clashing, 
and trumpets blaring. DUNCAN, King of Scotland, enters with 
his two teenage sons. MALCOLM, the elder, who is heir to the 
throne, and DONALBAIN, the younger. With them are a Scottish 
nobleman, LENNOX, and other attendants. They meet a CapP- 
TAIN bleeding from wounds received in battle between the 
king’s army and the forces of his two rivals, Macdonwald 
and the Thane of Cawdor. DUNCAN learns of the battle’s prog- 
ress from the wounded sergeant. | 


1 : 1 bloody: the atmosphere of 
? 2 
KING. What bloody: an is that? He can report, vidience andl honor ie increased: by 
As seemeth by his plight, of the revolt images of blood throughout the play. 
The newest state. The word biood is used over one 


hundred times in Macbeth. 


rae 2 sergeant: in Shakespeare's time 
Z 
MALCOLM. This is the sergeant sergeant and captain were 
Who like a good and hardy soldier fought interchangeable. 
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5  ’Gainst my captivity.’ Hail, brave friend! 
Say to the king the knowledge of the broil* 
As thou didst leave it. 


CAPTAIN. Doubtful it stood, 
AS two spent swimmers, that do cling together - 
And choke their art.” The merciless Macdonwald— 

10 Worthy to be a rebel for to that 

The multiplying villainies of nature : 
Do swarm upon him®’—from the Western Isles’ 
Of kerns and gallowglasses® is supplied; 

_ And Fortune, on his damnéd quarrel smiling, 

15 Showed like a rebel’s wench:? but all’s too weak: 
For brave Macbeth—well he deserves that name— 
Disdaining Fortune, with his brandished steel, 
Which smoked with bloody execution, 

Like valor’s minion'® carved out his passage 

20 ~=s Till he faced the slave;"' 

Which nev’r shook hands, nor bade farewell to him, 
Till he unseamed him from the nave to th’ chops,'? 
And fixed his head upon our battlements. 


KING. O valiant cousin!'* Worthy gentleman! 


25 CAPTAIN. As whence the sun ’gins his reflection'* 
Shipwracking storms and direful thunders break, 
So from that spring whence comfort seemed to come 
Discomfort swells. Mark, King of Scotland, mark: 
No sooner justice had, with valor armed, 

30 Compelled these skipping kerns to trust their heels 
But the Norweyan lord,'*® surveying vantage,’® 
With furbished arms and new supplies of men, 
Began a fresh assault. 


KING. Dismayed not this 
‘Our captains, Macbeth and Banquo? 


CAPTAIN. Yes; 

35 AS sparrows eagles, or the hare the lion. 

If I say sooth,'’ I must report they were 

As cannons overcharged with double cracks;’® 

So they doubly redoubled strokes upon the foe. 

Except’? they meant to bathe in reeking wounds, 
40 Or memorize another Golgotha,”° 

I cannot tell— : 

But I am faint; my gashes cry for help. 


KING. So well thy words become thee as thy wounds; 
They smack of honor both. Go get him surgeons. 
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3 captivity: capture. 
’ 4 broll: battle. 


- ) 
5 choke their art: The image is of 
two exhausted swimmers, who by 
clinging to each other prevent each 
other from swimming. 


6 Worthy. . . him: suited to be a 
rebel because nature has given him 
many evil qualities. 

7 Western Isles: Ireland and the 
Hebrides, off Scotland. 

8 kerns and gallowglasses: light- 
armed foot soldiers and horsemen 
armed with axes, both from Ireland. 


9 Fortune. . . wench: Fortune 
appeared to favor the rebel 
Macdonwald. 


10 minion: favorite. 

11 slave: Macdonwaid. 

12 unseamed. . . chops: cut him 
open from the navel to the jaw. 


. Unseamed is one of the many sewing 


metaphors in the play. 


13 cousin: often a term of courtesy 
between noblemen. Duncan and 
Macbeth actually are first cousins. 
14 As. . . reflection: as from the 
same place from which the sun rises. 


15 Norweyan lord: Sweno, King of 
Norway. 

16 vantage: seeing an opportunity 
for attack. , 


17 sooth: truth. 


18 double cracks: double 
explosives. 


19 Except: unless. 


20 memorize . . . Golgotha [gol'ga 
tha]: make the place as memorable 

for slaughter as Golgotha, the place 
where Christ was crucified. 


[As the CapTAIN leaves with the help of attendants, 
noblemen ROSS and ANGUS arriue with more news of the 


fighting. | 
Who comes here? 


45 MALCOLM. The worthy Thane”' of Ross. 


LENNOX. What a haste looks through his eyes! So should he 
look 
That seems to” speak things strange. 


ROSS. God save the king! 
KING. Whence cam’st thou, worthy Thane? 


ROSS. From Fife, great King; 

Where the Norweyan banners flout the sky 

50 And fan our people cold.” 
Norway™ himself, with terrible numbers, 
Assisted by that most disloyal traitor 
The Thane of Cawdor, began a dismal” conflict; 
Till that Bellona’s bridegroom, lapped in proof,” 
Confronted him with self-comparisons,”’ 
Point against point, rebellious arm ’gainst arm, 
Curbing his lavish*® spirit: and, to conclude, 
The victory fell on us. 


KING. Great happiness! 


ROSS. That now 
Sweno,. the Norways’ king, craves composition,” 
60 Nor would we deign him burial of his men 
Till he disburséd, at Saint Colme’s Inch,*° 
Ten thousand dollars*’ to our general use. 


KING. No more that Thane of Cawdor shall deceive 
Our bosom interest:*? go pronounce his present*? death, 
And with his former title greet Macbeth. 


Ross. I’ll see it done. 
KING. What he hath lost, noble Macbeth hath won. 


[They leave. | 


Scene iti. A heath. 


[it is thundering as the THREE WITCHES wait on a desolate 
heath for MACBETH Gnd BANQUO. The two generals are on their 
way tO KING DUNCAN’s palace at Forres. As they wait, the 


21 Thane: a Scottish title of nobility, 
similar to an English earl. 


22 seems to: seems about to. 


23 flout. . . cold: The invading 
banners filled the Scots with a cold 
fear. 

24 Norway: the King of Norway. 

25 dismal: ominous. 

26 Bellona’s . . . proof: Macbeth is 
referred to as the mate of Bellona, 
Roman goddess of war, dressed in 
tested armor (proof). 

27 Confronted . . . self- 
comparisons: faced him with equal 
courage and skill. : 

28 lavish: arrogant. 


29 craves composition: desires 
terms of peace. 


30 Saint Coime’s Inch: Isle of St. 
Columbia near Edinburgh, Scotland. 
31 dollars: Dollars were first coined 
in 1518, about five hundred years 
after Macbeth’'s time. 

32 bosom interest: vital and 
confidential concerns. 

33 present: immediate. 
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witches speak of their evil powers. They greet the two men 
with strange prophecies of future glory, saying that MACBETH 
will ultimately be King of Scotland and that BANQUO will be 
a father of kings. | 


10 


15 


20 


25 


30 
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FIRST WITCH. Where hast thou been, sister? 
SECOND WITCH. Killing swine." 
THIRD WITCH. Sister, where thou? 


FIRST WITCH. A sailor’s wife had chestnuts in her lap, 

And mounched, and mounched, and mounched. 
“Give me,” quoth I. 

“Aroint thee,’ witch!” the rump-fed ronyon’ cries. 
Her husband’s to Aleppo* gone, master o’ th’ Tiger: 
But in a sieve I'll thither sail, 
And, like a rat without a tail,> 
Pil do, Pil do, and Pll do. 


SECOND WITCH. I’ll give thee a wind.® 
FIRST WITCH. Th’ art kind. 
THIRD WITCH. And I another. 


FIRST WITCH. I myself have all the other; 
And the very ports they blow, 
Alf the quarters that they know 
I’ th’ shipman’s card.’ 
PH drain him dry as hay: 
Sleep shall neither night nor day 
Hang upon his penthouse lid;* 
He shall live a man forbid:? 
Weary sev’nights'® nine times nine 
Shall he dwindle, peak,"' and pine: 
Though his bark cannot be lost, 
Yet it shali be tempest-tossed. 
Look what I have. 


SECOND WITCH. Show me, show me. 

FIRST WITCH. Here I have a pilot’s thumb,'? 
Wracked as homeward he did come. 
[The sound of a drum is heard offstage. | 

THIRD WITCH. A drum, a drum! 

Macbeth doth come. 
ALL. The weird’? sisters, hand in hand, 


Posters'* .of the sea and land, 
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4 Killing swine: |t was commonly 
believed that witches killed or 
bewitched domestic animals. 


2 Aroint thee: Go away! 

3 rump-fed ronyon: fat-rumped, 
shabby creature. 

4 Aleppo: The captain of the ship 
Tiger is sailing to Aleppo, then a city 
in Syria. 

§ sleve. . . tall: According to 
popular belief, a witch often used a 
sieve as a boat and could assume 
the shape of any animal, but the tail 
would always be missing. 

6 wind: Witches were thougNt to sell 
winds. 


7 shipman’s card: circular piece of 
cardboard on which the thirty-two 
points of the compass are marked. 
8 penthouse lid: the eyelid, which 
overhangs the eye like a penthouse. 
A penthouse was originally a shed 
with a roof that sloped down from the 
main building. 

9 forbid: cursed. 

10 sev'nights: weeks. 

11 peak: waste away. 


12 thumb: Parts of corpses were 
used to create spells. 


13 weird: As a noun this word once 
meant fate or destiny. As an 
adjective it indicates that the witches 
can foresee people’s destinies. 

14 Posters: swift travelers. 
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Thus do go about, about: 

Thrice to thine, and thrice to mine, 
And thrice again, to make up nine. 
Peace! The charm’s wound up. 


[MACBETH @nd BANQUO enter. } 


MACBETH. So foul and fair a day I have not seen.’* 15 So. . . seen: foul because of the 
storm; fair because of his victory. 
BANQUO. How far is ’t called to Forres? What are these (Compare with Act I, scene i, 


‘ . : . line 10. 
So withered, and so wild in their attire, 
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That look not like th’ inhabitants o’ th’ earth, 
And yet are on’ ’t? Live you, or are you aught 
That man may question? You seem to understand me, 


By each at once her choppy“° finger laying 16 choppy: chapped. 
4, Upon her skinny lips. You should be women, 
And yet your beards’’ forbid me to interpret 17 beards: According to popular 


That you are so belief, witches often had beards. 


MACBETH. Speak, if you can: what are you? ' 
FIRST WITCH. All hail, Macbeth! Hail to thee, Thane of Glamis! 


SECOND WITCH. All hail, Macbeth! Hail to thee, Thane of 
Cawdor! 


THIRD WITCH. All hail, Macbeth, that shalt be King hereafter! 


[MacBETH is startled by the wiITCHES’ greeting; BANQUO 
notices and addresses him. | 


BANQUO. Good sir, why do you start, and seem to fear 
Things that do sound so fair? [To the witcues.] I’ th’ name 
of truth, 
Are ye fantastical,’® or that indeed 18 fantastical: imaginary. 
Which outwardly ye show? My noble partner 
55 You greet with present grace and great prediction 
Of noble having’® and of royal hope, 19 having: possession, fortune. 
That he seems rapt withal:”° to me you speak not. 20 rapt withal: entranced. 
If you can look into the seeds of time, 
And say which grain will grow and which will not, 
6¢ Speak then to me, who neither beg nor fear 
Your favors nor your hate. 


FIRST WITCH. Hail! 

SECOND WITCH. Hail! 

THIRD WITCH. Hail! 

FIRST WITCH. Lesser than Macbeth, and greater. 

SECOND WITCH. Not so happy,’ yet much happier. 21 happy: fortunate. 


THIRD WITCH. Thou shalt. get kings, though thou be none. 
So all hail, Macbeth and Banquo! 


FIRST WITCH. Banquo and Macbeth, all hail! 
22 imperfect: because their 


MACBETH. Stay, you imperfect** speakers, tell me more: predictions have been so puzzling, 
By Sinel’s”* death | know I am Thane of Glamis; 23 Sinel’s [si’nalz]: referring to 
But how of Cawdor? The Thane of Cawdor lives, — Manoen ls taiiel: 


A prosperous gentleman; and to be King 
Stands not within the prospect of belief, 
P No more than to be Cawdor. Say from whence 
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85 


90 


95 


You owe this strange intelligence?** Or why 
Upon this blasted heath you stop our way 
With such prophetic greeting? Speak, I charge you. 


[Tbe WITCHES vanish. | 


BANQUO. The earth hath bubbles as the water has, 


And these are.of them. Whither are they vanished? 


MACBETH. Into the air, and what seemed corporal** melied 


As breath into the wind. Would”® they had stayed! 


BANQUO. Were such things here as we do speak about? 


Or have we eaten on the insane root?’ 


That takes the reason prisoner? 


BANQUO 


[ROSS and aNGus, two Scottish noblemen, arrive with a 


message from KING DUNCAN. | 


MACBETH. Your children shall be kings. 


You shall be King. 


MACBETH. And Thane of Cawdor too. Went it not so? 


BANQUO. To th’ selfsame tune and words. Who’s here? 


Ross. The King hath happily received, Macbeth, 


The news of thy success; and when he reads” 
Thy personal venture in the rebels’ fight, 

His wonders and his praises do contend 

Which should be thine or his.”® Silenced with that, 
In viewing o’er the rest o’ th’ selfsame day, 

He finds thee in the stout Norweyan ranks, 
Nothing afeard of what thyself didst make, 

Strange images of death.*° As thick as tale 

Came post with post, and every one did bear 
Thy praises in his kingdom’s great defense, 


100 ANGUS. 
To give thee; from our royal master, thanks; 


105 


Only to herald thee into his sight, 


Not pay thee. 


And poured them down before him. 


We are sent 


Ross. And for an earnest*” of a greater honor, 


He bade me, from him, call thee Thane of Cawdor; 
In which addition,’ hail, most worthy Thane! 


For it is thine. 


In borrowed robes?** 


BANQUO. [Aside.| What, can the devil speak true? 


MACBETH. The Thane of Cawdor lives: why do you dress me 


24 owe. . . intelligence: where you 


' got this strange information. 


25 corporal [k6r’ par al]: flesh and 
blood, real. 
26 Would: | wish. 


27 insane root: A number of plants, 
such as henbane and hemlock, were 
believed to cause insanity. 


28 reads: thinks about. 


29 His. . . his: His amazement at 
the victory struggles with his desire 
to praise Macbeth. 


30 Nothing. . . death: killing, yet 
not afraid of dying. 

31 post with post: message ajfter 
message. 


32 earnest: pledge. 


33 In which addition: with this new 
title. 


34 why. . . robes: The idea that 
Macbeth’s honors are ill-fitting occurs 
several times in the play. 
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ANGUS. Who was the thane lives yet, 
i190 ~=But under heavy judgment bears that life 
Which he deserves to lose. Whether he was combined 


With those of Norway, or did line*’ the rebel 35 line: support, strengthen. 
With hidden help and vantage, or that with both 
He labored in his country’s wrack,*° I know not; 36 wrack: ruin. 


“38 But treasons capital, confessed and proved, 
‘Have overthrown him. 


MACBETH. [Aside. | Glamis, and Thane of Cawdor: 
The greatest is behind.*’ [Addressing Ross and ANGUS. | 37 behind: stil! to come. 
Thanks for your pains. ; 
[Aside to BANQUO.] Do you not hope your children shall be 
kings, 
When those that gave the Thane of Cawdor to me 
Promised no less to them? 


0 BANQUO. [Aside to MACBETH. ] That, trusted home,*® 38 trusted home: fully believed. 
Might yet enkindle you unto*’ the crown, 39 enkindle you unto: encourage 
Besides the Thane of Cawdor. But ’tis strange: you to hope for. 


And oftentimes, to win us to our harm, 

The instruments of darkness tell us truths, 
i25 Win us with honest trifles, to betray’s 

In deepest consequence. 

Cousins, a word, I pray you. 


[BANQUO speaks privately to the two noblemen while Mac- 
BETH expresses his thoughts in an aside. | 


MACBETH. Two truths are told, 
As happy prologues to the swelling act 
Of the imperial theme.*°—I thank you, gentlemen— 40 swelling . . . theme: stately idea 


of becoming king. 


[MACBETH interrupts himself to speak to ROSS and BANQUO; 
he then continues his aside. | 


This supernatural soliciting*’ 41 supernatural soliciting: con- 
Cannot be ill, cannot be good. If ill, sulting the witches. 

Why hath it given me earnest of success, 

Commencing in a truth? I am Thane of Cawdor: 


a 


If good, why do I yield to that suggestion*” 42. suggestion: thought of murder. 
8 y y 88 ig 
‘di * : ing Duncan. ' 
Whose horrid image doth unfix my hair a AS abated fisniy-fledad: 
And make my seated*? heart knock at my ribs, 44 Against. . . nature: contrary to 
j yre?tt my normal state. 
Against the use of natire? Feeseat fears 45 Present fears . . . inaginings: 
Are less than horrible imaginings. Although Macbeth is unafraid of the 
iS 
; ; real dangers of battle, his courage is 
My thought, whose murder yet is but fantastical, Sappad: by his Superiaiiral thoughis 
Shakes so my single state of man that function - 46 function. . . Is not: | am so 
i i j i unnerved by my imaginings that my 
Is smomered 1 surmise; and nothing 1s ability to act is stifled. The only things 
But what is not, that are real fo me now are unreal. 
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150 


BANQUO. [Speaking to ross about MACBETH.| Look = + 


how our partner’s rapt. 


MACBETH. [Aside.] If chance will have me King, why, chance 


may crown me, 
Without my stir.*’ 


BANQUO. New honors come upon him, 


Like our strange garments, cleave not to their mold 
But with the aid of use.*® 


MACBETH. [Aside. | Come what come may, 


Time and the hour runs through the roughest day. 


BANQUO. Worthy Macbeth, we stay upon your leisure.” 


MACBETH. Give me your favor.°° My dull brain was wrought 


With things forgotten.” Kind gentlemen, your pains 

Are registered where every day I turn 

The leaf to read them. Let us toward the King. 

[Aside to BANQUO.] Think upon what hath chanced, and at 
more time, 

The interim having weighed it,” let us speak 

Our free hearts® each to other. 


155 BANQUO. Very gladly. 


MACBETH. Till then, enough. Come, friends. 


[They all leave together.]| 


Scene iv. The palace at Forres. 


[At KING DUNCAN’s palace at Forres, the king and his two 
f  s0nS, MALCOLM @nd DONALBAIN, enter to a fanfare of trumpets. 


They are accompanied by LENNOX and other attendants. They 
discuss the execution of the treacherous Thane of Cawdor 
and praise MACBETH and BANQUO for their valor. | 


KING. Is execution done on Cawdor? Are not 


Those in commission’ yet returned? 


MALCOLM. My liege, 


They are not yet come back. But I have spoke 
With one that saw him die, who did report 
That very frankly he confessed his treasons, 
Implored your Highness’ pardon and set forth 
A deep repentance: nothing in his life 

Became him like the leaving it. He died 

As one that had been studied? in his death, 

To throw away the dearest thing he owed? 

As ‘twere a careless‘ trifle. 


47 stir: without an effort on my part. 


48 Like...use: like new clothes 
that do not fit comtortably until worn 
for a while. 


49 we stay. . . lelsure: we are 
waiting for you at your convenience. 


50 Give. . . favor: Pardon me. 
51 wrought. . . forgotten: Macbeth 


pretends to be distracted by things 
he says he has forgotten. 


52 The Interim. ... it: having had 
time to consider it. 


53 Our free hearts: our minds freely. 


1 Those In commission: those 
charged with the duty of the 
execution. 


2 studied: a theatrical term meaning 
“learned by heart.” Cawdor died as if 
he had carefully rehearsed his 
execution. 


3 owed: owned. 
4 careless: worthless. 
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KING. There’s no art 


To find the mind’s construction in the face:? 
He was a gentleman on whom I built 
An absolute trust. 


[MACBETH, BANQUO, ROSS, @nd ANGUS join them. The KING ad- 


dresses MACBETH. | 


O worthiest cousin! 
The sin of my ingratitude even now 
Was heavy on me: thou art so far before,® 
That swiftest wing of recompense is slow 
To overtake thee. Would thou hadst less deserved, 
That the proportion both of thanks and payment 
Might have been mine! Only I have left to say, 
More is thy due than more than all can pay.’ 


MACBETH. The service and the loyalty I owe, 


In doing it, pays itself. Your Highness’ part 
Is to receive our duties: and our duties 
Are to your throne and state children and servants; 


Which do but what they should, by doing every thing 


Safe toward® your love and honor. 


KING. Welcome hither. 


I have begun to plant thee, and will labor 

To make thee full of growing. Noble Banquo, 
That hast no less deserved, nor must be known 
No less to have done so,” let me enfold thee 
And hold thee to my heart. 


BANQUO. | There if I grow, 


The harvest is your own. 


KING. My plenteous joys, 


Wanton"® in fullness, seek to hide themselves 

In drops of sorrow. Sons, kinsmen, thanes, 

And you whose places are the nearest, know, 
We will establish our estate upon 

-2, Otif eldest; Matcotm; whom wé name hereafter 
~The Prince of Cumberlatid: which honor must 
Not unaccompanied ‘invest’ him only, 

But signs of nobleness, jike stars, shall shine 

On all, (leservers. From hence to ‘Inverness,’ 


And bind us further to you. 


MACBETH. The rest is labor, which is not used for you.'* 


I'll be myself the harbinger,’* and make joyful 
The hearing of my wife with your approach; : ; | 
So, humbly take my leave. 
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5 There’s . . . face: There is no way 
to know what a person is thinking by 
looking at his face. 


6 so far before: so far ahead. 


7 Would. . . pay: If you had been 

fess worthy, | could have repaid you 
what you deserve. You deserve more 
than anyone could pay. 


8 Safe toward: with sure regard for. 


9 That. . . 80: who is just as 
deserving as Macbeth. 


ane 
10 Wanton: unrestrained. : 


11 establish . . . eldest: | will settle 
the succession of the throne upon my 
oldest son. The throne of Scotland 
was not hereditary then. Macbeth 
now realizes that chance will not 
crown him. (Compare with Act |, 
Scene iii, line 143.) 


12 Inverness [in var nes’ ]: 
Macbeth’s castle, about twenty-five 
miles away. 


13 The rest. . . you: Anything not 
Cone for you is a burden. 

14 harbinger [har bin jar]: officer 
who precedes royalty to arrange 
reception for a visit. 


55 


KING. 


My worthy Cawdor! 


MACBETH. [Aside.] The Prince of Cumberland! That is a step 


On which I must fall down, or else o’erleap, 
For in my way it lies. Stars, hide your fires; 
Let not light see my black and deep desires:’” 


~The eye wink at the hand,’® yet let that be 


Which the eye fears, when it is done, to see. 


[MACBETH leaves. | 


KING. True, worthy Banquo; he is full so valiant, 


And in his commendations I am fed; * 

It is a banquet tc me. Let’s after him, 

Whose care is gone before to bid us welcome. 
It is a peerless kinsman. 


[They all leave to a flourish of trumpets. | 


Scene v. The castle at Inverness. 


[In MACBETH’s castle at Inverness, LADY MACBETH 4@ppears 
alone, reading a letter from her husband. | 


20 


LADY MACBETH. | Reads. | “They met me in the day of success; and 


I have learned by the perfect’st report they have more in 
them than mortal knowledge. When I burned in desire to 
question them further, they made themselves air, into 
which they vanished. Whiles I stood rapt in the wonder of 
it, came missives’ from the King, who all-hailed me ‘Thane 
of Cawdor’; by which title, before, these weird sisters 
saluted me, and referred me to the coming on of time, with 
‘Hail, King that shalt be!’ This have I thought good to 
deliver thee, my dearest partner of greatness, that thou 
mightst not lose the dues of rejoicing, by being ignorant of 
what greatness is promised thee. Lay it to thy heart, and 
farewell.” 


Glamis thou art, and Cawdor, and shalt be 

What thou art promised. Yet do I fear. thy nature; 

It is too. full o’ th’ milk of human kindness” 

To ‘catch the nearest way.” > Thou, wouldst be preat, 

Att not without ambition, but ‘without 4 

The iliness* ‘should attend it. What thou wouldst highly, 
That wouldst thou holily; wouldst not play false, 

And yet wouldst wrongly win. Thou’dst have, great Glamis, 
That which cries ‘Thus thou must do” if thou have it; 
And that which rather thou dost fear to do 

Than wishest should be undone.’ Hie thee hither, 


15 Stars. . . desires: Macbeth calls 
on darkness to obscure his action. 
This is one of many images of 
darkness in the play. 

16 The eye. . . hand: Let my eyes 
be blind to my hand’s deed. 


1 missives: messengers. 


2 th’ milk. . . kindness: 
sentimentality. 
3 To catch. . . way: the quickest 


way to the throne—killing Duncan. 


4 Illness: wickedness. 


5 Thou’dst. . . undone: What you 
want, Glamis, requires you to do 
certain things in order to get it. You 
are afraid to do these things, but you 
would rather do them than not get 
what you want. 
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_ MACBETH. 


LADY MACBETH. 


That I may pour my spirits in thine ear, 

And chastise® with the valor of my tongue 
All that impedes thee from the golden round’ 
Which fate and metaphysical® aid doth seem 
To have thee crowned withal. 


[A MESSENGER arrives. | 


What is your tidings? 


MESSENGER. The King comes here tonight. 


Is not thy master with him, who, were ’t so, 
Would have informed for preparation? 


MESSENGER. So please you, it is true. Our thane is coming. 


One of my fellows had the speed of him,’ 
Who, almost dead for breath, had scarcely more 
Than would make up his message. 


Give him tending; 
He brings great news. [Tbe MESSENGER leaves. ] 

The raven” himself is hoarse 
That croaks the fatal entrance of Duncan 
Under my battlements. Come, you spirits 
That tend on mortal'’ thoughts, unsex me here, 
And fill me, from the crown to the toe, top-full 
Of direst cruelty! Make thick my blood, 
Stop up th’ access and passage to remorse,’” 
That no compunctious visitings of nature’® 
Shake my fell’* purpose, nor keep peace between 
Th’ effect’* and it! Come to my woman’s breasts, 


And take my milk for gall,’° you murd’ring ministers, 


Wherever in your sightless substances 

You wait on’’ nature’s mischief! Come, thick night, 
And pall thee in the dunnest smoke’® of hell, 

That my keen knife see not the wound it makes, 
Nor heaven peep through the blanket of the dark, 
To cry “Hold, hold!” 


[MACBETH enters. | 


Great Glamis! Worthy Cawdor! 
Greater than both, by the all-hail hereafter! 
Thy letters have transported me beyond 
This ignorant present, and I feel now 
The future in the instant.’ 


My dearest love, 
Duncan comes here tonight. 
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Thou’rt mad to say it! 


6 chastise: reprimand. 
7 golden round: the crown. 
8 metaphysical: supernatural. 


9 had. . . him: overtook him. 


10 raven: traditionally a bird of il) 
omen. 


11 mortal: murderous. 


12 remorse: compassion. 


13 compunctious. . . nature: 
natural feelings of pity. 

14 fell: deadly. 

15 effect: fulfillment. 


16 And. . . gaff: change any 
kindness to bitter hatred, murdering 
agents. 

17 In your sightless . . . on: in your 
invisible forms you are ready to bring 
out the evil in nature. 

18 pall. . . smoke: enshroud 
yourself in the darkest smoke. 


19 In the Instant: at this very 
moment. 


LADY MACBETH. And, when goes hence? 


MACBETH. Tomorrow, as he purposes. 


LADY MACBETH. O, never 
60 - Shall sun that morrow see! 
Your face, my Thane, is as a book where men 
May read strange matters. To beguile the time, 
Look like the time;*” bear welcome in your eye, 


Your hand, your tongue: look like th’ innocent flower, 


65 But be the serpent under ’t. He that’s coming 
Must be provided for: and you shall put 
This night’s great business into my dispatch;”’ 
Which shall to all our nights and days to come 
Give solely sovereign sway and masterdom. 


MACBETH. We will speak further. 


70 LADY MACBETH. 
To alter favor ever is to fear.?3 
Leave all the rest to me. 


Only look up clear.” 


[They leave. | 


Scene vi. Outside the castle at Inverness. 


[Outside MACBETH’s castle oboes sound to announce. the ar- 
rival of royalty. KING DUNCAN and his sons enter with a group 
of Scottish noblemen, including BANQUO, LENNOX, MACDUFF, 
ROSS, and ANGUS. It is nighttime, and they are attended by 
servants with torches. | 


KING. This castle hath a pleasant seat;' the air 
Nimbly and sweetly recommends itself 
Unto our gentle senses. 


BANQUO. This guest of summer, 

The temple-haunting martlet, does approve 
5 By his loved mansionry that the heaven’s breath 

Smells wooingly here.” No jutty,” frieze, 
Buttress, nor coign of vantage,* but this bird 
Hath made his pendent bed and procreant cradle.’ 
Where they most breed and haunt, I have observed 
The air is delicate. 


[LADY MACBETH enters to welcome her guests. | 


10 KING. See, see, our honored hostess! 
The love that follows us sometime is our trouble, 
Which still we thank as love.® Herein I teach you 


20 To beguile . . . the time: To 
deceive observers, imitate their 
expressions. 


21 my dispatch: Lady Macbeth 
plans to manage the whole affair. 


22 look up clear: appear innocent. 


23 To. . . fear: To change your 
usual appearance will reveal your 
fear and arouse suspicion. 


1 seat: location. 


2 temple-haunting. . . here: The 
house martin, a swallowlike bird, 
usually nests in churches. The 
presence of its nests (mansionry) at 
Macbeth’s castle indicates that this is 
a pleasant place. In Shakespeare's 
time martin was a slang term for dupe. 
3 jutty: projection. 


4 coign of vantage: advantageous 
comer. 

5 procreant [pr6’kré ant] cradle: 
nest for the young. 


6 The love. . . love: Duncan 
means that since his visit to Macbeth 
and his wife is prompted by his love 
for them, they should forgive him for 
the great trouble he is causing. 
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How you shall bid God ’ield us for your pains 
And thank us for your trouble.’ 


LADY MACBETH. All our service 
15 In every point twice done, and then done double, 
Were poor and single business® to contend 
Against those honors deep and broad wherewith 
Your Majesty loads our house: for those of old, 
And the Iate. dignities heaped up to them, 
‘We rest your hermits.” 


20 KING. Where’s the Thane of Cawdor? 
We coursed him at the heels,'° and had a purpdse 
To be his purveyor:"' but he rides well, 


And his great love, sharp as his spur, hath holp’? him 


To his home before us. Fair and noble hostess, 
We are your guest tonight. 


25 LADY MACBETH. Your servants ever 
Have theirs, themselves, and what is theirs, in compt, 
To make their audit at your Highness’ pleasure, 
Still to return your own.’* 


KING. Give me your hand. 
- Conduct me to mine host: we love him highly, 
30 And shall continue our graces towards him. 
By your leave, hostess. 


[LADY MACBETH and the KING go into the castle. | 


\ 


Scene vii. The castle at Inverness. 


[in a torch-lit room in MACBETH’s castle, music is heard. A 
Steward, followed by other servants carrying dishes of food, 
crosses the stage. AS they leave, MACBETH enters. He is trying 
to make up his mind about murdering DUNCAN, who is still 
in the banquet room. It is the likelibood of punishment, not 
the moral consequences of the crime, that discourages MAC- 


BETH from proceeding with the murder. | 


MACBETH. If it were done when ‘tis done, then ’twere well 


It were done quickly.’ If th’ assassination 
Could trammel up the consequence, and catch, 
With his surcease, success; that but this blow 
5 Might be the be-all and the end-all—here, 
But here, upon this bank and shoal of time, 
We'd jump the life to come.” But in these cases 
We still have judgment’ here; that we but teach 
Bloody instructions, which, being taught, return 
1¢ To plague th’ inventor:*. this even-handed justice 
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7 bid God ‘ield us. . . trouble: Ask 
God to reward me for the pains | 
have caused and thank me for the 
trouble | have caused—all has been 
brought about by my love for you. 


8 single.business: feeble service. 


9 We. . . hermits: We (as hermits) 
will pray for you. Hermits were often 
paid to pray for another's soul. 


10 coursed. . . heels: pursued him 


’ closely. 


11 purveyor: advance supply 
officer. ; 
12 holp: helped. 


13 Have. . . own: Have themselves 
and everything that is theirs in trust 
for you, to be rendered to you at your 
wish. 


1 If. . . quickly: If the murder itself 
would put an end to this whole 
situation, then it would be best to do 
it quickly. 

2 If. . . come: If the murder could 
be done without consequence and 

if his death would achieve my 
objective, | would risk life in the world 
to come. 


3 still. . . judgment: receive 
sentence. 
4 that we. . . inventor: we teach 


others how to commit evil acts that 
they may in turn inflict on us. 


ie 


Commends? th’ ingredients of our poisoned chalice® 
To our own lips. He’s here in double trust: 

' First, as I am his kinsman and his subject, . 
Strong both against the deed; then, as his host, 

15 Who should against his murderer shut the door, 
Not bear the knife myself. Besides, this Duncan 
Hath borne his faculties’ so meek, hath been 
So clear* in his great office, that his virtues 
Will plead like angels trumpet-tongued against 

29 The deep damnation of his taking-off, 

And pity, like a naked newborn babe, 

Striding the blast, or heaven’s cherubin’ horsed f 
Upon the sighttess couriers of the air,’® 

Shall blow the horrid deed in every eye, 

25 That tears shall drown the wind. I have no spur 
To prick the sides of my intent, but only 
Vaulting ambition, which o’erleaps itself 
And falls on th’ other— 


[LADY MACBETH joins him. | 


How now! What news? 


LADY MACBETH. He has almost supped. Why have you left the 


chamber? 
MACBETH. Hath he asked for me? 
30 LADY MACBETH. Know you not he has? 


MACBETH. We will proceed no further in this business: 
He hath honored me of late, and I have bought" 
Golden opinions from all sorts of people, 

Which would be worn now in their newest gloss, 
Not cast aside so soon. 


35 LADY MACBETH. Was the hope drunk 
Wherein you dressed yourself? Hath it slept since? 
And wakes it now, to look so green and pale 
At what it did so freely? From this time 
Such I account thy love. Art thou afeard 

40 To be the same in thine own act and valor 
As thou art in desire? Wouldst thou have that - 
Which thou esteem’st the ornament of life,!? 
And live a coward in thine own esteem, 
Letting “I dare not” wait upon “I would,” 

Like the poor cat i’ th’ adage?’* 


45 MACBETH. Prithee, peace! 
1 dare do all that may become a man; 
Who dares do more is none. 


5 commends: offers. 
6 chalice: cup. 


7 borne. . . faculties: used his 


powers. 
8 clear: biameless, free from 
reproach. 


9 cherubin: angels. 


10 sightless. . . air: invisible 
runners (the wind). 


11 bought: acquired. 


12 ornament of life: the crown. 


13 poor. . . adage: An old proverb 
tells of the cat who holds back from 
catching fish because it is afraid of 


getting its feet wet. 
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LADY MACBETH. 


MACBETH. 


LADY MACBETH. 


MACBETH. 


LADY MACBETH. 


MACBETH. 


What beast was ’t then 
That made you break’* this enterprise to me? 
When you durst do it, then you were a man; 

And to be more than what you were, you would 
Be so much more the man. Nor time nor place 
Did then adhere,’* and yet you would make both. 
They have made themselves, and that their fitness now 
Does unmake you.’® I have given suck, and know 
How tender ‘tis to love the babe that milks me: 

I would, while it was smiling in my face, 

Have plucked my nipple from his boneless gums, 
And dashed the brains out, had I so sworn as you 
Have done to this. 


If we should fail? 


We fail? 
But screw your courage to the sticking-place,’” 
And we’ll not fail. When Duncan is asleep— 
Whereto the rather shall his day’s hard journey 
Soundly invite him—his two chamberlains 

Will I with wine and wassail'® so convince,’® 
That memory, the warder of the brain, 

Shall be a fume, and the receipt of reason 

A limbeck only:*° when in swinish sleep 

Their drenchéd natures lies as in a death, 
What cannot you and I perform upon 

Th’ unguarded Duncan, what not put upon 

His spongy”’ officers, who shall bear the guilt 
Of our great quell??? 


Bring forth men-children only; 
For thy undaunted mettle*”* should compose 
Nothing but males. Will it not be received, 

When we have marked with blood those sleepy two 
Of his own chamber, and used their very daggers, 
That they have done ’t? , 


Who dares receive it other,”4 
As” we shall make our griefs and clamor roar 
Upon his death? 


I am settled, and bend up 

Each corporal agent to this terrible feat. 

Away, and mock the time”® with fairest show: 

False face must hide what the false heart doth know. 


[They leave. | 
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14 break: disclose. 


15 Did then adhere: was then 
appropriate (for murder). 


16 They. . . unmake you: Now that 
time and place are right, their very 
convenience has made you Jess of a 
man. 


17 screw. . . sticking-place: as in 
Preparing a crossbow, screw the 
bowstring tight into the notch 
(sticking-place) where it will not slip 
before firing. 


18 wassgail [wos’al]: carousing, 
merrymaking. 
19 convince: overpower. 


20 memory. . . only: Memory, the 
guardian of the brain, shall become 
only a vapor, and the brain only a still 
(limebeck) into which the fumes 
pass. 


21 spongy: sodden. 
22 quell: murder. 


23 mettle: spirit. 


24 recelve it other: take it otherwise. 
25 As: seeing that. 


26 mock the time: mislead the 
worid; misiead all observers. 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


Recalling 


1. 


After the brief Act |, Scene i, what does the 
captain in Scene ii tell Duncan that Macbeth 
did to the rebel Macdonwald? What does 
Ross report about Macbeth’s confrontation 
with the Thane of Cawdor? How does Duncan 
reward Macbeth? 


. In Scene iii what do the witches predict for 


Macbeth and for Banquo? In lines 143-144 
what does Macbeth decide to do about his 
horrible imaginings? 


. In Scene iv what obstacle does King Duncan 


place between Macbeth and the throne of 
Scotland? In lines 48-50, what does Mac- 
beth say about the king’s proclamation? 


. At the end of Scene v, how does Lady Mac- 


beth advise Macbeth to behave toward the 
guests who will be arriving shortly? 


. In his speech at the beginning of Scene vii, 


what misgivings does Macbeth voice about 
killing King Duncan? 


. At the end of Scene vii, what plan does Lady 


Macbeth propose to Macbeth? ° 


Interpreting 
7. What kind of man is Macbeth? Base your an- 


swer on what you have learned about him 
from the reports of the captain and Banquo in 
Scene ii and from his association with the 
witches in Scene iii. How does Macbeth’s re- 
action to the witches differ from Banquo’s? 


. What additional character traits does Shake- 


speare reveal through Macbeth’s aside at the 
end of Scene iii? How do these traits relate 
to the weaknesses of character that Lady 
Macbeth, in her speech at the beginning of 
Scene v, fears will prevent her husband from 
securing the Scottish throne? 


. What kind of woman is revealed in Lady Mac- 


beth’s speeches in Scene v? How does she 
feel about her husband? What motivates her 
to help Macbeth plan a course of action? 


10. In Scene vii how does Lady Macbeth make 
Macbeth pledge every effort to bring about 
Duncan’s death? 


_ 11. Reread King Duncan's speeches in Scenes ii, 


iv, and vi. What are several adjectives that 
might describe him? What kind of character is 
Shakespeare trying to create? 


Extending 
12. What do you think the witches represent? 
What is their effect on Macbeth? How do you 
think he would behave if he had never met 

A them? 


LITERARY FOCUS 


Blank Verse 

Shakespeare’s plays are written largely in 
blank verse—unrhymed lines of iambic pentam- 
eter. Each line is divided into five units, or feet, 
with the stress falling on every second syllable. 
Blank verse is a versatile meter and comes clos- 
est of all metrical patterns to everyday speech. It 
can be used for description, as in the captain’s 
report of the battle and Macbeth’s bravery (Act |, 
Scene ii). It can be used for conversations of all 
kinds—for exhortation or rebuke, as in Lady Mac- 
beth’s chastisement of Macbeth (Act I, Scene vii), 
or for introspection, as in Macbeth's soliloquy 
over the murder of Duncan (Act |, Scene vii). 
Shakespeare is so skillful in the variation of 
rhythms, stresses, and caesura (page 20) in his 
blank verse that he can convey a speaker’s every 
mood. 


Thinking About Blank Verse 

Hi Read aloud Macbeth’s aside at the end of Act 
|, Scene iii, lines 127-142. Emphasize the 
stresses so that you are aware of the basic 
iambic pattern. Analyze eight to ten lines of the 
passage and discuss how Shakespeare varies 
rhythms, stresses, and caesuras (page 20) to 
create a particular mood. Identify the mood 
you think he creates. 
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ACT II 


Scene i. The castle at Inverness. 


[Jt ts late at night as BANQUO and his son, FLEANCE, both 
guests Of MACBETH’s, enter the courtyard of the castle. FLEANCE 
carries a torch to light the way.) : 

N 


BANQUO. How goes the night, boy? 
FLEANCE. The moon is down; I have not heard the clock. 
BANQUO. And she goes down at twelve. 


FLEANCE. I take’t, ‘tis later, sir. 


BANQUO. Hold, take my sword. There’s husbandry’ in heaven. 


Their candles are all out. Take thee that’ too. 
A heavy summons? lies like lead upon me, 
And yet I would not sleep. Merciful powers, 
Restrain in me the curséd thoughts that nature 
Gives way to in respose! 


oa 


[MACBETH and a servant carrying.a torch appear. | 


Give me my sword! 
10 Who’s there? 


MACBETH. A friend. 


BANQUO. What, sir, not yet at rest? The King’s a-bed: 
He hath been in unusual pleasure, and 
Sent forth great largess to your offices:* 
15 This diamond he greets your wife withal, 
‘By the name of most kind hostess; and shut up’ 
In measureless content. 


MACBETH. Being unprepared, 
Our will became the servant to defect, 
Which else should free have wrought.® 


BANQUO. All’s well. 
20 I dreamed last night of the three weird sisters: 
To you they have showed some truth. 


MACBETH. I think not of them. 


Yet, when we can entreat an hour to serve,’ 
We would spend it in some words upon that business, 
If you would grant the time. 


BANQUO. At your kind’st leisure. 


25 MACBETH. If you shall cleave to my consent, when ’tis,® 
It shall make honor for you. 
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1 husbandry: thrift. The stars are not 


shining. 
2 that: probably his sword belt. 
3 summons: weariness. 


4 largess ([lar’ jis]... offices: gifts 
to your servants quarters. 


5 shut up: retired. 


6 Belng. . . wrought: Our lack of 
preparation hindered our will to 
entertain more lavishly. 


7 entreat. . . serve: find a tree 
hour. 
8 cleave. . . ‘tis: join my cause 


when the time comes. 
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MACBETH. 


BANQUO. So” I lose none 


In seeking to augment it, but still keep 
My bosom franchised’® and allegiance clear, 
I shall be counseled." 


Good repose the while! 


BANQUO. Thanks, sir. The like to you! a 


[BANQUO and FLEANCE leave. | 


MACBETH. [To the servant.| Go bid thy mistress, when my 


drink is ready, 
She strike upon the bell. Get thee to bed. 


[The servant leaves. MACBETH, Glone, imagines that he sees 


a bloody dagger. | 


Is this a dagger which I see before me, 


The handie toward my taund? Come, let me clutch thee. 


I have thee not, and yet I see thee still. 

Art thou not, fatal vision, sensible 

To feeling’? as to sight, or art thou but 

A dagger of the mind, a false creation, 
Proceeding from the heat-oppresséd’? brain? 

I see thee yet, in form as palpable 

As this which now I draw. 

Thou marshal’st me'* the way that I was going; 
And such an instrument I was to use. 

Mine eyes are made the fools o’ th’ other senses, 
Or else worth all the rest.'® I seé thee still; 

And on thy blade and dudgeon”® gouts'” of-blood, 
Which was not so before. There’s no such thing. 
It is the bloody business which informs'® 

Thus to mine eyes. Now o’er the one half-world 


_ Nature seems dead, and wicked dreams abuse 


The curtained sleep;'? witchcraft celebrates 
Pale Hecate’s offerings;*° and withered murder, 
Alarumed by his sentinel, the wolf, 


Whose howl’s his watch, thus with his stealthy pace, 
ravishing strides, towards his design 


With Tarquin’s*' 
Moves like a ghost.”” Thou sure and firm-set earth, 
Hear not my steps, which way they walk, for fear 
Thy very stones prate of my whereabout, 


And take the present horror from the time, 


Which now suits with it.2?> Whiles | threat, he lives: 


Words to the heat of deeds too cold breath gives. 


[A bell rings, LADY MACBETH’s signal for MACBETH to go to 


DUNCAN’s room. | 


9 So: provided that. 


10 My. . . franchised: my heart 
free from guilt. 

11 1. . . counseled: | will be ready 
to listen to you. 


12 sensible. . . feeling: capable of 
being perceived by senses—in this 
case, by touch 

13 heat-oppresséd: fevered. 


14 marshal’st me: leads me (to King 
Duncan’s room). 


15 Mine eyes. . . the rest: If the 
dagger is a vision, my eyes are 
misled by my other senses. If it is 
real, my eyes are worth all my other 
senses put together. 

16 dudgeon: hilt; handle. 

17 gouts: large-drops. - 

18 informs: takes shape. 


19 curtained sleep: sleeper 
enclosed by the curtains of his bed. 
20 Hecate’s offerings: rituals 
dedicated to Hecate, the Greek 
goddess of witchcraft. 

21 Tarquin: infamous sixth-century 
Roman tyrant. 

22 withered. . . ghost: murder, 
called to action by the wolf whose 
howl tells him of the progress of the 
night, moves toward his victim as 
silently as, a ghost. 


23 take. . . it: do not let noise 
deprive this awful silence of any of its 
horror, 
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I go, and it is done: the bell invites me. 
Hear it not, Duncan, for it is a knell 
That summons thee to heaven, or to hell. 


[MACBETH leaves. | 


Scene ii. The castie at Inverness. 


[Later the same night LADY MACBETH enters the empty court- 
yard of the castle. She is waiting for MACBETH to return from 
his murderous errand. | 


LADY MACBETH. That which hath made them drunk hath made 

me bold; 

What hath quenched them hath given me fire. Hark! 
Peace! , 

It was the owl that shrieked, the fatal bellman,” 

Which gives the stern’st good night. He is about it. 

5 The doors are open, and the surfeited grooms’ 

Do mock their charge’ with snores. I have drugged their 
possets,* 

That death and nature do contend about them, 

Whether they live or die. 


MACBETH. [Calling from within.| Who’s there? What, ho? 


LADY MACBETH. Alack, I am afraid they have awaked 
10 And ’tis not done! Th’ attempt and not the deed 
Confounds’ us. Hark! I laid their daggers ready; 
He could not miss ’em. Had he not resembled 
My father as he slept, I had done ’t. 


[MACBETH enters, his hands covered with blood. | 
My husband! 
MACBETH. I have done the deed. Didst thou not hear a noise? 


15 LADY MACBETH..I heard the owl scream and the crickets cry. 
Did not you speak? 


MACBETH. When? 

LADY MACBETH. Now. 

MACBETH. As I descended? 
LADY MACBETH. Ay. 


MACBETH. Hark! : 
Who lies i’ th’ second chamber? 


LADY MACBETH. Donalbain. 
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1 fatal bellman: It was the custom in 
London for the bellman to toll the bell 
outside a condemned person's cell 
the night before his execution. 

2 surfeited grooms: overfed 
servants. 

3 mock their charge: make a 
mockery of their duty. 

4 possets: hot, spiced bedtime 
drinks. 


5 Confounds: ruins, destroys. 


20 MACBETH. [Looking at bis bands. | This is a sorry® sight. 
LADY MACBETH. A foolish thought, to say a sorry sight. 


MACBETH. There’s one did laugh ity’s sleep, and one cried 
“Murder!” 
That they did wake each other. I stood and heard them. 
But they did say their prayers, and addressed them’ 
Again to sleep. 


25 LADY MACBETH. There are two® lodged together. 


MACBETH. One cried “God bless us!’ and “Amen” the other, 
As’ they had seen me with these hangman’s hands: 
List’ning their fear, I could not say “Amen,” 

When they did say “God bless us!” 


LADY MACBETH. Consider it not so deeply. 


30 MACBETH. But wherefore could not I pronounce “Amen”? 
I had most need of blessing, and “Amen” 
Stuck in my throat. 


LADY MACBETH. These deeds must not be thought 
After these ways; so,’° it will make us mad. 


MACBETH. Methought I heard a voice cry “Sleep no more! 
35 Macbeth does murder sleep”—the innocent sleep, 
Sleep that knits up the raveled sleave’’ of care, 
The death of each day’s life, sore labor’s bath, 
Balm of hurt minds, great nature’s second course,’” 
Chief nourisher in life’s feast— 


LADY MACBETH. What do you mean? 


40 MACBETH, Still it cried “Sleep no more!” to all the house: 
“Glamis hath murdered sleep, and therefore Cawdor 
Shall sleep no more: Macbeth shall sleep no more.” 


LADY MACBETH. Who was it that thus cried? Why, worthy 
Thane, 
You do unbend’’ your noble strength, to think 
45 So brainsickly of things. Go get some water, 

And wash this filthy witness from your hand. 
Why did you bring these daggers from the place? 
They must lie there: go carry them, and smear 
The sleepy grooms with blood. 


MACBETH. Pll go no more. 
50 Iam afraid to think what I have done; 
Look on ’t again I dare not. 


LADY MACBETH. Infirm of purpose! 


6 sorry: miserable, pitiable. 


7 addressed them: prepared 
themselves. 


4 


8 two: King Duncan's sons, Malcolm 
and Donalbain. 


9 As: as if. 


10 80: if we do so. 


11 knits. . . sleave: straightens out 
the tangled threads. -‘ 

12 second course: the main and 
most nourishing course of an 
Elizabethan feast. 


13 unbend: relax. 
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Give me the daggers. The sleeping and the dead 
Are but as pictures. ’Tis the eye of childhood 
That fears a painted devil. If he do bleed, 
5 PH gild’* the faces of the grooms withal, 14 gild: paint. 
For it must seem their guilt. 


[As LADY MACBETH leaves, knocking is heard offstage. | 


MACBETH. Whence is that knocking? 
How is ’t with me, when every noise appalls me? 
What hands are here? Ha! They pluck out mine eyes! 
Will all great Neptune’s ocean wash this blood 
60 Clean from my hand? No; this my hand will rather 
The multitudinous seas incarnadine,'* 15 incarnadine [in kar’ne din]: 
Making the green one red. ree COnr nS: 


[LADY MACBETH returns. | 


LADY MACBETH. My hands are of your color, but I shame 
To wear a heart so white. [Knocking within.| I hear a 
knocking 

65 At the south entry. Retire we to our chamber. 

A little water clears us of this deed: 

How easy is it then! Your constancy 

Hath left you unattended.'* [Knock.] Hark! more knocking. 16 Your constancy. . . 

Get on your nightgown, lest occasion call us reales ou o 
7. And show us to be watchers. Be not lost 

So poorly in your thoughts. 


MACBETH. To know my deed, ’twere best not know myself.’ 17 To. . . myself: li | am to 
acknowledge what I've done, it would 
[Knock. | : : be better for me to remain “lost” in 
Wake Duncan with thy knocking! I would thou couldst! my thoughts. 


[They leave. | 


Scene ttt. The castle at Inverness. 


[The setting is the same as above, except that now it is early 
morning and a drunken PORTER, or doorkeeper, enters. Talk- 
ing to himself as he goes to open the castle gate, he imag- 
ines that he is a porter at the gates of hell who is admitting 
various lost souls. Finally he lets in MACDUFF @nd LENNOX, 
two noblemen who have been staying in another part of 
MACBETH’S castle. | 


PORTER. Here’s a knocking indeed! If a man were porter of 


hell gate, he should have old’ turning the key. [Knocking rogaine ean ees 
is heard offstage.| Knock, knock, knock! Who's there, i’ 2 Beelzebub: the devil's helper. 
th’ name of Beelzebub?? Here’s a farmer, that hanged oriers 3 ox, s pleity alan we 
‘ ee 3 ; : hoarded grain, expecting a poor 
5 himself on th’ expectation of plenty.” Come in time! Have harvest to raise prices. 
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20 


25 


30 


35 


napkins enow* about you; here you'll sweat for 't. 
[Knock.| Knock, knock! Who’s there, in th’ other devil’s 
name? Faith, here’s an equivocator, that could swear in 
both the scales against either scale;’ who committed 
treason enough for God’s sake, yet could not equivocate 
to heaven. O, come in, equivocator. [Knock.] Knock, 
knock, knock! Who’s there? Faith, here’s an English tailor 
come hither for stealing out of a French hose:° come in, 


4 napkins enow: handkerchiefs 
enough. 


5 equivocator. . . scale: person 
who, under oath, can give two 
contradictory answers and still claim 
not to have violated his oath. 


6 tailor. . . hose: He stole some 
cloth from the hose as he was 


making them. 


tailor. Here you may roast your goose.’ [Knock.] Knock, eo Be 
7 goose: pressing iron. 


knock; never at quiet! What are you? But this place is too 
cold for hell. PU devil-porter it no further. I had thought 
to have let in some of all professions that go the primrose 
way to th’ everlasting bonfire. [Knock.] Anon, anon! [The 
PORTER Opens the gate.| 1 pray you, remember the porter. 


[MACDUEF and LENNOX come in. | 


MACDUFF. Was it so late, friend, ere you went to bed, 
That you do lie so late? 


PORTER. Faith, sir, we were carousing till the second cock:® 
and drink, sir, is a great provoker. 


8 second cock: 3:00 a.m. 


9 gave... . Ile: laid you out (as in 


MACDUFF. I believe drink gave thee the lie” Jast night. 
wrestling). 


PORTER. That it did, sir, i’ the very throat on me: but I 
requited’® him for his lie, and, I think, being too strong 
for him, though he took up my legs sometime, yet I made 
a shift to cast" him. 


10 requited: repaid. 


11 cast: a pun on the double 
meaning of the word—to throw (as in 


MACDUFFE. Is thy master stirring? wrestling) and to vomit. 


[MACBETH enters in his dressing gown. | 
Our knocking has awaked him; here he comes. 
LENNOX. Good morrow, noble sir. 
MACBETH. Good morrow, both. 

MACDUFF. Is the king stirring, worthy Thane? 
MACBETH. Not yet. 


MACDUFF. He did command me to call timely’” on him: 
I have almost slipped the hour. 


12 timely: early. 


MACBETH. Pll bring you to him. 


MACDUEF. J know this is a joyful trouble to you; 
But yet ’tis one. 
13 The labor. . . pain: The labor 


we enjoy cures any discomfort 
associated with it. 


MACBETH. The labor we delight in physics pain.'* 
This is the door. 
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MACDUFF I'll make so bold to call, weds itugy, f 
For ’tis my limited service.‘ ; 14 limited service: assigned duty. 


[MACDUFF goes to wake KING DUNCAN. ] 
LENNOX. Goes the king hence today? 
40 MACBETH. He does: he did appoint so. 


LENNOX. The night has been unruly. Where we lay, 
Our chimneys were blown down, and, as they say, 
Lamentings heard i’ th’ air, strange screams of death, 


i i ibl 
And prophesying with accents terrible Te Rawieuations eonueian 


45 Of dire combustion’’ and confused events especially political. 
New hatched to th’ woeful time: the obscure bird’® 16 obscure bird: bird of darkness, 
Clamored the livelong night. Some say, the earth the owl, because he is nocturnal, 
Was feverous and did shake.’’ 17 the earth. . . shake: There was 
a popular belief that nature was 
MACBETH. ‘Twas a rough night. unruly when there was unrest in the 
state. 


LENNOX. My young remembrance cannot parallel 
50 ~—s A fellow to it. 


[MACDUFE returns, appearing very shaken. | 


MACDUFF. O horror, horror, horror! Tongue nor heart 
Cannot conceive nor name thee. 


MACBETH and LENNOX. What’s the matter? 
MACDUFF. Confusion’® now hath made his masterpiece. 18 Confusion: destruction. 
Most sacrilegious murder hath broke ope 
25 =~) The Lord’s anointed temple,’? and stole thence 19 The Lord’s anointed temple: the. 
The life o’ th’ building. mignon 
MACBETH. What is 't you say? The life? 


LENNOX. Mean you his Majesty? 


MACDUFF. Approach the chamber, and destroy your sight 
With a new Gorgon: do not bid me speak; 20 Gorgon: Medusa, a mythological 
1 monster whose appearance was so 
60 See, and then speak yourselves. Awake, awake! tenia tharthoge whe lobes ct het 


turned to stone. 
{MACBETH and LENNOX rush off, MACDUFF comes forward, 


still upset and shouting. | 


Ring the alarum bell. Murder and Treason! 
Banquo and Donalbain! Malcolm! Awake! 
Shake off this downy sleep, death’s counterfeit, 


And look on death itself! Up, up, and see 21. great doont’s Arnage? likaneas'of 


65 The great doom’s image!”’ Malcolm! Banquo! Judgment Day, doomsday. 
As from your graves rise up, and walk like sprites,”* 22 sprites: ghosts, spirits. 
To countenance” this horror. Ring the bell. 23 countenance: look upon. 


[A bell begins to ring offstage as LADY MACBETH enters. | 
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LADY MACBETH. What’s the business, 
That such a hideous trumpet calls to parley” 
The sleepers of the house? Speak, speak! 


70 MACDUFF. O gentle lady, 
Tis not for you to hear what I can speak: . 
The repetition, in a woman’s ear, 
Would murder as it fell. 


[BANQUO enters. | 


O Banquo, Banquo! 
Our royal master’s murdered. 


LADY MACBETH. 
What, in our house? 


Woe, alas! 


75 BANQUO. Too cruel anywhere. 
Dear Duff, I prithee, contradict thyself, 
And say it is not so. 


[MACBETH ad LENNOX return with Ross. ] 


MACBETH. Had I but died an hour before this chance, 
I had lived a blesséd time; for from this instant 
80  There’s nothing serious in mortality:”” 
All is but toys.*° Renown and grace is dead, 
The wine of life is drawn, and the mere lees”’ 
Is left this vault”® to brag of. © 


[MALCOLM arid DONALBAIN appear confused as they enter. 
Having just come from bed, they are still in their 


nightclothes., | 


DONALBAIN. What is amiss? 


MACBETH. You are, and do not know ’t. 
85 The spring, the head, the fountain of your blood 
Is stopped; the very source of it is stopped. 


MACDUFF. Your royal father’s murdered. 
MALCOLM. O, by whom? 


LENNOX. Those of his chamber, as it seemed, had done ’t: 
Their hands and faces were all badged” with blood; 
90 So were their daggers, which unwiped we found 
Upon their pillows. They stared, and were distracted. 
No man’s life was to be trusted with them. 


MACBETH. O, yet I do repent me of my fury, 
That I did kill them. 


MACDUFF. Wherefore did you so?*° 


24 parley: a war conference. 


25 There’s . . . mortallty: There is 
nothing worthwhile in human (mortal) 
life. 


26 toys: trifles, things of little value. 
27 lees: dregs; residue. 
28 vault: world. 


29 badged: marked, as witha 
badge. 


30 Wherefore. . . so: Banquo is 
asking Macbeth to explain why he 
killed the king’s grooms. 
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MACBETH. Who can be wise, amazed, temp’rate and furious, 
Loyal and neutral, in a moment? No man. 
The expedition®’ of my violent love 
Outrun the pauser,*” reason. Here Jay Duncan, 
His silver skin laced with his golden blood, 
And his gashed stabs looked like a breach in nature 
For ruin’s wasteful entrance: there, the murderers, 
Steeped in the colors of their trade, their daggers 
Unmannerly breeched with gore.*? Who could refrain, 
That had a heart to love, and in that heart 
Courage to make ’s** love known? 


Help me hence, ho! 
[LADY MACBETH faints. | 
MACDUEFF. Look to the lady. 


MALCOLM. [Aside tO DONALBAIN.] Why do we hold our 
tongues, 
That most may claim this argument for ours?*° 


DONALBAIN. [Aside to MALCOLM.] What should be spoken here, 
Where our fate, hid in an auger-hole,*® 
May rush, and seize us? Let’s away: 
Our tears are not yet brewed. 


MALCOLM [Aside to DONALBAIN.| Nor our strong sorrow 
Upon the foot of motion.*’ 


BANQUO. Look to the lady. 


[LADY MACBETH, faint, is carried out. | 


And when we have our naked frailties*® hid, 

That suffer in exposure, let us meet 

And question” this most bloody piece of work, 
To know it further. Fears and scruples*’ shake us. 
In the great hand of God | stand, and thence 
Against the undivulged pretense I fight 


Of treasonous malice.*! 
MACDUFF. And so do I. 
ALL, So all. . 


MACBETH. Let’s briefly put on. manly readiness, 
And meet i’ th’ hall together. 

ALL. Well contented. 

[Everyone leaves except MALCOLM and DONALBAIN. | 


MALCOLM. What will you do? Let’s not consort with them. 
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31 expedition: haste 
32 pauser: delayer. 


33 breeched with gore: covered 
with blood, as with breeches 
(trousers that end just below the 
knee). 


34 make ’s: make his. 


35 That. . . ours?:; who are the 
most concerned with this topic under 
discussion. 


36 auger-hole: a very small hole 
made by a carpenter's tool. Because 
it is so small, an improbable hiding 
place. 


37 Upon. . . motion: yet begun to 
express itself. 


38 naked frailties: they are still in 
their nightciothes. : 

39 question: investigate. 

40 scruples: doubts. 


41 Against. . . malice: | fight 
against the reason, as yet unknown, 
for this treasonous act. 


To show an unfelt sorrow* is an office” 
Which the false man does easy. I'll to England. 


125 DONALBAIN. To Ireland, I; our separated fortune 
Shall keep us both the safer. Where we are 
There’s daggers in’men’s smiles; the near in blood, 
The nearer bloody.** 


MALCOLM. This murderous shaft that’s shot 
Hath not yet lighted,** and our safest way 
130 Is to avoid the aim. Therefore to horse; 
And let us not be dainty of leave-taking, 
But shift away.*°. There’s warrant in that theft 
Which steals itself when there’s no mercy left.*” 


[They leave. | 


Scene iv. The castle at Inverness. 


[The nobleman ROSS and an OLD MAN meet outside MACBETH’s 
castle. They discuss the terrible storm and other unnatural 
phenomena that accompanied the murder of DUNCAN] 


OLD MAN. Threescore and ten I can remember well: 
Within the volume of which time I have seen 
Hours dreadful and things strange, but this sore’ night 
Hath trifled former knowings. 


ROSS. Ha, good father, 
5 Thou seest the heavens, as troubled with man’s act, 
Threatens his bloody stage.” By th’ clock ’tis day, 
. And yet dark night strangles the traveling lamp:° 
Is ’t night’s predominance, or the day’s shame, 
That darkness does the face of earth entomb, 
When living light should kiss it? 


10 OLD MAN, °Tis unnatural, 
Even like the deed that’s done. On Tuesday last 
A falcon, tow’ring in her pride of place,’ 
Was by a mousing owl hawked at and killed. 


ross. And Duncan’s horses—a thing most strange and 
certain— 
Beauteous and swift, the minions’ of their race, 
Turned wild in nature, broke their stalls, flung out 
Contending 'gainst obedience, as they would make 
War with mankind. 


? 


OLD MAN. ’Tis said they eat® each other. 


42 unfelt sorrow: an indication that 
Malcoim and Donalbain suspect the 
sorrow of one of the onlookers is 
false. 

43 office: duty. 


44 The near. . . bloody: The more 
closely we are related to Duncan, the 
greater our chance of being 
murdered. 

45 lighted: reached its target. 


fy 


46 And. . . away: Let's not worry 
about the particulars of saying 
goodbye, but slip away quickly. 

AT There’s. . . left: There's 
justification in stealing away in these 
merciless times. 


1 sore: terrible, grievous. 


2 bloody stage: the earth. 
3 traveling lamp: the sun. 


4 tow'rlng . . . place: soaring as 
high as it could before swooping 
down on its prey. 


5 minions: favorites; best of their 
breed. 


6 eat: ate. 
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ROSS. They did so, to th’ amazement of mine eyes, 
That looked upon. ’t. 


[MACDUFF enters. | 


20 Here comes the good Macduff. 
How goes the world, sir, now? 


MACDUEFF. Why, see you not? 
ROSS. Is ’t known who did this more than bloody deed? 


MACDUEE. Those that Macbeth hath slain. 


ROSS. Alas, the day! 
What good could they pretend?’ 7 pretend: intend, hope for. 
MACDUEFF. They were suborned:® 8 suborned: bribed. 


25 Malcolm and Donalbain, the king’s two sons, 
Are stol’n away and fled, which puts upon them 
Suspicion of the deed. 


ROSS. ’Gainst nature still. 
Thriftless ambition, that will ravin up” 9 ravin up: swallow greedily, 
Thine own life’s means! Then ’tis most like 
The sovereignty will fall upon Macbeth. 


MACDUFF. He is already named, and gone to Scone 


To be invested.’ 10 already named . . . invested: 
already chosen (king) and gone to 
ROSS. Where is Duncan’s body? Scone, the traditional site of the 
’ coronation of Scottish kings, to be 
crowned 


MACDUFF. Carried to Colmekill, 
The sacred storehouse of his predecessors 
And guardian of their bones. 


3° ROSS. Will you to Scone? 
MACDUEF. No, cousin, Pll to Fife." 11 Fife: Macduff is Thane of Fife. 
ROSS. Well, I will thither. 


MACDUFF. Well, may you see things well done there. Adieu, 


Lest our old robes sit easier than our new!’? 12 Lest. . . new: Lest the old rule 
. suits us better than the new. Another 
ROSS. Farewell, father. image of clothing. 
40 OLD MAN. God’s benison’* go with you, and with those 13 benison: blessing. 


That would make good of bad, and friends of foes! 


[They leave. | 
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STUDY QUESTIONS 


Recalling 


1 


What does Macbeth imagine he sees as he 
begins his soliloquy near the end of Act Il, 
Scene i? Where is Macbeth going at the end 
of the scene? : 


. In Scene ii what does Lady Macbeth do with 


the bloody daggers that Macbeth has brought 
with him from the king’s rooms? Why does 
Macbeth not deal with the daggers himself? 


. What two things does Lady Macbeth tell Mac- 


beth to do at the end of Scene ii? What does 
Macbeth say when he hears the knocking at 
the end of the scene? 


. Why has Macduff come to Macbeth’s castle in 


Scene iii? Who discovers the body of the 
king? 


. In Scene iii how does Macbeth justify his kill- 


ing of the king’s servants? 


. What unnatural events do the Old Man and 


Ross describe at the beginning of Scene iv? 


. Where is Macbeth and what is he doing as 


Scene iv is taking place? As the scene ends, 


- where does Macduff tell Ross he has decided 


to go? 


Interpreting 


8. 


10. 


41. 


What kind of mood or atmosphere does Mac- 
beth's soliloquy create at the end of Scene i, 
lines 33 -64? Mention three or four images in 
support of your answer. 


. In Scene iii who seems more genuinely ex- 


cited and troubled by the death of King Dun- 
can, Macbeth or Macduff? 

In Scenes ii and iii who seems better able to 
maintain emotional control, Macbeth or Lady 
Macbeth? Do you think Lady Macbeth’s faint- 
ing is genuine or deliberate? Build a case for 
both possibilities. 

In Scene iii what reasons do Donalbain and 
Malcolm give for not consorting with Banquo, 
Macduff, and Macbeth? Specifically, whom do 
they mistrust and why? 


12. How do the unnatural events described by 
the Old Man and Ross in Scene iv relate to 
the violence that has taken place in Mac- 
beth’s castle? 


Extending 

13. For what reasons do you imagine Macbeth 
kills Duncan? Are his actions based on prac- 
ticality or emotion? Do you think Macbeth will 
achieve his goals? 


LITERARY FOCUS 


Imagery 

Through the use of imagery, writers expand 
and enhance the basic literal meaning of their 
words. By using devices such as similes, meta- 
phors, symbols, and other figurative language, 
they engage our senses, recalling memories and 
associations to evoke a certain mood. Images ap- 
peal to any of the five senses and often involve 
more than one at a time. For example in Act |, 
Scene v, when Lady Macbeth says “The raven 
himself is hoarse/That croaks the fatal entrance 
of Duncan,” we see a black bird of ill omen; at 
the same time we feel in our throats the raspy cry 
that rings in our ears. 

Imagery that evokes a particular dramatic 
mood was especially important to Shakespeare 
because his plays were performed in daylight 
without benefit of elaborate scenery. The “temple- 
haunting martlet’’ soars on “heaven's breath” 
when the gentle, unsuspecting Duncan arrives at 
Macbeth’s castle (Act I, Scene vi), but on the day 
of the king’s murder ‘‘darkness does the face of 
earth entomb.” 


Thinking About Imagery 

f@ Examine Macbeth’s speech in Act II, Scene ii, 
lines 56-62. What image does he use to con- 
vey his emotion? What feelings is he express- 
ing? What kind of mood does the image 
create? 
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ACT III 


Scene t. The palace at Forres. 


[BANQUO is alone in a room in the royal palace at Forres. He 
is recalling all that the witches prophesied. | 


whe 
© 


142 


BANQUO. Thou hast it now: King, Cawdor, Glamis, all, 
As the weird women promised, and I fear 
Thou play’dst most foully for ’t. Yet it was said 
It should not stand’ in thy posterity, 
But that myself should be the root and father 
Of many kings. If there come truth from them— 
As upon thee, Macbeth, their speeches shine— 
Why, by the verities on thee made good, 
May they not be my oracles as well 
And set me up in hope? But hush, no more! 


[A trumpet sounds as MACBETH, the new king, and LADY 
MACBETH enter. They are accompanied by LENNOX, ROSS, 


other LORDS, LADIES, and attendants. | 


MACBETH. Here’s our chief guest. 


LADY MACBETH. If he had been forgotten, 
It had been as a gap in our great feast, 
And all-thing’ unbecoming. 


MACBETH. Tonight we hold a solemn supper,” sir, 
And I'll request your presence. 


BANQUO. Let your Highness 
Command upon me, to the which my duties 
Are with a most indissoluble tie 
For ever knit. 


MACBETH. Ride you this afternoon? 
BANQUO. ; Ay, my good lord. 


MACBETH. We should have else desired your good advice 
(Which still hath been both grave and prosperous‘) 
In this day’s council; but we'll take tomorrow.” 

Is ’t far you ride? 


BANQUO. As far, my lord, as will fill up the time 
*Twixt this and supper. Go not my horse the better,° 
I must become a borrower of the night 
For a dark hour or twain. 


MACBETH. Fail not our feast. 


BANQUO. My lord, I will not. 
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1 stand: continue 


2 all-thing: altogether. 


3 solemn supper: formal banquet. 


4 still. . . prosperous: always has 
been weighty and profitable in its 
result. 


5S we'll. . . tomorrow: tomorrow will 
do just as well. 


6 Go. . . better: unless my horse 
goes faster than | expect 


MACBETH. We hear our bloody cousins are bestowed 
30 In England and in Ireland, not confessing 
Their cruel parricide, filling their hearers 
With strange invention.’ But of that tomorrow, 
When therewithal we shall have cause of state 
Craving us jointly.* Hie you to horse. Adieu, 
35 Till you return at night. Goes Fleance with you? 


BANQUO. Ay, my good lord: our time does call upon ’s.” 


MACBETH. I wish your horses swift and sure of foot, 
And so I do commend you to their backs. 
Farewell. [BANQUO leaves. | 
40 Let every man be master of his time 
Till seven at night. To make society 
The sweeter welcome, we will keep ourself 
Till suppertime alone. While’® then, God be with you! 


[Everyone leaves except MACBETH and a SERVANT. | 


Sirrah,'' a word with you: attend those men 
45 Our pleasure? 


ATTENDANT. They are, my lord, without the palace gate. 
MACBETH. Bring them before us. 


[The SERVANT leaves. MACBETH, alone, realizes that he will 
never feel safe on the throne as long as BANQUO—promised 
by the WITCHES to be father of kings—is alive. | 


To be thus is nothing, but to be safely thus’?— 
Our fears in Banquo stick deep, 
60 And in his royalty of nature reigns that 
Which would be feared. "lis much he dares; 
And, to'® that dauntless temper of his mind, 
He hath a wisdom that doth guide his valor 
To act in safery There is none but he 
55 Whose being I do fear: and under him 
My genius is rebuked," as it is said 
Mark Antony's was by Caesar. He chid"° the sisters, 
‘When first they put the name of King upon me, 
And bade them speak to him; then prophetlike 
60 They hailed him father to a line of kings... 
Upon my head they placed a fruitless crown 
And put a barren scepter in my gripe,’® 
Thence to be wrenched with an unlineal hand, 
No son of mine succeeding. If ’t be so, 
65 For Banquo’s issue have I filed’? my mind; 
For them the gracious Duncan have I murdered; 
Put rancors in the vessel of my peace 


7 invention: lies 


8 cause. .. jointly: matters of state 
requiring the attention of both 
of us. 


9 our. ..upon’s: time is short, 
urging us to depart. 


10 While: until. 


11 Sirrah: a form of address to an 
inferior. 


12 To... thus: To be king is 
nothing, unless | can rule in safety. 


13 And, to: in addition to. 


14 genius is rebuked: spirit is 
cowed. 


15 chid: scolded. 


16 gripe: grip 


17 filed: defiled, corrupted. 
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70 


75 MACBETH. 


80 


FIRST MURDERER. 


Only for them, and mine eternal jewel’® 

Given to the common enemy of man,"® 

To make them kings, the seeds of Banquo kings! 
Rather than so, come, fate, into the list,”° 

And champion me to th’ utterance!?! Who’s there? 


[Tbe SERVANT returns with two MURDERERS, and MACBETH 
addresses the SERVANT. ] 

Now go to the door, and stay there till we call. 

[Tbe SERVANT leaves. } 


Was it not yesterday we spoke together? 


MURDERERS. It was, so please your Highness. 


Well then, now 

Have you considered of my speeches? Know 

That it was he” in the times past, which held you 

So under fortune,”> which you thought had been 

Our innocent self: this I made good to you 

In our last conference; passed in probation™‘ with you, 

How you were born in hand,?* how crossed; the 
instruments, 

Who wrought with them, and all things else that might 

To half a soul”® and to a notion’’ crazed 

Say “Thus did Banquo.” 


You made it known to us. 


85 MACBETH. I did so; and went further, which is now 


90 


95 


100 


FIRST MURDERER. 


Our point of second meeting. Do you find 

Your patience so predominant in your nature, 
That you can let this go? Are you so gospeled,”® 
To pray for this good man and for his issue, 
Whose heavy hand hath bowed you to the grave 
And beggared yours for ever? 


We are men, my liege. 


MACBETH. Ay, in the catalogue ye go for” men; 


As hounds and greyhounds, mongrels, spaniels, curs, 
Shoughs, water-rugs*’ and demi-wolves,*' are clept®” 
All by the name of dogs: the valued file*’ 
Distinguishes the swift, the slow, the subtle, 

The housekeeper, the hunter, every one 

According to the gift which bounteous nature 

Hath in him closed,** whereby he does receive 
Particular addition,’ from the bill 

That writes them all alike: and so of men. 

Now if you have a station in the file,*° 
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18 eternal jewel: soul 


19 common. . . man: devil. 
20 list: lists, the field of combat, 
tournament ground. 


21 champion. . . utterance: fight 
me to the very death. 


22 he: Banquo. 


23 held. . . fortune: thwarted your 
good fortune. 


24 passed in probation: reviewed 
the proofs, 
25 born in hand: deceived. 


26 half a soul: haif-wit. 
27 notion: mind. 


28 so gospeled: ready to forgive. 


29 go for: pass as 


30 Shoughs, water-rugs: shaggy, 

long-haired water dogs. 

31 demi-wolves: half-wolf, half-dog. 
32 clept: called. 

33 valued file: list of valuable traits 
that distinguish each breed. 


34 in him closed: enclosed him. 
35 Particular addition: a name or 
title that distinguishes him (from the 
other dogs). 

36 file: ranks. 


105 


110 


115 BOTH MURDERERS. 


120 


125 


130 


135 


SECOND MURDERER. 


FIRST MURDERER. 


MACBETH. 


SECOND MURDERER. 


FIRST MURDERER. 


Not i’ th’ worst rank of manhood, say ’t, 
And I will put that business in your bosoms 
Whose execution takes your enemy off, 
Grapples you to the heart and love of us, 
Who wear our health but sickly in his life,*” 
Which in his death were perfect. 


Whom the vile blows and buffets of the world 
Hath so incensed that I am reckless what 
I do to spite the world. 


And I another 

So weary with disasters, tugged with fortune, 
That I would set*® my life on any chance, 
To mend it or be rid on ’t. 


Both of you 
Know Banquo was your enemy. 


True, my lord. 


MACBETH. So is he mine, and in such bloody distance*’ 


That every minute of his being thrusts 

Against my near’st of life:*° and though I could 
With barefaced power sweep him from my sight 
And bid my will avouch*! it, yet I must not, 

For certain friends that are both his and mine, 
Whose loves I may not drop, but wail his fall*? 
Who I myself struck down: and thence it is 
That I to your assistance do make love, 

Masking the business from the common eye 

For sundty weighty reasons. 


We shall, my lord, 
Perform what you command us. 


Though our lives— 


MACBETH. Your spirits shine through you. Within this hour at 


most 
I will advise you where to plant yourselves, 
Acquaint you with the perfect spy o’ th’ time,”* 
The moment on ’t; for ’t must be done tonight, 
And something“* from the palace; always thought*® 
That I require a clearness:*° and with him— 
To leave no rubs*’ nor botches in the work— 
Fleance his son, that keeps him company, 
Whose absence is no less material to me*® 
Than is his father’s, must embrace the fate 
Of that dark hour. Resolve yourselves apart:*° 
Pll come to you anon. 


I am one, my liege, 


37 wear. . . life: | am a sick man 
as long as he (Banquo) lives. 


38 set: risk. 


39 distance: disagreement. 
40 near’st of life: most vital parts. 
41 avouch: justify 


42 wail his fall: (| must) bewail his 
death. 


43 perfect. . . time: exact 
information of the exact moment. 


44 something: some distance. 

45 always thought: being 
understood. 

46 1... clearness: | must remain 
above suspicion. 

47 rubs: flaws, imperfections. 


48 Whose. . . me: whose death is 
no less important to me. 


49 Resolve. . . apart: Make up 
your minds privately. 
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BOTH MURDERERS. We are resolved, my lord. 
140 MACBETH. I'll call upon you straight.*° [THe MURDERERS /eave. | 
Abide within. 
It is concluded: Banquo, thy soul’s flight, 
If it find heaven, must find it out tonight. [MACBETH 


leaves. | 


Scene ti. The palace at Forres. 


[LADY MACBETH @/d @ SERVANT are in another room in the pal- 
ace. She is concerned about what has happened and sends 
for MACBETH to discuss recent events with him. | 


LADY MACBETH. Is Banquo gone from court? 
SERVANT. Ay, madam, but returns again tonight. 


LADY MACBETH. Say to the King, I would attend his leisure 
For a few words. 


SERVANT. Madam, I will. [The SERVANT leaves to 
SUMMON MACBETH. | 


LADY MACBETH. Nought’s had, all’s spent, 
5 Where our desire is got without content: 
ay ‘Tis safer to be that which we destroy 
Than by destruction dwell in doubtful’ joy. 


[MACBETH enters. | 


How now, my lord! Why do you keep alone, 
Of sorriest” fancies your companions making, 

10 Using those thoughts which should indeed have died 
With them they think on? Things without all remedy 
Should be without regard: what’s done is done. 


MACBETH. We have scorched’ the snake, not killed it: 

She’ll close* and be herself, whilst our poor’ malice 
15 Remains in danger of her former tooth.® 

But let the frame of things disjoint, both the worlds 

suffer,” 

Ere we will eat our meal in fear, and sleep 

In the affliction of these terrible dreams 

That shake us nightly: better be with the dead, 
20 Whom we, to gain our peace, have sent to peace, 

Than on the torture of the mind to lie 

In restless ecstasy.” Duncan is in his grave; 

After life’s fitful fever he sleeps well. 

Treason has done his worst: nor steel, nor poison, 
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50 straight: immediately. 


1 doubtful: apprehensive. 


2 sorriest: most miserable. 


3 scorched: slashed, wounded. 


4 close: heal. 
5 poor: ineffective. 


6 in. . . tooth: in as much danger 
as before. 


7 But. . . suffer: Let the universe 
fall apart, and let both heaven and 
earth perish. 


8 ecstasy: frenzy, madness. 


25 Malice domestic, foreign levy,’ nothing, 9 Malice. . . levy: civil and 
Can touch him further. foreign war. 


LADY MACBETH. Come on. 
Gentle my lord, sleek o’er your rugged looks; 
Be bright and jovial among your guests tonight. 


MACBETH. So shall I, love; and so, I pray, be you: 
30 Let your remembrance apply to Banquo; 
Present him eminence,’® both with eye and tongue: 10 Present him eminence: Assign 


‘ to him the highest distinction. 
Unsafe the while, that we must lave 1 Uneate,. flattering: Weed 


Our honors in these flattering’' streams not safe so long as we must bathe 

; 12 our honors in a stream of flattery. 
And make our faces vizards “ to our hearts, 12: viearde'lviztatda|: masks: 
Disguising what they are. 


35 LADY MACBETH. You must leave this. 


MACBETH. O, full of scorpions is my mind, dear wife! 


Thou know’st that Banquo, and his Fleance, lives. 
13 In. . . eterne: they do not have 
LADY MACBETH. But in them nature’s copy’s not eterne.'* eternal life. 
14 Jocund: merry. 
15 cloistered: Bats live in cloisters 


MACBETH. There’s comfort yet; they are assailable. {coveradi wall slong thewalie of 


40 Then be thou jocund.'* Ere the bat hath flown monastery, usually built around a 
His cloistered’* flight, ere to black Hecate’s summons ihe and Relings, 40 beH 
The shard-borne’® beetle with his drowsy hums 16 shard-borne: borne on scaly 
Hath rung night’s yawning peal, there shall be done wn: 
A deed of dreadful note. 

LADY MACBETH. What's to be done? 

45 MACBETH. Be innocent of the knowledge, dearest chuck,’ 17 chuck: a term of endearment. 

Till thou applaud the deed. Come, seeling’® night, 18 seeling: eye-closing. The term 
19 tee comes from falconry. Night is like the 

Scarf up the tender eye OF P itiful day, falconer who sometimes sewed his 
And with thy bloody and invisible hand hawk’s eyes closed in order to 


tame it. 


. 20 
Cancel and tear to pieces that great bond 19 Scart up: blindiold. 


50 Which keeps me pale! pnt thickens, and the crow 20 that gheal bond bawest 
Makes wing to th’ rooky*' wood. Banquo and fate. 
Good things of day begin to droop and drowse, rAben ting ene UO. Tooke 
Whiles night’s black agents to their preys do rouse. 
Thou marvel’st at my words: but hold thee still; 

55 Things bad begun make strong themselves by ill: 
So, prithee, go with me. [They leave together. | 


Scene tit. Outside the palace at Forres. 


[About a mile from the palace, the two assassins wait to at- 
tack BANQUO a@nd FLEANCE. They are joined by a mysterious 
THIRD MURDERER Who is probably a spy sent by MACBETH to 
make sure the other murderers carry out his orders. | 


Macbeth Act Il, Scene iti 147 


5 
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FIRST MURDERER. But who did bid thee join with us? 
THIRD MURDERER. Macbeth. 


SECOND MURDERER. He needs not our mistrust; since he 
delivers 
Our offices’ and what we have to do 1 offices: duties. 
To the direction just.’ 2 To... just: in exact detail. 


FIRST MURDERER. Then stand with us. 
The west yet glimmers with some streaks of day. 
Now spurs the lated traveler apace’ 3 apace: speedily. 
To gain the timely inn,‘ and near approaches 4 To gain. . . inn: to reach an inn 
The subject of our watch. moon: 


THIRD MURDERER. Hark! I hear horses. 
BANQUO. [Calls from offstage.| Give us a light there, ho! 


SECOND MURDERER. Then ’tis he. The rest 
That are within the note of expectation?’ 5 within. . . expectation: on the list 
Already are i’ th’ court. of the expected guests. 
FIRST MURDERER. His horses go about.° 6 His. . . about: His horses have 
been taken around to the stable. 
THIRD MURDERER. Almost a mile: but he does usually— 
So ali men do—from hence to th’ palace gate 
Make it their walk. 


[BANQUO @nd FLEANCE, carrying a torch, enter on foot. ] 


SECOND MURDERER. A light, a light! 
THIRD MURDERER. Tis he. 
FIRST MURDERER. Stand to ’t. 
BANQUO. It will be rain tonight. 
FIRST MURDERER. Let it come down. 
[They attack BANQUO.] 
BANQUO. O, treachery! Fly, good Fleance, fly, fly, fly! 
[FLEANCE escapes. | 
Thou mayst revenge. O slave! [BANQUO dies. | 
THIRD MURDERER. Who did strike out the light? 
FIRST MURDERER. Was ’t not the way?’ 7 Was 't. . . way:Was this not the 
way we were told to do it? 
THIRD MURDERER. There’s but one down; the son is fled. 


SECOND MURDERER. We have lost best half of our affair. 
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FIRST MURDERER. Well, let’s away and say how much is done. 


[Tbe MURDERERS leave. | 


Scene iv. The palace at Forres. 


[A banquet bas been prepared in a hall of the royal palace. 
MACBETH Gd LADY MACBETH enter with thetr guests, ROSS, LEN- 
Nox, and other LORDS and their attendants. | 


MACBETH. You know your own degrees;’ sit down: 
At first and last, the hearty welcome. 


LORDS. Thanks to your Majesty. 


MACBETH. Ourself will mingle with society 
5 And play the humble host. 
Our hostess keeps her state,” but in best time 
We will require her welcome.’ 


LADY MACBETH. Pronounce it for me, sir, to all our friends, 
For my heart speaks they are welcome. 


[The first MURDERER enters and stands near the door.| 


10 MACBETH. See, they encounter thee with their hearts’ thanks. 
Both sides are even: here I'll sit i’? th’ midst:* 
Be large in mirth; anon we'll drink a measure® 
The table round. [He goes to the MURDERER at the door.] 
There’s blood upon thy face. 


MURDERER. "Tis Banquo’s then. 


{5 MACBETH, "Tis better thee without than he within.® 
Is he dispatched? 


MURDERER. My lord, his throat is cut; that I did for him. 


MACBETH. Thou art the best o’ th’ cutthroats. 
Yet he’s good that did the like for Fleance; 
20 If thou didst it, thou art the nonpareil.’ 


MURDERER. Most royal sir, Fleance is ’scaped. 


MACBETH. [Aside.] Then comes my fit® again: I had else been 
perfect, ; 
Whole as the marble, founded as the rock, 
As broad and general as the casing air: 
25 But now I am cabined, cribbed, confined, bound in 
To saucy’® doubts and fears. [To the MURDERER.]—But 
Banquo’s safe? 


MURDERER. Ay, my good lord: safe in a ditch he bides, 


1 You. . . degrees: You know your 
ranks. At state banquets guests were 
seated according to rank. 


2 keeps her state: sits apart on her 
throne. 

3 In. . . welcome: When the proper 
time comes, we will ask her to 

join us. 


4 Both. . . midst: There are equal 
numbers on both sides of the table, 
and Macbeth sits at the head. 


5 measure: toast. 


6 ’Tis better. . . within: It is better 
on your face than in his body. 


7 nonpareil [non‘pa rai’): one 
without equal. 


8 my fit: my torment. 


9 As.. .alr: as free and 
unrestrained as the surrounding air. 


10 saucy: insolent. 
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With twenty trenchéd gashes'’ on his head, 11 trenchéd gashes: deep cuts. 


The least a death to nature.’” 12 death to nature: enough to kill 
aman. 


MACBETH. Thanks for that. 
30 {Aside.] There the grown serpent lies; the worm that’s fled 
Hath nature that in time will venom breed, 
No teeth for th’ present. [To the MURDERER. |—Get thee gone. 


Tomorrow 
We'll hear ourselves’* again. [The MURDERER leaves. | 13 hear ourselves: talk it over. 
LADY MACBETH. My royal lord, 
You do not give the cheer.'* The feast is sold 14 cheer: make the company 
F : Des : welcome. 

35 teat is not often wouched while ’tis a-making, 16: qWerleaut:..:@elenies Widia 
Tis given with welcome.” To feed were best at home; where guests are not made welcome 
From thence, the sauce to meat is ceremony;'® ih ee thafia tavern: Dough 
Meeting were bare without it. 16 To feed. . . ceremony: When 


not eating at home, ceremony adds a 


ak , flavor to t | 
[The GHOST OF BANQUO enters and sits in MACBETH’s place. | Pie re an teyen oe ee 


MACBETH. Sweet remembrancer! 
Now good digestion wait on appetite, 
And health on both! 


40 LENNOX. May ’t please your Highness sit. 

MACBETH. Here had we now our country’s honor roofed,"” 17 our. . . roofed: the most 
Were the graced person of our Banquo present— bila nen jet ne -count ry anger 
Who may I rather challenge for unkindness 
Than pity for mischance!"® 18 1, . . mischanee: | would rather 

reproach him for being absent due to 

ROSS. His absence, sir, discourtesy than because of some 

accident. 


45 Lays blame upon his promise. Please ’t your Highness 
To grace us with your royal company? 


[MACBETH looks at his chair and sees the GuoOsT.| 
MACBETH. The table’s full. 
LENNOX. Here is a place reserved, sir. 
MACBETH. Where? 


LENNOX. [Indicating the empty place where MACBETH Sees the 
GHosT.] Here, my good lord. What is ’t that moves your 
Highness? 


MACBETH. Which of you have done this? 
50 LORDS. What, my good lord? 


MACBETH. Thou canst not say I did it. Never shake 
Thy gory locks at me. 


ROSS. Gentlemen, rise, his Highness is not well. 


LADY MACBETH. Sit, worthy friends. My lord is often thus, 
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55 


And hath been from his youth. Pray you, keep seat. 

The fit is momentary; upon a thought’” 

He will again be well. If much you note him, 

You shall offend him and extend his passion.”° 

Feed, and regard him not. [To MACBETH.]—Are you a man? 


60 MACBETH. Ay, and a bold one, that dare look on that 


65 


70 


75 LADY MACBETH. 


80 


85 MACBETH. 


LADY MACBETH. 


MACBETH. 


LADY MACBETH. : 


LADY MACBETH. 


Which might appall the devil. 


O proper stuff?’ 
This is the very painting of your fear. 

This is the air-drawn dagger which, you said, 
Led you to Duncan. O, these flaws” and starts, 
Impostors to true fear, would well become 

A woman’s story at a winter’s fire, 

Authorized by her grandam.” Shame itself! 
Why. do you make such faces? Whan all’s done, 
You look but on a stool. 


Prithee, see there! 

Behold! Look! Lo! [To the GHostT.] How say you? 
Why, what care J? If thou canst nod, speak too. 

If charnel houses** and our graves must send 
Those that we bury back, our monuments 

Shall be the maws of kites.”” [The Guost vanishes. | 


What, quite unmanned in folly? 


MACBETH. If I stand here, I saw him. 


Fie, for shame! 


MACBETH. Blood hath been shed ere now, i’ th’ olden time, 


Ere humane statute purged the gentle weal;”° 

Ay, and since too, murders have been performed 
Too terrible for the ear. The times has been 

That, when the brains were out, the man would die, 
And there an end; but now they rise again, 

With twenty mortal murders on their crowns,” 

And push us from our stools. This is more strange 
Than such a murder is. 


My worthy lord, 
Your noble friends do lack you. 


I do forget. 

Do not muse at me, my most worthy friends; 

I have a strange infirmity, which is nothing 

To those that know me. Come, love and health to all! 
Then I'll sit down. Give me some wine, fill full. 


[The GHOST reappears, but MACBETH does not notice him at 
once. | 


19 upon a thought: in a moment. 


20 passion: suffering. 


21 proper stuff!: Nonsense! 


22 flaws: literally, sudden gusts of 
wind; outbursts of emotion. 


23 Authorized . . . grandam: given 
on the authority of her grandmother. 


24 charnel houses: buildings where 
bones dug up from old graves were 

stored. 

25 our. . . kites: our tombs will be 

the bellies of birds of prey. 


26 Ere. . . weal: before human 
laws civilized the state and made it 
peaceful. 


27 mortal. . . crowns: deadly 
wounds on their heads. 
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90 =I drink to th’ general joy o’ th’ whole table, 
And to our dear friend Banquo, whom we miss; 
Would he were here! To all and him we thirst,” 28 thirst: drink. 
And all to all. 


LORDS. Our duties, and the pledge. 


MACBETH. [To the GHosT.] Avaunt!”? and quit my sight! Let 29 Avaunt!: Be gone! 
the earth hide thee! 
95 Thy bones are marrowless, thy blood is cold; 
Thou hast no speculation®’ in those eyes 30 speculations: sights. 
Which thou dost glare with. 


LADY MACBETH. Think of this, good peers, 
But as a thing of custom; ’tis no other. 
Only it spoils the pleasure of the time. 


100 MACBETH. What man dare, I dare. 31 Hyrean [har’kan] tlger: Hyrcania 


Approach thou like the rugged Russian bear, was located south of the Caspian 
: ’ : 31 Sea in ancient Asia. Hercules was 
The armed rhinoceros, oF th’ Hyrcan tiger; Saitiio have killed Ihe Hy reatigs: 
Take any shape but that,°’* and my firm nerves 32 that: Banquo's shape. 
Shall never tremble. Or be alive again, 
105 And dare me to the desert®’ with thy sword. 33 desert: inescapable place. 
If trembling I inhabit then, protest me 
The baby of a girl.** Hence, horrible shadow! 34 If. . . girl: if | tremble, then call 
me a baby girl. 


Unreal mock’ry, hence! [The GHosT vanishes again. | 
Why, so: being gone, 
I am a man again. Pray you, sit still. 


LADY MACBETH. You have displaced the mirth, broke the good 


110 meeting, 

With most admired disorder.” 35 admired disorder: amazing lack 

of self-control. 
MACBETH. Can such things be, 

And overcome us”*® like a summer’s cloud, 36 overcome us: come over us. 

Without our special wonder? You make me strange 

Even to the disposition that I owe,”’ 37 disposition . . . owe: my own 
115 When now I think you can behold such sights, alure; (sett 


And keep the natural ruby of your cheeks, 
When mine is blanched with fear. 


ROSS. What sights, my lord? 


LADY MACBETH. I pray you, speak not: he grows worse and 
worse; 
Question enrages him: at once, good night. 
120 Stand not upon the order of your going,® 38 Stand . . . going: Do not wait to 
But go at once leave in order of your rank. 


LENNOX. Good night; and better health 
Attend his Majesty! 
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LADY MACBETH. A kind good night to all! 


[Everyone leaves except MACBETH Gnd LADY MACBETH.] 


MACBETH. It will have blood, they say: blood will have blood. 


Stones have been known to move and trees to speak; 
Augures and understood relations*’ have 

By maggot-pies and choughs* and rooks brought forth*’ 
The secret’st man of blood.*? What is the night? 


LADY MACBETH. Almost at odds*? 
which. 


with morning, which is 


MACBETH. How say’st thou, that Macduff denies his person 
At our great bidding? 


LADY MACBETH. Did you send to him, sir? 


MACBETH. I hear it by the way, but I will send: 
There’s not a one of them but in his house 
I keep a servant fee’d.** I will tomorrow, 
And betimes*® I will, to the weird sisters: 
More shall they speak, for now I am bent* to know 
By the worst means. the. worst..For.mifé Owii” “good 
“KIT causes shall give way..I.am in blood _ 
Stepped in so far that, should I wade no ‘more, 
ir ng were as tedious as go o’er. , 
-tfaiige things I have in head that will to hand, 
Which must be acted ere they may be scanned.” 


LADY MACBETH. You lack the season of all natures, sleep. 


MACBETH. Come, we'll to sleep. My strange and self-abuse*” 
Is the initiate fear that wants hard use.” 
We are yet but young in deed. 


[They leave. | 


Scene v. A heath. 


[There is thunder and lightning on a heath as the THREE 
WITCHES enter and meet HECATE, the goddess of witchcraft. | 


FIRST WITCH. Why, how now, Hecate! you look angerly. 


/HECATE. Have I not reason, beldams’ as you are, 


Saucy and overbold? How did you dare 
To trade and traffic with Macbeth 


5| In riddles and affairs of death; 


| And I, the mistress of your charms, 


39 Augures. . . relations: omens 
and the relationship between the 
omens and what they signity. 

40 maggot-pies and choughs 
[chufs]: magpies and crows. 

41 brought forth: revealed. 

42 man of blood: murderer. 


43 at odds: disputing (it is almost 
midnight). 


44 fee'’d: in my pay as a spy. 
45 betimes: early in the morning. 
46 bent: eager. 


47 scanned: examined. 


48 season. . . natures: that which 
keeps fresh all living things. 

49 My. . . self-abuse: my strange 
delusion. 


50 initiate. . . use: beginner's tear 
that will toughen with more 
experience. 


1 beldams: old hags. 
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The close contriver’ of all harms, 2 close contriver: secret inventor. 
Was never called to bear my part, 
Or show the glory of our art? 
10. And, which is worse, all you have done 
Hath béén but for a wayward son, 
Spiteful and. wrathful; who,.as others do, 
Loves for his own ends, not for you. 
But make amends now: get you gone, 
15 And at the pit of Acheron® 3 Acheron [ak’s ron’); hell; in Greek 
Meet me i’ th’ morning: thither he AREROIORY AVG! STmages: 
Will come to know his destiny. 
Your vessels and your spells provide, 
Your charms and everything beside. 
20 Iam for th’ air; this night I'll spend 
Unto a dismal* and a fatal end: 4 dismal: disastrous. 
Great business must be wrought ere noon. 
Upon the corner of the moon 
There hangs a vap’rous drop profound; 
25 (il catch it ere it come to ground: 


And that distilled by magic sleights* 5 sleights: devices, arts. 

Shall raise such artificial sprites® 6 artificial sprites: spirits created by 
As by the strength of their illusion male: 

Shall draw him on to his confusion.’ 7 confusion: ruin, destruction. 


30 He shall spurn fate, scorn death, and bear 
His hopes ’bove wisdom, grace, and fear: 
And you all know security* 8 security: overcontidence. 
Is mortals’ chiefest enemy. 


[Music and a song are heard offstage. HECATE is called 
away. | 


Hark! I am called; my little spirit,’ see, 9 my little spirit: her familiar, or 
35 Sits in a foggy cloud and stays for me. Herre: 


[HECATE leaves. | 
FIRST WITCH. Come, let’s make haste; she’ll soon be back 
again. 


(The wircues leave quickly. | 


Scene vt. The palace at Forres. 


[LENNOX and another LORD enter a room in the palace and 
discuss the recent deaths of DUNCAN Gtid BANQUO Gnd MAC- 
DuFF’s mission to the court of King Edward of England to en- 


list the king’s aid against MACBETH. | 
zl 1 hit: agreed with. 
LENNOX. My former speeches have but hit’ your thoughts, D Which. dante Honaines 


Which can interpret farther.” Only I say you can draw your own conclusions. 
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35 


45 


LORD. 


Things have been strangely borne.* The gracious Duncan 
Was pitied of Macbeth: marry,’ he was dead. 

And the right-valiant Banquo walked too late; 

Whom, you may say, if ’t please you, Fleance killed, 
For Fleance fled. Men must not walk too late. 

Who cannot want the thought,’ how monstrous 

It was for Malcolm and for Donalbain 

To kill their gracious father? Damnéd fact!® 

How it did grieve Macbeth! Did he not straight, 

In pious rage, the two delinquents tear, 

That were the slaves of drink and thralls’ of sleep? 
Was not that nobly done? Ay, and wisely too; 

For ’twould have angered any heart alive 

To hear the men deny ’t. So that I say 

He has borne all things well:® and I do think 

That, had he Duncan’s sons under his key— 

As, an ’t” please heaven, he shall not—they should find 
What ‘twere to kill a father. So should Fleance. 

But, peace! for from broad words,’ and ’cause he failed 
His presence at the tyrant’s feast, I hear, 

Macduff lives in disgrace. Sir, can you tell 

Where he bestows himself? 


The son of Duncan, 
From whom this tyrant holds the due of birth," 
Lives in the English court, and is received 

Of the most pious Edward'* with such grace 
That the malevolence of fortune nothing 

Takes from his high respect.'* Thither Macduff 
Is gone to pray the-holy. King, upon: his aid’ 
To Wake. Northumberland.and. warlike Siward;!° 


" That by the help of these, with Him above 


To ratify the work, we may again 

Give to’ Oyr tables meat, sleep to our nights, 
Free from our feasts and banquets bloody knives, 
Do faithful homage and receive free honors:'® 

All which we pine for now. And this report 

Hath so exasperate the King that he 

Prepares for some attempt of war. 


LENNOX. Sent he to Macduff? 


LORD. He did: and with an absolute “Sir, not I,” 
The cloudy’’ messenger turns me his back, 
And hums, as who should say “You’ll rue the time 
That clogs’* me with this answer.” 


LENNOX. And that well might 
Advise him to a caution, t’ hold what distance 
His wisdom can provide. Some holy angel 


3 strangely borne: oddly managed. 


4 marry: indeed; a mild oath, 
originally, “By the Virgin Mary!” 


5 Who... . thought: who cannot 
help thinking. 


6 fact: act, deed. 


7 thralls: slaves. 


8 He... well: He has managed 
things cunningly. 


9 an’t: if it. 


10 broad words: free, unguarded 
speaking. 


11 holds... . birth: withholds his 
birthright—that is, the throne. 


12 Edward: Edward the Confessor, 
King of England 1042-1066. 


13 That. . . respect: His misfortune 
does not iessen the high respect he 


is given. 
14 his ald: on Malcolm's behalf. 
15 To wake. . . Siward: to call to 


arms the Earl of Northumberland, 
general of the English forces, and his 
son, Siward. Northumberland is a 
part of Engiand close to the Scottish 
border. 


16 free honors: honors given to free 
men. 


17 cloudy: disturbed. 


18 clogs: burdens. 
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Fly to the court of England and unfold 


His message ere he come, that a swift blessing 


May soon return to this our suffering country 


Under a hand accursed! 
LORD. 


(They leave. | 


Pll send my prayers with him. 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


Recalling 


1. 


In Act Ill, Scene i, just before the murderers 
enter, what reasons does Macbeth give for 
wanting to have Banquo killed? At the end of 
Scene i, whom else does Macbeth tell the 
murderers to kill? Kiceeo” Fle arce 

At the beginning of Scene ii, what does Lady 
Macbeth say that reveals her feelings about 
being queen of Scotland? 

What happens to Banquo and Fleance in 
Scene iii? i ite 


. In Scene iv why does Macbeth refuse to sit at 


the table with hoe guests? What explanation 
do Lady Macbeth and .Macbeth give for his 
strange behavior? "°°" "8° kCSeasc. 

At the end of Scene iv, why does Macbeth 
decide to seek the advice of the weird sis- 
ters? 

At the end of her speech in Scene v, what ef- 
fect does Hecate say the witches’ predictions 
will have on Macbeth? 


. In Scene vi what reason are we given for 


Macduff’s trip to the king of England? What 
does Macbeth do when he learns of Mac- 
duff’s mission? 


Interpreting 
8. In Scene i how does Macbeth manipulate the 


murderers into doing what he wants them 
to do? 

How has Macbeth’s attitude toward murder 
changed? Compare his state of mind as he 
arranges Banquo’s assassination in Act Ill, 


Scene i, with his emotional state in Act Il, 
Scene i, as he prepares to murder King 
Duncan. 
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10. 


11. 


12. 


Examine Macbeth’s speeches in Scene ii. 
What do they show about how his relation- 
ship with his wife has changed? 

In what ways do the events in Scene iv 
change Macbeth’s personality? At this point 
could he stop killing even if he wanted to? 
What are your impressions of Macduff from 
what you learn about him in Scene vi? What 
importance do you think he will have in Acts 
IV and V? 


Extending 


13. 


Imagine that you are a guest at Macbeth’s 
banquet. How would you react to the new 
king's behavior? How would you explain it? 


VIEWPOINT 


oe nae Su HOC a HUME 


Macbeth 


According to Mark Van Doren, the world of | 


can be most easily described as ‘‘strange.” 
The word, like the witches, is always some- 
where doing its work. Even in the battle 
which precedes the play the Thane of 
Glamis [Macbeth] has made ‘‘strange im- 
ages of death” (Act |, Scene iii, line 97), 
and when he comes home to his lady his 
face is ‘“‘as a book where men may read 
strange matters” (Act |, Scene v, lines 61- 
62). . . . Nothing is as it should be in such 
a world. . . . There is a drift of disorder in 
all events, and the air is murky with unwel- 
come miracles. 


What “unwelcome miracles” can you cite in 
support of Van Doren’s observation? What else 
seems strange about the world the play cre- 
ates? Is the word strange used elsewhere? 


ACT IV 


Scene i. A deserted place. 


[it is thundering as the THREE WITCHES enter and stand 
around a large caldron, or pot, in their deserted meeting 


place. | 
FIRST WITCH. Thrice the brinded’ cat hath mewed. 1 brinded [brin’did]: striped. 
SECOND WITCH. Thrice and once the hedge-pig” whined. 2 hedge-pig: hedgehog, a witch's 
F familiar, like the brinded cat. 
THIRD WITCH. Harpier” cries. "Tis time, ‘tis time. 3 Harpier: one of the familiar spirits 
attending the witches. Harpier is 
FIRST WITCH. Round about the caldron go: derived from harpy, a birdlike 


7 f monster of classical mythology. 
5 In the poisoned entrails throw. pee roe 


[The WITCHES circle the caldron, and as each mentions an 
item, she throws it into the pot.] 


Toad, that under cold stone 

Days and nights has thirty-one 

Swelt’red venom sleeping got,’ 4 Swelt’red . . . got: sweated out 
Boil thou first i’ th’ charméd pot. paleon wnlinslea Peg: 


{0 ALL. Double, double, toil and trouble; 
Fire burn and caldron bubble. 


SECOND WITCH. Fillet of a fenny snake,” 5 fenny snake: a snake trom the 
In the caldron boil and bake; fens, oc marshes, 
Eye of newt and toe of frog, ~ 
15 Wool of bat and tongue of dog, 


Adder’s fork® and blindworm’s’ sting, 6 fork: forked tongue. 

: , 1.8 : 7 bilndworm: small, harmless, 
Lizard’s leg and howlet's wing, limbless lizard, once believed to be 
For a charm of pow’rful trouble, poisonous. : 

Like a hell-broth boil and bubble. Showiet, small ow. 


20 ALL. Double, double, toil and trouble; 
Fire burn and caldron bubble. 


THIRD WITCH. Scale of dragon, tooth of wolf, 
Witch’s mummy, maw and gulf? 9 maw and gulf: stomach and 
Of the ravined”® salt-sea shark, aia shea pwRsuE, 
25 Root of hemlock digged i’ th’ dark, 
Slivered in the moon’s eclipse, 
Nose of Turk and Tartar’s lips, 
Finger of birth-strangled babe 


Ditch-delivered"’ by a drab, 41 Ditch-delivered: born in a ditch. 
30 Make the gruel thick and slab:’* 12 slab: sticky. 
Add thereto a tiger’s chaudron,”* 13 chaudron [shd'dran]: entrails. 


For th’ ingredients of our caldron. 
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ALL. Double, double, toil and trouble; 
Fire burn and caldron bubble. 


35 SECOND WITCH. Cool it with a baboon’s blood, 
Then the charm is firm and good. 


[HECATE, goddess of witches, enters and addresses the other 
THREE WITCHES. ] 


HECATE. O, well done! I commend your pains; 
And everyone shall share i’ th’ gains: 
And now about the caldron sing, 
40 Like elves and fairies in a ring, 
Enchanting all that you put in. 


[Music and a song are heard offstage. HECATE leaves. | 


SECOND. WITCH. By the pricking of my thumbs, 
Something wicked this way comes: 
Open, locks, 
45 Whoever knocks! 


[MACBETH enters. | 


MACBETH. How now, you secret, black, and midnight hags! 
What is ’t you do? 


ALL. A deed without a name. 


MACBETH. I conjure you, by that which you profess,'* 
Howe’er you come to know it, answer me: 

50 Though you untie the winds and let them fight 
Against the churches; though the yesty'’ waves 
Confound’® and swallow navigation up; 

Though bladed corn be lodged"’ and trees blown down; 
Though castles topple on their warders’ heads; 

55 Though palaces and pyramids do slope’® 
Their heads to their foundations; though the treasure 
Of nature’s germens’® tumble all together, 

Even till destruction sicken, answer me 
To what I ask you.”° 


FIRST WITCH. Speak. 
SECOND WITCH. Demand. 
THIRD WITCH. We'll answer. 


60 FIRST WITCH. Say, if th’ hadst rather hear it from our mouths, 
Or from our masters? 


MACBETH. Call ’em, let me see ’em. 


FIRST WITCH. Pour in sow’s blood, that hath eaten 


14 that. . . profess: witchcraft. 


15 yesty: foamy. 
16 Confound: destroy. 
17 lodged: beaten down. 


18 slope: bend. i. 


19 germens: seeds of all life. 


20 Though you untle. . . | ask 
you: Macbeth must know the truth, 
whatever the cost. 
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Her nine farrow;*' grease that’s sweaten 21 farrow: young pigs. 
From the murderer’s gibbet”* throw 22 glbbet [jib’it]: galiows. 
Into the flame. 


65 ALL. Come, high or low, 
Thyself and office’* deftly show! 23 office: your function. 


[Tbe THREE APPARITIONS, Or ghosts—an Armored Head, a 
Bloody Child, and a Child Crowned—that appear in turn 
here are symbolic of the stages of MACBETH’s downfall. 
Their significance is unknown to MACBETH at this time. 
Thunder is beard as the FIRST APPARITION, the armored head 
of a warrior, appears. This head symbolizes MACBETH’S fu- 
ture battle with MACDUFF. | 


MACBETH. Tell me, thou unknown power— 


FIRST WITCH. He knows thy thought: 
Hear his speech, but say thou nought. 


FIRST APPARITION. Macbeth! Macbeth! Macbeth! Beware 
Macduff! -. jane 
70 Beware the Thane of Fife. Dismiss me: enough: 


[The FIRST APPARITION uisabpears ] 


MACBETH. Whate’er thou art, for thy good caution thanks: 
Thou has harped** my fear aright. But one word more— 24 harped: guessed. 


FIRST WITCH. He will not be commanded. Here’s another, 
More potent than the first. 


[More thunder as the SECOND APPARITION, @ Bloody Child, 
appears. The Bloody Child symbolizes mMacpurr at birth. | 


75 SECOND APPARITION. Macbeth! Macbeth! Macbeth! 
MACBETH. Had I three ears, I'd hear thee. 


SECOND APPARITION. Be bloody, bold, and resolute! Laugh to” 
4 esate Ge Ee yee Lian Seats SER ot , 
OY ‘Thé pow’r of man, for none of woman born 
Shall harm Macbeth. 


[Tbe SECOND APPARITION disappears. | 


80 MACBETH. Then live, Macduff: what need I fear of thee? 
But yet Pll make assurance double sure, 
And take a bond of fate.?’ Thou shalt not live; : 25 take. . . fate: get a guarantee 
That I may tell pale-hearted fear it lies, Neate ab ie alle eles 
And sleep in spite of thunder. 


[Thunder sounds as the THIRD APPARITION, a Crowned Child 
with a tree in his hand, appears. This child symbolizes 
MALCOLM, KING DUNCAN’S elder son. ] 
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What is this, 
8 That rises like the issue of a king, 
And wears upon his baby-brow the round 


926 


And top of sovereignty? 26 top of sovereignty: crown. 


ALL. Listen, but speak not to ’t. 


THIRD APPARITION..Be-lion-mettled, proud; and take no care 
: Who" chafes, who frets, or where conspirers are: 
go! Macbeth shall never vanquished be until 


| Great Birnam Wood to high Dunsinane Hill 


v 

Shall come against him.”’ 27 Macbeth . . . him: Macbeth wil 
never be conquered uniess the forest 

[The THIRD APPARITION disappears. | ‘of Great Birnam marches twelve 
miles to his castle on Dunsinane Hill. 

MACBETH. That will never be. 
Who can impress”® the forest, bid the tree 28 impress: force into service. 
Unfix his earth-bound root? Sweet bodements,”’ good! 29 bodements: prophecies. 


95 Rebellious dead, rise never, till the Wood 
Of Birnam rise, and our high-placed Macbeth 
Shall live the lease of nature, pay his breath 


To time and mortal custom.*° Yet my heart 30 lve. . . custom: live and die a 
Throbs to know one thing. Tell me, if your art RUS Sea 
100 Can tell so much: shall Banquo’s issue-ever-—. 
Reign in this kingdom? 
ALL. Seek to know no more. 


MACBETH. I will be satisfied. Deny me this, 
And an eternal curse fall on you! Let me know 
Why sinks that caldron? And what noise is this? 


[Oboes are heard. | 
105 FIRST WITCH. Show! 
SECOND WITCH. Show! 
THIRD WITCH. Show! 


ALL. Show his eyes, and grieve his heart; 
Come like shadows, so depart! 


[A pantomime passes across the stage. In the show are the 
apparitions of eight kings, representing the eight Stuart 
kings of Scotland. The eighth king represents James I of 
England, also known as. King James VI _Of Scotland. He 
was a descendant of BANQUO and reigned at the time 
MACBETH was written. The last king bas a mirror in his 
hand so that MACBETH can look into the future. BANQUO’S 
GHOST appears at the end of the procession. | 


110 MACBETH. Thou art too like the spirit of Banquo. Down! 
Thy crown does sear mine eyelids. And thy hair, 
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115 


120 


125 


130 


135 


140 


Thou other gold-bound brow, is like the first. 

A third is like the former. Filthy hags! 

Why do you show me this? A fourth! Start, eyes! 
What, will the line stretch out to th’ crack of doom? 
Another yet! A seventh! Ill see no more. 

And yet the eighth appears, who bears a glass 
Which shows me many more; and some I see 
That twofold balls and treble scepters*’ carry: 
Horrible sight! Now I see ’tis true; 

For the blood-boltered** Banquo smiles upon me, 
And points-at-them for his 


[The APPARITIONS in the pantomime vanish, | 
What, is this so? 


FIRST WITCH. Ay, sir, all this is so. But why 
Stands Macbeth thus amazedly?** 
Come, sisters, cheer we up his sprites,** 
And show the best of our delights: 
I'll charm the air to give a sound, 
While you perform your antic round,** 
That this great king may kindly say 
Our duties did his welcome pay. 


[Music plays as the WITCHES dance and vanisb. | 


MACBETH. Where are they? Gone? Let this pernicious hour 
Stand aye accursed in the calendar!*® 
Come in, without there! 
[LENNOX enters. | 
LENNOX. What’s your Grace’s will? 
MACBETH. Saw you the weird sisters? 
LENNOX. No, my lord. 
MACBETH. Came they not by you? 
LENNOX. No indeed, my lord. 


MACBETH. Infected be the air whereon they ride, 
And damned all those that trust them! I did hear 
The galloping of horse. Who was ’t came by? 


LENNOX. ’Tis two or three, my lord, that bring you word 


Macduff is fled to England. 
MACBETH. Fled to England? 


LENNOX. Ay, my good lord. 


MACBETH. [Aside.] Time, thou anticipat’st?’ my dread exploits. 
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31 twofold. . . scepters: 
coronation emblems and insignia of 
the kingdoms of England, Scotland, 
and Ireland, united in 1603. 

32 bleod-boltered: hair matted with 
blood. 


33 amazedly: entranced. 
34 sprites: spirits. 


35 antic round: grotesque circle 
dance. 


36 Stand. . . calendar: be forever 
cursed. 


37 anticipat’st: foretold. 


The flighty purpose never is o’ertook 


Unless the deed go with it.** From this moment 38 The flighty . . . it: The fleeting 
145 The very firstlings of my heart*® shall be Bieta meyer ue unleS ts 
. carried out at once. 
The firstlings of my hand. And even now, 39 firstlings . . . heart: first 
To crown my thoughts with acts, be it thought and done: mougntsuandl iiripulses: 


The castle of Macduff I will surprise; 


Seize upon Fife; give to th’ edge o’ ‘th’ sword 
150 His wife, his bi a Il unfortunate souls 
©) That, ‘trace* °’ him -in-his. line, -No boasting like a fool; 40 trace: succeed. 
This deed I'll do. before. this purpose cool: . 
But no more sights!\—Where are these gentlemen? 
Come, bring me where they are. 


[MACBETH leaves with LENNOX.] 


Scene ii. MACDUFF’S Castle at Fife. 


[In Fife, on the southeast coast of Scotland, LADY MACDUEF, her 
son, and ROSS enter a room in MACDUFF’s castle. LADY MACDUFF 
is upset and angry with her husband for leaving Scotland. | 


LADY MACDUFF. What had he done, to make him fly the land? 


ROSS. You must have patience, madam. 


LADY MACDUFF. He had none: 
His flight was madness. When our actions do not, 
Our fears do make us traitors.' 1 When. . . traitora: Although we 
may not be traitors, displaying our 
ROSS. You know not fears gives us the appearance of 
: : ‘ P uilt 
5 Whether it was his wisdom or his fear. q 
LADY MACDUFF. Wisdom! To leave his wife, to leave his babes, 
His mansion and his titles,” in a place 2 his titles: all he is entitled to, his 
From whence himself does fly? He loves us not; Deg ae 
He wants the natural touch: for the poor wren, 3 wants . . . touch: lacks the 
10 The most diminutive of birds, will fight, feeling of natural affection. 
Her young ones in her nest, against the owl. 
All is the fear and nothing is the love; 
As little is the wisdom, where the flight 
So runs against all reason. 
ROSS. My dearest coz,‘ 4 coz [kuz]: an affectionate 
15 I pray you, school’ yourself. But, for your husband, ene iMecdutt apa 
He is noble, wise, judicious, and best knows 5 school: control. 
The fits o’ th’ season.® I dare not speak much further: Sane Gere Vicleny aisgiaers 
But cruel are the times, when we are traitors 7 we. . . ourselves: we are treated 
And do not know ourselves;” when we hold rumor eee Bulge nel honorary 
20 From what we fear,® yet know not what we fear, 8 hold. . . fear: interpret rumors 
ji F based on our fears. 
But float upon a wild and violent sea 


Macbeth Act IV, Scene ii 163 


Each way and move. I take my leave of you. 
Shall not be long but I'll be here again. 
Things at the worst will cease, or else climb upward 
25 To what they were before. [He addresses MACDUFF’s son. | 
My pretty cousin, 
Blessing upon you! 


LADY MACDUEFEF. Fathered he is, and yet he’s fatherless. 


Ross. I am so much a fool, should I stay longer, 
It would be my disgrace and your discomfort.” 
I take my leave at once. 


[Ross leaves. | 


30 LADY MACDUFF. Sirrah, your father’s dead: 
And what will you do now? How will you live? 


SON. As birds do, mother. 
LADY MACDUFF. What, with worms and flies? 
SON. With what I get, I mean; and so do they. 


LADY MACDUFF. Poor bird! thou’dst never fear the net nor 
lime,'° 
35 The pitfall nor the gin." 


SON. Why should I, mother? Poor birds they are not set for. 
My father is not dead, for all your saying. 


LADY MACDUFF. Yes, he is dead: how wilt thou do for a 
father? 


SON. Nay, how will you do for a husband? 
40 LADY MACDUEF. Why, I can buy me twenty at any market. 
SON. Then you'll buy ’em to sell'* again. 


LADY MACDUFF. Thou speak’st with all thy wit, and yet, i’ 
faith, 
With wit enough for thee.’* 


SON. Was my father a traitor, mother? 
45 LADY MACDUEF. Ay, that he was. 
SON. What is a traitor? 
LADY MACDUFF. Why, one that swears and lies.'* 
SON. And be all traitors that do so? 


LADY MACDUFEF. Every one that does so is a traitor, and must 
be hanged. 


50 SON. And must they all be hanged that swear and lie? 
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9 It. . . discomfort: | would 
disgrace myself and embarrass you 
by weeping. 


10 lime: birdlime, a sticky substance 
smeared on branches to catch birds. 
11 pitfall. . . gin: traps or snares. 


12 sell: betray. 


13 for thee: for a child. 


14 swears and lies: takes an oath 
and breaks it. 


LADY MACDUFF. Every one. 
SON. Who must hang them? 
LADY MACDUFF. Why, the honest men. 


SON. Then the liars and swearers are fools; for there are liars 
55 and swearers enow’’ to beat the honest men and hang up 15 enow: enough. 
them. 


LADY MACDUFF. Now, God help thee, poor monkey! But how 
wilt thou do for a father? 


SON. If he were dead, you’d weep for him. If you would not, 
60 it were a good sign that I should quickly have a new 
father. 


LADY MACDUFF. Poor prattler, how thou talk’st! 
[A MESSENGER comes in. ] 


MESSENGER. Bless you, fair dame! I am not to you known, 


Though in your state of honor I am perfect.’® 16 in. . . perfect: | know of your 
65 I doubr'” some danger does approach you nearly: debits ai Lie 
If you will take a homely'® man’s advice, 18 homely: simple. 


Be not found here; hence, with your little ones. 

To fright you thus, methinks I am too savage; 

To do worse to you were fell’? cruelty, 19 fell: fierce. 
70 Which is too nigh your person. Heaven preserve you! 

I dare abide no longer. 


[Tbe MESSENGER leaves quickly, } 


LADY MACDUEFF. Whither should I fly? 
IT have done no harm. But I remember now 
Iam in this earthly world, where to do harm 
Is often laudable, to do good sometime 
75 Accounted dangerous folly. Why then, alas, 
Do I put up that womanly defense, 
To say I have done no harm?—What are these faces? 


[The MURDERERS hired by MACBETH enter. | 
MURDERER. Where is your husband? 


LADY MACDUFF. I hope, in no place so unsanctified 
Where such as thou mayst find him. 


i 80 MURDERER. He’s a traitor. 
i SON. Thou li’st, thou shag-eared”° villain! 20 shag-eared: with shaggy hair 
about his ears. 
MURDERER. What, you egg! 


[The MURDERER Stabs the child. | 
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Young fry of treachery!”" 21 Young. . . treachery: child 
spawned by a traitor. 


SON. He has killed me, mother: 
Run away, I pray you! 


[The soy dies as LADY MACDUFF runs off crying, “Murder!” 
The MURDERERS pursue ber. | 


Scene iti. The palace of the King of England. 


[MACDUFF has come to England in an attempt to ally himself 
with MALCOLM, KING DUNCAN’s elder son and rightful heir to 
the Scottish crown. He meets MALCOLM in front of the palace 
of Edward the Confessor, the devoutly religious King of Eng- 
land. | 


MALCOLM. Let us seek out some desolate shade, and there 
Weep our sad bosoms empty. 


MACDUFF, Let us rather 
Hold fast the mortal’ sword, and like good men 1 mortal: deadly. 
Bestride our down-fall’n birthdom.? Each new morn 2 Bestride. . . birthdom: stand 
New widows howl, new orphans cry, new sorrows OVE, pIsect oun nativenlang. which 


has been beaten down. 
Strike heaven on the face, that it resounds 


As if it felt with Scotland and yelled out 


Like syllable of dolor.* 3 Like. . . dolor: a similar cry. 
MALCOLM. What I believe, [ll wail; 
What know, believe; and what I can redress, 
«As I shall find the time to friend,* I will. 4 to friend: friendly. 
What you have spoke, it may be so perchance. 
This tyrant, whose sole’ name blisters our tongues, 5 sole: very. 
Was once thought honest:° you have loved him well; 6 honest: good. 
He hath not touched you yet. I am young; but something 
You may deserve of him through me;’ and wisdom® 7 something . . . me: you may 


benefit by betraying me to Macbeth. 


To offer up a weak, poor, innocent lamb 5 eriirladom: Sid arise 


T’ appease an angry god. 


MACDUFF. I am not treacherous. 


MALCOLM. But Macbeth is. 
A good and virtuous nature may recoil : seca fs ; genau: reverse itself 
In an imperial charge.” But I shall crave your pardon; iOnieatlanone: Rana 
That which you are, my thoughts cannot transpose:'° eee alone cannot make you a 
: . . raitor. 
Angels are bright still, though the brightest’’ fell: 11 the brightest: Lucifer. 
Though all things foul would wear the brows of grace, 12 Though. . . 80: Even if all foul 
Y ill look 12 things looked gracious, grace would 
et grace must still look so. not change its appearance. 
13 13 my hopes: my hopes of saving 
MACDUFF. I have lost my hopes. ° Scotland from Macbeth. 
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MALCOLM. Perchance even there where I did find my 
25 doubts. '* 
Why in that rawness’” left you wife and child, 
Those precious motives, those strong knots of love, 
Without leave-taking? I pray you, 
Let not my jealousies'® be your dishonors, 
30 But mine own safeties.’ You may be rightly just 
Whatever I shall think. 


MACDUFF. Bleed, bleed, poor country: 
Great tyranny, lay thou thy basis sure, 


For goodness dare not check thee: wear thou thy wrongs; 


The title is affeered.'® Fare thee well, lord: 

35 I would not be the villain that thou think’st 
For the whole space that’s in the tyrant’s grasp 
And the rich East to boot. 


MALCOLM. Be not offended: 
I speak not as in absolute fear of you. 
I think our country sinks beneath the yoke; 
40 It weeps, it bleeds, and each new day a gash 
Is added to her wounds. | think withal 
There would be hands uplifted in my right;’? 
And here from gracious England” have I offer 
Of goodly thousands: but, for all this, 
45 When I shall tread upon the tyrant’s head, 
Or wear it on my sword, yet my poor country 
Shall have more vices than it had before, 
More suffer, and more sundry ways than ever, 
By him that shall succeed. 


MACDUFF. What should he be??’ 


50 MALCOLM. It is myself I mean, in whom I know 
All the particulars of vice so grafted”* 
That, when they shall be opened,”* black Macbeth 
Will seem as pure as snow, and the poor state 
Esteem him as a lamb, being compared 
With my confineless harms.”* 


55 MACDUFF. Not in the legions 
Of horrid hell can come a devil more damned 
In evils to top Macbeth. 


MALCOLM. I grant him bloody, 
Luxurious,’ avaricious, false, deceitful, 
Sudden, malicious, smacking of every sin 
60 That has a name: but there’s no bottom, none, 
In my voluptuousness: your wives, your daughters, 
Your matrons and your maids, could not fill up 


14 Perchance. . . doubts: Malcolm 
iS suspicious of Macduff's desertion 
of his wife and children. 

15 rawness: unprotected condition 


16 Jealousies: suspicions. 
17 safeties: protections. 


18 affeered: confirmed by law. 


19 in my right: on behaif of my 
claim. 

20 England: the King of England, 
Edward the Confessor. 


21 What. . . be: Who could be 
worse than Macbeth? 


22 grafted: implanted. 
23 opened: in bloom. 


24 confineless harms: boundiess 
evils. 


25 Luxurious: lecherous. 


Macbeth Act IV, Scene iti 167 


65 


70 


75 


80 


85 


90 


95 


100 
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MACDUFF. 


MALCOLM. 


MACDUFF, 


The cistern of my lust, and my desire 

All continent impediments** would o’erbear, 
That did oppose my will. Better Macbeth 
Than such an one to reign. 


In nature”’ is a tyranny; it hath been 

Th’ untimely emptying of the happy throne, 
And fall of many kings. But fear not yet 

To take upon you what is yours: you may 
Convey** your pleasures in a spacious plenty, 


And yet seem cold, the time you may so hoodwink. 


We have willing dames enough. There cannot be 
That vulture in you, to devour so many 

As will to greatness dedicate themselves, 
Finding it so inclined. 


With this there grows 
In my most ill-composed affection”? such 

A stanchless avarice® that, were I King, 

I should cut off the nobles for their lands, 
Desire his*' jewels and this other’s house: 
And my more-having would be as a sauce 

To make me hunger more, that I should forge 
Quarrels unjust against the good and loyal, 
Destroying them for wealth. 


This avarice 

Sticks deeper, grows with more pernicious root 
Than summer-seeming”* lust, and it hath been 
The sword of our slain kings.** Yet do not fear. 
Scotland hath foisons™ to fill up your will 

Of your mere own.”? All these are portable,*® 
With other graces weighed.*” 


MALCOLM. But I have none: the king-becoming graces, 


As justice, verity, temp’rance, stableness, 
Bounty, perseverance, mercy, lowliness, 
Devotion, patience, courage, fortitude, 

I have no relish of them, but abound 

In the division of each several crime,*® 

Acting it many ways. Nay, had I pow’r, I should 
Pour the sweet milk of concord into hell, 
Uproar the universal peace, confound”? 


All unity on earth. 
MACDUFF. O Scotland, Scotland! 


MALCOLM. If such a one be fit to govern, speak: 
I am as I have spoken. 
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Boundless intemperance 


26 continent impediments: 
restraints. 


27 nature: man’s nature. 


28 Convey: secretly manage. 


29 affection: personality. 


30 stanchless avarice: never- 
ending, insatiable greed. 


31 his: that man’s. 


32 summer-seeming: summerlike. 
33 The. . . kings: The sword that 
killed our kings. 

34 foisons [foi’zanz]: plenty, 
abundance. 

35 mere own: own property. 

36 portable: bearable. 

37 weighed: counterbalanced. 


38 division . . . crime: variations of 
each kind of crime. 


39 confound: destroy. 


105 


110 


115 


120 


125 


135 


140 


MACDUFFE. Fit to govern! 
No, not to live. O nation miserable! 
With an untitled*° tyrant bloody-sceptered, 
When shalt thou see thy wholesome days again, 
Since that the truest issue of thy throne*’ 
By his own interdiction*? stands accursed, 
And does blaspheme his breed?*? Thy royal father 


Was a most sainted king: the queen that bore thee, 


Oft’ner upon her knees than on her feet, 

Died every day she lived.** Fare thee well! 
These evils thou repeat’st upon thyself 

Hath banished me from Scotland. O my breast, 
Thy hope ends here! 


MALCOLM. Macduff, this noble passion, 
Child of integrity, hath from my soul 
Wiped the black scruples, reconciled my thoughts 
To thy good truth and honor. Devilish Macbeth 
By many of these trains*’ hath sought to win me 
Into his power; and modest wisdom* plucks me 
From over-credulous haste: but God above 
Deal between thee and me! For even now 
I put myself to thy direction, and 
Unspeak mine own detraction;*” here abjure 
The taints and blames I laid upon myself, 
For“ strangers to my nature. I am yet 
Unknown to woman, never was forsworn,*” 
Scarcely have coveted what was mine own, 
At no time broke my faith, would not betray — 
The devil to his fellow, and delight 
No less in truth than life. My first false speaking 
Was this upon | myself. What I am truly, 
Is thine and my poor country’s to command: 
Whither indeed, before thy here-approach, 
Old Siward, with ten thousand warlike men, 
Already at a point,° was setting forth. 
Now we'll together, and the chance of goodness 


Be like our warranted quarrel!®' Why are you silent? 


MACDUEFF. Such welcome and unwelcome things at once 


‘Tis hard to reconcile. 


[An ENGLISH DOCTOR enters. | 


MALCOLM. Well, more anon. Comes the King forth, I pray 


you? 


DOCTOR. Ay, sir. There are a crew of wretched souls 
That stay his cure:*” their malady convinces 


40 untitled: having no right to the 
throne. 


41 truest. . . throne: child of the 
true king. 
42 interdiction: exclusion. 


43 blaspheme. . . breed: slander 
his ancestry. 
44 Died. . . lived: lived every day 


always prepared for death. 


45 trains: enticements. 
46 modest wisdom: prudence. 


47 detraction: slander. 


48 For: as. 
49 was forsworn: broke my oath. 


50 Old Siward. . . at a point: Old 
Siward was the general of the English 
forces, and his troops were prepared. 
51 the chance. . . quarrel: may our 
chance of success be as good as 
Our Cause is just. 


52 stay his cure: wait for him to heal 
them. It was believed that King 
Edward could heal by touch—a 
power James | felt he had inherited. 


Macbeth Act IV, Scene iii 169 


The great assay of art;°? but at his touch, 
Such sanctity hath heaven given his hand, 
They presently amend.” 


145 MALCOLM. I thank you, doctor. 
[The DOCTOR leaves. | 


MACDUFE. What’s the disease he means? 


MALCOLM. ’Tis called the evil:”° 

A most miraculous work in this good King, 
Which often since my here-remain in England 
I have seen him do. How he solicits heaven, 

150 Himself best knows: but strangely visited people, 
All swoll’n and ulcerous, pitiful to the eye, 
The mere™ despair of surgery, he cures, 
Hanging a golden stamp””’ about their necks, 
Put on with holy prayers: and ’tis spoken, 

155 To the succeeding royalty he leaves 
The healing benediction. With this strange virtue 
He hath a heavenly gift of prophecy, 
And sundry blessings hang about his throne 
That speak him full of grace. 


[ROss enters. ] 
MACDUFE. See, who comes here? 
160 MALCOLM. My countryman; but yet I know him not. 
MACDUEFF. My ever gentle” cousin, welcome hither. 


MALCOLM. I know him now: good God, betimes*’ remove 
The means that makes us strangers! 


ROSS. Sir, amen. 
MACDUEFF. Stands Scotland where it did? 


ROSS. Alas, poor country! 
165 Almost afraid to know itself! It cannot 
Be called our mother but our grave, where nothing® 
But who knows nothing is once®’ seen to smile; 
Where sighs and groans, and shrieks that rent the air, 
Are made, not marked; where violent sorrow seems 
170 A modern ecstasy.°? The dead man’s knell 
Is there scarce asked for who, and good men’s lives 
Expire before the flowers in their caps, 
Dying or ere®’ they sicken. 


MACDUFF., O, relation 
Too nice,™ and yet too true! 
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53 convinces. . . art: defies the 
best efforts of medical science. 


54 presently amend: recover at 
once. 


55 the evil: scrofula [skrof’ya la], a 
skin disease called “the King’s evil” 
because it was believed that the 
King’s touch would cure it. 


56 mere: utter. 
57 stamp: coin. 


58 gentle: nobie. 


59 betimes: quickly. 


60 nothing: no one. 
61 once: at any time. 


62 modern ecstasy: common 
emotion. 


63 ere: before. 


64 nice: exact. 
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180 


185 


190 


195 


200 


MALCOLM. What’s the newest grief? 


ross. That of an hour’s age doth hiss the speaker;®° 65 That. . . speaker: There are so 


Each minute teems™ a new one. 
MACDUEF. How does my wife? So eae aN een 
Ross. Why, well. 

MACDUFF. And all my children? 

ROSS. Well too. 

MACDUEFF. The tyrant has not battered at their peace? 
ROSS. No; they were well at peace when I did leave ’em. 


MACDUEF. Be not a niggard of your speech: how goes ’t? 


ross. When I came hither to transport the tidings, 
Which I have heavily borne, there ran a rumor 


many new griefs that hour-old news 
is hissed because it is out of date. 


Of many worthy fellows that were out; 67 out: in open rebellion. 
Which was to my belief witnessed the rather,® 68 witnessed the rather: confirmed. 
For that I saw the tyrant’s power” afoot. 69 power: army. 


Now is the time of help. Your eye in Scotland 
Would create soldiers, make our women fight, 
To doff’”® their dire distresses. 70 dotf: put off. 


MALCOLM. Be ’t their comfort 


We are coming thither. Gracious England”’ hath 71 Gracious England: the King of 


Lent us good Siward and ten thousand men; Englena 


An older and a better soldier none 
That Christendom gives out. 


ROSS. Would I could answer 
This comfort with the like! But I have words 
That would be howled out in the desert air, 
Where hearing should not latch” them. 72 latch: catch. 


MACDUFF. What concern they? 


The general cause or is it a fee-grief” 73 fee-grief: a personal grief. 


Due to some single breast? 


ROSS. No mind that’s honest 
But in it shares some woe, though the main part 
Pertains to you alone. 


MACDUFF. If it be mine, 
Keep it not from me, quickly let me have it. 


ross. Let not your ears despise my tongue for ever, 
Which shall possess them with the heaviest sound 
That ever yet they heard. 


MACDUEFF. Humh! I guess at it. 
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ROSS. Your castle is surprised; your wife and babes 
205 Savagely slaughtered. To relate the manner, 
Were, on the quarry” of these murdered deer, 
To add the death of you. 


MALCOLM. Merciful heaven! 
What, man! Ne’er pull your hat upon your brows; 
Give sorrow words. The grief that does not speak 
210 Whispers the o’er-fraught” heart, and bids it break. 


MACDUFF, My children too? 


ROSS. Wife, children, servants, all 
That could be found. 


MACDUFFE. And I must be from thence! 
My wife killed too? 


ROSS. I have said. 


MALCOLM. Be comforted. 
Let’s make us med’cines of our great revenge, 
215 To cure this deadly grief. 


MACDUEFF. He” has no children. All my pretty ones? 
Did you say all? O hell-kite!’” All? 
What, all my pretty chickens and their dam” 
At one fell swoop? 


MALCOLM. Dispute it” like a man. 


220 MACDUFF. I shall do so; 
But I must also feel it as a man. 
I cannot but remember such things were, 
That were most precious to me. Did heaven look on, 
And would not take their part? Sinful Macduff, 

225 ‘They were all struck for thee! Naught®™ that I am, 
Not for their own demerits but for mine 
Fell slaughter on their souls. Heaven rest them now! 


MALCOLM. Be this the whetstone of your sword. Let grief 
Convert to anger; blunt not the heart, enrage it. 


230 MACDUFF. O, I could play the woman with mine eyes, 
And braggart with my tongue! But, gentle heavens, 
Cut short all intermission; front to front®' 
Bring thou this fiend of Scotland and myself, 
Within my sword’s length set him. If he ‘scape, 
Heaven forgive him too! 


235 MALCOLM. This time goes manly. 


; Come, go we to the King. Our power is ready; 
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74 quarry: heap of game slain ina 
hunt. 


75 o’er-fraught: overburdened. 


76 He: may refer to Malcolm or 
Macbeth. 

77 hell-kite: bird of prey. 

78 dam: mother. 


79 Dispute it: resist your grief. 


80 Naught: wicked. 


81 front to front: face to face 


Our lack is nothing but our leave.** Macbeth 82 Our. . . leave: We have 

Is ripe for shaking, and the pow’rs above everything except permission to go. 

Put on their instruments.*? Receive what cheer you may. 
240 The night is long that never finds the day. 


83 Put... instruments: urge us 
onward as their agents. 


[They all leave. | 


STUDY QUESTIONS : ; 
ects 6. Describe the characters of Lady Macduff and 
Recalling her son, and explain your reaction to them. 


1. In Act IV, Scene i, what does Macbeth learn 
from each of the three apparitions? What ad- 
ditional question does he ask the witches, 

- and by what means do they answer him? 

2. At the end of Scene i, what does Macbeth 
vow to do to Macduff’s family? 

3, At the beginning of Scene iii, how does Mal- 
colm test Macduff’s loyalty? How does Mac- 
duff finally convince Malcolm -that he is not on 
Macbeth’s side? 


How does their fate color your opinion of 
Macbeth? 


. How do you react to the portion of Scene iii 


where Macduff is told his family’s fate? What 
do you learn about Macduff’s character from 
this scene? 


. Assess the state of Scotland under Macbeth’s 


rule. Who supports’ Macbeth at this point in 
the play? , j 


. How does Scene iii advance the action of the 


_ 4. What awful news does Ross bring Macduff? play? 
At the end of Scene iii, what action do Mal- Extending 


colm and Macduff plan? 10. If Macbeth were to seek your advice about 
how he should react to the witches’ latest 
prophecies, how would you respond to him? 
What would you advise him to do? 


Interpreting : 
5. What does Macbeth’s final speech in Scene i 
’ reveal about his state of mind? 
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ACT V 


Scene i. MACBETH’s castle at Dunsinane. 


[It is late at night in MACBETH’s castle at Dunsinane. A GEN- 
TLEWOMAN WhO serves LADY MACBETH enters with @ SCOTTISH 
PHYSICIAN. They have come to observe LADY MACBETH, who has 
recently begun to sleepwalk. | 


10 


15 


20 


25 


174 


pocror. I have two nights watched with you, but can 
perceive no truth in your report. When was it she last 
walked? 


GENTLEWOMAN,. Since his Majesty went into the field,’ I have 
seen her rise from her bed, throw her nightgown upon 
her, unlock her closet,’ take forth paper, fold it, write 
upon ‘t, read it, afterwards seal it, and again return to 
bed; yet all this while in a most fast sleep. 


DOCTOR. A great perturbation in nature,’ to receive at once 
the benefit of sleep and do the effects of watching!* In 
this slumb’ry agitation, besides her walking and other 
actual performances, what, at any time, have you heard 
her say? 


GENTLEWOMAN. That, sir, which I will not report after her. 
DOCTOR. You may to me, and ‘tis most meet? you should. 


GENTLEWOMAN. Neither to you nor anyone, having no witness 
to confirm my speech. 


[LADY MACBETH eters, carrying a candlestick. | 


Lo you, here she comes! This is her very guise,° and, 


upon my life, fast asleep! Observe her; stand close.’ 
DOCTOR. How came she by that light? 


GENTLEWOMAN. Why, it stood by her. She has light by her 
continually. "Tis her command. 


[LADY MACBETH moves across the stage, unaware that others 
are watching ber. | 


DOCTOR. You see, her eyes are open. 
GENTLEWOMAN. Ay, but their sense® are shut. 


DOCTOR. What is it she does now? Look, how she rubs her 
hands. 


GENTLEWOMAN, It is an accustomed action with her, to seem 
thus washing her hands: I have known her continue in 
this a quarter of an hour. 
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1 into the fleld: joined the army on 
the battlefield to repress rebellious 
subjects. 


2 closet: a chest or box. 


3 perturbation in nature: disorder a! | | 
the body and mind. 


4 effects of watching: actions of 
one awake. 


5 meet: suitable. 


6 gulse: custom. 
7 close: hidden. 


8 their sense: power of sight. 
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35 


40 


45 


50 


55 


60 


LADY MACBETH. Yet here’s a spot. 


Doctor. Hark! she speaks. I will set down what comes from 
her, to satisfy’ my remembrance the more strongly. 


LADY MACBETH. [She sets down the candlestick and rubs her 
hands as if she were washing them.\ Out, damned spot! 
Out, I say! One: two: why, then ’tis time to do ’t.’° Hell 
is murky. Fie, my lord, fie! A soldier, and afeard? What 
need we fear who knows it, when none can call our 
pow’r to accompt?'’ Yet who would have thought the old 
man to have had so much blood in him? 


Docror. Do you mark that? 


LADY MACBETH. The Thane of Fife had a wife. Where is she 
now? What, will these hands ne’er be clean? No more 0’ 
that, my lord, no more o’ that! You mar all with this 
starting. 


DOCTOR. Go to,’” go to! You have known what you should not. 


GENTLEWOMAN. She has spoke what she should not, I am sure 
of that. Heaven knows what she has known. 


LADY MACBETH. Here’s the smell of the blood still. All the 
perfumes of Arabia will not sweeten this little hand. Oh, 
oh, oh! 


DOCTOR. What a sigh is there! The heart is sorely charged.'* 


GENTLEWOMAN. I would not have such a heart in my bosom for 
the dignity’* of the whole body. 


DOCTOR. Well, well, well— 
GENTLEWOMAN. Pray God it be, sir. 


DOCTOR. This disease is beyond my practice. Yet I have known 
those which have walked in their sleep who have died 
holily in their beds. 


LADY MACBETH. Wash your hands; put on your nightgown; look 
not so pale! I tell you yet again, Banquo’s buried. He 
cannot come out on ’s’” grave. 


DOCTOR. Even so? 


LADY MACBETH. To bed, to bed! There’s knocking at the gate. 
Come, come, come, come, give me your hand! What’s 
done cannot be undone. To bed, to bed, to bed! 


[LADY MACBETH /eaves. | 


65 DOCTOR. Will she go now to bed? 
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9 satisfy: support. 


10 One. . . do ’t: She thinks she 
hears the clock strike and is 
reminded of the night of Duncan's 
murder. 


11 call. . . accompt: call to 
account anyone so powerful as we. 


12 Go to: an exclamation, “Enough!” 
addressed to Lady Macbeth. 


13 charged: burdened. 


14 dignity: worth. 


15 on’s: of his. 


GENTLEWOMAN. Directly. 


: 
t 
E 
: 
F 
; 
i 


DOCTOR. Foul whisp’rings’® are abroad. Unnatural deeds 16 Foul whisp'rings: evil rumors. 
Do breed unnatural troubles. Infected minds 
To their deaf pillows will discharge their secrets. 
70 More needs she the divine than the physician. 
God, God forgive us ail! Look after her; 


Remove from her the means of all annoyance,’’ 17 annoyance: injury. 
And still’® keep eyes upon her. So good night. 18 still: always. 
My mind she has mated’? and amazed my sight: 19 mated: bewildered. 


I think, but dare not speak. 
75 GENTLEWOMAN. Good night, good doctor. 


[They leave. | 


Scene ii. Near Dunsinane. 


[In the countryside near Dunsinane soldiers enter with the 
Scottish noblemen MENTEITH, CAITHNESS, ANGUS, 47d LENNOX. 
The soldiers are carrying drums and flags. They are all on 
the way to join forces with an approaching English army to 
rebel against Macbeth. | 


MENTEITH. The English pow’r’ is near, led on by Malcolm, 1 pow'r: army. 
His uncle Siward and the good Macduff. 
Revenges burn in them; for their dear causes 
Would to the bleeding and the grim alarm 


Excite the mortified man.” 2 alarm. . . man: would call to 
arms even the dead. 


§ ANGUS. Near Birnam Wood 
Shall we well’ meet them; that way are they coming. 3 well: probably. 


CAITHNESS. Who knows if Donalbain be with his brother? 


LENNOX. For certain, sir, he is not. I have a file’ 4 file: list. 
Of all the gentry: there is Siward’s son, 
10 And many unrough’ youths that even now 5 unrough: beardiess. 
Protest® their first of manhood. 6 Protest: assert. 
MENTEITH. What does the tyrant? 


CAITHNESS. Great Dunsinane he strongly fortifies. _ 
-~,,~~Some"say he’s mad; others, that lesser hate him, 
» Do call it valiant fury: but, for certain, 


ee ‘ . 
1§ He cannot buckle his distempered cause 
Within the belt of rule.’ 7 Within. . . ule: under self- 
control. 
ANGUS. Now does he feel 
His secret murders sticking on his hands; 8 minutely . . . falth-breach: Every 


Now minutely revolts upbraid his faith-breach.® minute revolts reproach his disloyalty. 
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Those he commands move only in command, 

20 Nothing in love. Now does he feel his title 
Hang loose about him, like a giant’s robe 
Upon a dwarfish thief. 


MENTEITH. Who then shall blame 
His pestered’ senses to recoil and start, 
When all that is within him does condemn 
Itself for being there? 


25 CAITHNESS. Well, march we on, 
To give obedience where ’tis truly owed. 
Meet we the med’cine of the sickly weal,’® 
And with him pour we, in our country’s purge, 
Each drop of us." 


LENNOX. Or so much as it needs 
30 To dew the sovereign flower and drown the weeds.”” 
Make we our march towards Bitnam. 


[They march off | 


Scene 141. The castle at Dunsinane. 


[MACBETH, the DOCTOR, and attendants enter a room in Dun- 
sinane Castle. MACBETH has heard reports of the approaching 
English and rebel Scottish forces, but be disregards them. He 
feels secure in bis knowledge of the wiTCHES’ predictions: that 
no one born of a woman will be able to barm him and that 
be will be unconquered until Birnam Wood marches twelve 
miles to bis castle on Dunsinane Hill. 


MACBETH. Bring me no more reports; let them fly all!’ 
Till Birnam Wood remove to Dunsinane 
I cannot taint” with fear. What’s the boy Malcolm? 
Was he not born of woman? The spirits that know 
5 All mortal consequences* have pronounced me thus: 
“Fear not, Macbeth; no man that’s born of woman 


Shall e’er have power upon thee.” Then fly, false thanes, 


And mingle with the English epicures.* 
The mind I sway’ by and the heart I bear 
10 Shall never sag with doubt nor shake with fear. 


[A SERVANT enters. ] 


The devil damn thee black, thou cream-faced loon!® 
Where got’st thou that goose look? 
SERVANT. There is ten thousand— 


MACBETH. Geese, villain? 
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9 pestered: tormented. 


10 the med’cine . . . weal: Malcolm 
and his supporters will heal the sickly 
community. 

11 pour. . . us: spill our biood to 
cleanse our country. 


12 To. . . weeds: to water the royal 
flower (Maicolm) and drown the evil 
(Macbeth). 


1 let. . . all: let the noblemen who 
are deserting us go. 


2 taint: be infected. 


3 mortal consequences: the events 
of human fate. 


4 eplicures [epi kyoorz’]: gluttons. 
The Scots, who ate plain food, 
believed that the English dined on 
rich food. 

5 sway: move. 


6 loon: rogue, worthless rascal. 


SERVANT. Soldiers, sir. 


MACBETH. Go prick thy face and over-red thy fear, 


15 Thou lily-livered boy. What soldiers, patch?’ 7 pateh: fool. 
Death of thy soul! Those linen® cheeks of thine 8 linen: pale as linen. 
Are counselors to fear.? What soldiers, whey-face? 9 Are. . . fear: prompt others to 


fear. 
SERVANT. The English force, so please you. 


MACBETH. Take thy face hence. 


[The SERVANT leaves, and MACBETH calls for SEYTON, his 
trusted officer. | 


Seyton!—I am sick at heart, 


20 When I behold—Seyton, I say!—This push’® 10 push: effort in battle. 
Will cheer me ever, or disseat'' me now. 11 disseat: unthrone. 
I have lived long enough. My way of life 
Is fall’n into the sear,’” the yellow leaf, 12 the sear: a withered state. 


And that which should accompany old age, 
25 AS honor, love, obedience, troops of friends, 
I must not look to have; but, in their stead, 


Curses not loud but deep, mouth-honor,’’ breath, 13 mouth-honor: honor from the 
: : lips, not from the heart. 

Which the poor heart would fain deny, and dare not. 

Seyton! 


[SEYTON enters. | 
SEYTON. What’s your gracious pleasure? 
30 MACBETH. What news more? 
SEYTON. All is confirmed, my lord, which was reported. 


MACBETH. I'll fight, till from my bones my flesh be hacked. 
Give me my armor. 


SEYTON. ‘Tis not needed yet. 
MACBETH. I'll put it on. 
35 Send out moe” horses, skirr'® the country round. 14. moe: more. 
Hang those that talk of fear. Give me mine armor. Up air Soper: 


How does your patient, doctor? 


DOCTOR. Not so sick, my lord, 
As she is troubled with thick-coming fancies 
That keep her from her rest. 


MACBETH. Cure her of that. 
40 Canst thou not minister to a mind diseased, 
Pluck from the memory a rooted sorrow, 
Raze out’® the written troubles of the brain, 16 Raze out: erase. 
And with some sweet oblivious antidote 
Cleanse the stuffed bosom of that perilous stuff 
Which weighs upon the heart? 
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45 DOCTOR. Therein the patient 
Must minister to himself. 


MACBETH. Throw physic’’ to the dogs, I’ll none of it. 17 physle: medicine. 

Come, put mine armor on. Give me my staff. 

Seyton, send out—Doctor, the thanes fly from me— 
50 Come, sir, dispatch. If thou couldst, doctor, cast 

The water” of my land, find her disease 18 cast the water: diagnose the 

And purge it to a sound and pristine health, illness: 

I would applaud thee to the very echo, 

That should applaud again—Pull ’t off,’? I say— 19 Pull 't off: remove the piece ot 
55 What rhubarb, senna, or what purgative drug, arnt: 

Would scour these English hence? Hear’st thou of them? 


DOCTOR. Ay, my good lord; your royal preparation 
Makes us hear something. 


MACBETH. Bring it*® after me. 20 It: his armor. 
I will not be afraid of death and bane”? 21 bane: destruction. 
60 Till Birnam Forest come to Dunsinane. 


Doctor. [Aside.] Were I from Dunsinane away and clear, 
Profit again should hardly draw me here. 


[They leave. | 


Scene iv. Near Birnam Wood. 


[in the countryside near Birnam Wood, not far from Dunst- 
nane, the English and the rebel Scottish troops have joined 
forces. A group of soldiers and noblemen enter marching. 
Among them are a drummer, flagbearer, MALCOLM, MACDUFF, 
MENTEITH, CAITHNESS, ANGUS, @nd SIWARD, the general sent by 
the King of England, and his son, YOUNG SIWARD.] 


MALCOLM. Cousins, I hope the days are near at hand 


That chambers will be safe.’ 1 That chambers . . . safe: when 
we can sleep in our beds without fear 


MENTEITH. We doubt it nothing. of being murdered. 
SIWARD. What wood is this before us? 
MENTEITH. The Wood of Birnam. 


MALCOLM. Let every soldier hew him down a bough 
5 And bear ’t before him. Thereby shall we shadow” 2 shadow: conceal. 
The numbers of our host, and make discovery* 3 discovery: these who see us. 
Err in report of us. 


SOLDIERS. It shall be done. 


SIWARD. We learn no other but the confident tyrant 
Keeps still in Dunsinane, and will endure 
Our setting down‘ before ’t. 4 setting down: laying siege to it. 
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10 MALCOLM. 


15 


20 


MACDUFF. 


SIWARD. 


Tis his main hope, 

For where there is advantage to be given 

Both more and less have given him the revolt,’ 
And none serve with him but constrainéd things 
Whose hearts are absent too. 


Let our just censures 
Attend the true event,° and put we on 
Industrious soldiership. 


The time approaches, 
That will with due decision make us know 
What we shall say we have and what we owe.’ 
Thoughts speculative their unsure hopes relate, 
But certain issue strokes must arbitrate:® 
Towards which advance the war.” 


[They march Off. | 


Scene v. The castle at Dunsinane. 


[Inside Dunsinane Castle, MACBETH, SEYTON, and other sol- 
diers, including a drummer and flagbearer, prepare for 


battle, | 


- MACBETH. Hang out our banners on the outward walls. 


10 


The cry is still “They come!” Our castle’s strength 
Will laugh a siege to scorn. Here let them lie 

Till famine and the ague’ eat them up. 

Were they not forced” with those that should be ours, 
We might have met them dareful,’ beard to beard, 
And beat them backward home. 


[A cry is heard within the castle. | 


What is that noise? 


SEYTON. It is the cry of women, my good lord. 


[SEYTON leaves. | 


MACBETH. | have almost forgot the taste of fears: 


The time has been, my senses would have cooled 
To hear a night-shriek, and my fell* of hair 

Would at a dismal treatise’ rouse and stir 

As life were in ’t. I have supped full with horrors. 
Direness, familiar to my slaughterous thoughts, 
Cannot once start® me. 


[SEYTON returns, and as MACBETH learns of his wife’s death, 
be reveals his attitude toward life and time. | 


Wherefore was that cry? 


5 more. . . revolt: People of high 
and low rank have turned against 
him. 


6 our. . . event: Let our true 
judgment wait until the battle is over. 


7 owe: own. 


8 strokes must arbitrate: battle 
must decide. 
9 war: army. 


1 aque: fever. 
2 forced: reinforced. 
3 dareful: boldly. 


4 fell: scaip. 


5 dismal treatise: ominous story. 


6 start: startle. 
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SEYTON. The Queen, my lord, is dead. 


MACBETH. She should have died hereafter,’ 7 She. . . hereafter: It would have 
There would have been a time for such a word.® aol pot Cena raat alee 

Tomorrow, and tomorrow, and tomorrow 8 word: message (‘The queen is 

Creeps in this petty pace from day to day, ea 

To the last syllable of recorded time; 

And all our yesterdays have lighted fools 

The way to dusty death. Out, out, brief candle! 

Life’s but a walking shadow, a poor player 

That struts and frets his hour upon the stage 

And then is heard no more. It is a tale 

Told by an idiot, full of sound and fury 

Signifying nothing. 


[A messenger comes in. | 


Thou com’st to use thy tongue; thy story quickly! 


MESSENGER. Gracious my lord, 
I should report that which I say I saw, 
But know not how to do ’t. 


MACBETH. Well, say, sir. 


MESSENGER. As I did stand my watch upon the hill, 
I looked toward Birnam, and anon, methought, 
The wood began to move. 


MACBETH. Liar and slave! 


MESSENGER. Let me endure your wrath, if ’t be not so. 
Within this three mile may you see it coming; 
I say a moving grove. 


MACBETH. If thou speak’st false, 
Upon the next tree shalt thou hang alive, 
Till famine cling’ thee. If thy speech be sooth,'° 9 ling: wither. 
I care not if thou dost for me as much. {reggie ule 
I pull in resolution, and begin 
To doubt th’ equivocation of the fiend"! 11 equivocation [i kwiv’a ka’shan] 
That flies like truth: “Fear not, till Birnam Wood en double alone: wel 
Do come to Dunsinane!” And now a wood 
Comes toward Dunsinane. Arm, arm, and out! 
If this which he avouches’” does appear, 12 avouches: affirms, asserts. 
There is nor flying hence nor tarrying here. 
I ’gin to be aweary of the sun, 
And wish th’ estate o’ th’ world were now undone. 
Ring the alarum bell! Blow wind, come wrack! 
At Teast we'll die with harness’* on our back. 13 harness: armor. 


[They all leave.) 
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Scene vi. Near the castle at Dunsinane. 


[MALCOLM, SIWARD, MACDUEFF, and their soldiers, hidden by the 
tree boughs they are carrying, advance toward Dunsinane 
Castle. | 


MALCOLM. Now near enough. Your leavy' screens throw 
down, 
And show like those you are. You, worthy uncle,’ 
Shall, with my cousin, your right noble son, 
Lead our first battle.’ Worthy Macduff and we 
5 Shall take upon ’s what else remains to do, 
According to our order.* 


SIWARD. Fare you well. 
Do we but find the tyrant’s power’ tonight, 
Let us be beaten, if we cannot fight. 


MACDUFF. Make all our trumpets speak; give them all breath, 
10 Those clamorous harbingers® of blood and death. 


[Blaring trumpets and the sounds of battle are heard as 
they leave. | 


Scene vil. Near the castle at Dunsinane. 


[On another part of the battlefield outside the castle, MAc- 
BETH enters. | 


MACBETH. They have tied me to a stake; I cannot fly, 
But bearlike I must fight the course.’ What’s he 
That was not born of woman? Such a one 
Am I to fear, or none. 


[YOUNG SIWARD enters and challenges MACBETH. | 
YOUNG SIWARD. What is thy name? 
5 MACBETH. 


YOUNG SIWARD. No; though thou call’st thyself a hotter name 
Than any is in hell. 


MACBETH. My name’s Macbeth. 


YOUNG SIWARD. The devil himself could not pronounce a title 


More hateful to mine ear. 
MACBETH. No, nor more fearful. 


10 YOUNG SIWARD. Thou liest, abhorréd tyrant; with my sword 
I'll prove the lie thou speak’st. 


Thou 'lt be afraid to hear it. 


1 leavy: leafy. 


2 uncle: Siward, general of the 
English forces. 


3 battle: battalion. 


4 order: plan. 


5 power: forces. 


6 harbingers: messengers. 


1 bearlike . . . course: Like a bear 
tied to a stake, | must fight unti! the 
end. In Elizabethan sport a bear was - 
chained to a stake and attacked by 
dogs. 


Macbeth Act V, Scene vii 183 


[They fight, and YOUNG sIwarD is slain. } 


MACBETH. Thou wast born of woman. 
But swords I smile at, weapons laugh to scorn, 
Brandished by man that’s of a woman born. 


[MACBETH leaves as the sounds of battle mount. MACDUFF 


enters. | 


MACDUFF. That way the noise is. Tyrant, show thy face! 

15 If thou be’st slain and with no stroke of mine, 

My wife and children’s ghosts will haunt me still. 

I cannot strike at wretched kerns,? whose arms 

Are hired to bear their staves.> Either thou, Macbeth, 

Or else my sword, with an unbattered edge, 
20 I sheathe again undeeded.* There thou shouldst be; 

By this great clatter, one of greatest note 

Seems bruited.* Let me find him, Fortune! 

And more I beg not. 


[More battle sounds are heard as MACDUFF leaves, MALCOLM 
and OLD SIWARD enter. | 


SIWARD. This way, my lord. The castle’s gently rend’red:° 
25 +The tyrant’s people on both sides do fight; 
The noble thanes do bravely in the war; 
The day almost itself professes yours, 
And little is to do. 


MALCOLM. We have met with foes 


That strike beside us.’ 
SIWARD. Enter, sir, the castle. 


[They leave as the sounds of battle continue. | 


Scene wuttt. Near the castie at Dunsinane. 


[MACBETH enters in another part of the battlefield, still ready 
to fight to the end despite overwhelming opposition. | 


MACBETH. Why should I play the Roman fool, and die 
On mine own sword?' Whiles I see lives,’ the gashes 
Do better upon them. 
[MACDUFF enters. | 

MACDUFE. Turn, hell-hound, turn! 


MACBETH, Of all men else I have avoided thee. 
5 But get thee back! My soul is too much charged 
With blood of thine already. 
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2 kerns: hired Irish soldiers. 
3 staves: spears. 


4 undeeded: unused. 


5 bruited: proclaimed, reported. 


6 gently rend’red: easily 
surrendered. 


7 strike. . . us: deliberately miss 
us. 


1 play. . . sword: die like Brutus or 
Cassius, who killed themselves with 
their own swords rather than face 
defeat. 

2 Whiles . . . lives: so jong as | see 
living men. 


Su ebthe Tae 


3 
1 
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be 


res Eel. 


MACDUFF. I have no words: 
My voice is in my sword, thou bloodier villain 
Than terms can give thee out!* 3 Than. . . out: than words can 


describe you. 
[They fight. | 


MACBETH. Thou losest labor: 4 as easy. . . me bleed: You will 


: : have no more success in making me 
As. easy mayst thou the intrenchant air ; bleed iflan'yau would wn falling the 
‘1 With thy keen sword impress as make me bleed: air bleed. 
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15 


20 


25 


30 


35 MALCOLM. I would the friends we miss were safe arrived. 


40 


186 


MACDUFF. 


MACBETH. 


Let fall thy blade on vulnerable crests; 
I bear a charméd life, which must not yield 
To one of woman born. 


Despair thy charm, 

And let the angel® whom thou still hast served 
Tell thee, Macduff was from his mother’s womb 
Untimely ripped.® 


MACBETH. Accurséd be that tongue that tells me so, 


For it hath cowed my better part of man!’ 

And be these juggling fiends no more believed, 
That palter® with us in a double sense; 

That keep the word of promise to our ear, 

And break it to our hope. Ill not fight with thee. 


MACDUFF. Then yield thee, coward, 


And live to be the show and gaze o’ th’ time.” 
We'll have thee, as our rarer monsters are, 
Painted upon a pole,’° and underwrit, 

“Here may you see the tyrant.” 


I will not yield, 

To kiss the ground before young Malcolm’s feet, 
And to be baited with the rabble’s curse. 

Though Birnam Wood be come to Dunsinane, 

And thou opposed, being of no woman born, 

Yet I will try the last.’’ Before my body 

I throw my warlike shield. Lay on, Macduff; 

And damned be him that first cries “Hold, enough!” 


[They leave, fighting. More trumpet blasts and battle cries 
are heard. They reenter fighting, and MACBETH its slain. 
MACDUFF removes MACBETH’S body. After be leaves, MALCOLM, 
OLD SIWARD, ROSS, various thanes and soldiers, including a 


drummer and flagbearer, enter. | 


SIWARD. Some must go off;'? and yet, by these I see, 
So great a day as this is cheaply bought. 


MALCOLM. Macduff is missing, and your noble son. 


Ross. Your son, my lord, has paid a soldier’s debt: 
He only lived but till he was a man; 
The which no sooner had his prowess confirmed 
In the unshrinking station’* where he fought, 
But like a man he died. 


SIWARD. Then he is dead? 
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5 angel: fallen angel, fiend. 


6 Macduff. . . ripped: Macduft's 
mother died before giving birth to 
him; therefore he was not “of woman 
born.” 

7 better. . . man: courage. 


8 palter: dea! deceitfuily. 


. 9 oO’ th’ time: spectacle of the age. 


10 We'll. . . pole: Like a freak 
(monster) in a sideshow, we will paint 
your face on a post and place it 
outside a showman's booth. 


11. 1... . last: | will fight to the end. 


12 go off: die (in battle), 


13 unshrinking station: place 
where he stood firm 


| 
| 


ross. Ay, and brought off the field. Your cause of sorrow 
45 Must not be measured by his worth, for then 
It hath no end. 


SIWARD. Had he his hurts before? 
ross. Ay, on the front. 


SIWARD. Why then, God’s soldier be he! 
Had I as many sons as I have hairs, 
I would not wish them to a fairer death: 
And so his knell is knolled. 


50 MALCOLM. He’s worth more sorrow, 
And that I'll spend for him. 


SIWARD. He’s worth no more: 
They say he parted well and paid his score: 
And so God be with him! Here comes newer comfort. 


[MACDUFF enters with MACBETH’s head. } 


MACDUFF. Hail, King! for so thou art: behold, where stands 


55 Th’ usurper’s curséd head. The time is free.’ 14 The. . . free: Our country is free. 
I see thee compassed with thy kingdom’s pearl,’* 15 compassed . . . pearl: 
That speak my salutation in their minds, ets by the noblest in the 


Whose voices I desire aloud with mine: 
Hail, King of Scotland! 


ALL. ~ Hail, King of Scotland! 
[There is a trumpet flourish. | 


60 MALCOLM. We shall not spend a large expense of time 


: 16 16 reckon. . . loves: reward each 
Before we reckon with your several loves, of you for your loyalty. 

And make us even with you.'’ My thanes and kinsmen, 17 make. . . you: pay what we 
Henceforth be earls, the first that ever Scotland se ala 
In such an honor named. What’s more to do, 

65 Which would be planted newly with the time’*— 18 What's . . . time: What remains 
As calling home our exiled friends abroad pip Bethe Re ginning OL ins 
That fled the snares of watchful tyranny, 

Producing forth the cruel ministers 
Of this dead butcher and his fiendlike queen, 

70. Who, as ‘tis thought, by self and violent hands 
Took off her life—this, and what needful else 
That calls upon us, by the grace of Grace’? 19 Grace: God. 

We will perform in measure, time, and place:”° 20 in. . . place: with decorum at 
So thanks to all at once and to each one, the appropriate time and place. 


7% Whom we invite to see us crowned at Scone. 
[They all leave to a flourish of trumpets. | 
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STUDY QUESTIONS VIEWPOINT 


For three and a half centuries critics have 
tried to explain Shakespeare’s universal popu- 
larity. To Samuel Johnson, whose own writings 
appear on page 290, Shakespeare is 


Recalling 

1. At the beginning of Act V, Scene i, why are 
the doctor and gentlewoman observing Lady 
Macbeth? 

2. As she is sleepwalking in Scene i, what prior 
incidents does Lady Macbeth refer to? List 
four or five such incidents. Whom is Lady 
Macbeth talking about when she says, ‘The 
Thane of Fife had a wife. Where is she 
now?” 

3. In Scene ii what do Caithness and Angus say 
Macbeth is doing to prepare for the upcoming 


the poet that holds up to his readers a faith- 
ful mirror of manners and of life. His char- 
acters are not modified by the customs of 
particular places, unpracticed by the rest of 
the world; .. . they are the genuine progeny 
[children] of common humanity, such as the 
world will always supply... . 


war? How do they describe Macbeth’s state 
of mind? 


. What prophecy from Act IV, Scene i, is Mal- 


Do you agree or disagree with Johnson’s ob- 
servations? Choose examples of Macbeth’s, 
Lady Macbeth’s, and Banquo’s behavior to 


colm fulfilling in Act V, Scene iv, when he 
gives his men orders as they reach the wood 
of Birnam? 

5. What does Macbeth learn has happened to 
his wife in Scene v? Where is Macbeth going 
at the end of Scene v? 

6. Which of the witches’ prophecies does Mac- 
duff fulfill in Scene viii? What is Macbeth’s 
first reaction to Macduff's statement? Does 
he change his mind? 

7. Who finally kills Macbeth? Who becomes the 
King of Scotland? 


support your answer. 
LITERARY FOCUS 


The Total Effect 

Before putting on a play, a director must have 
a clear idea of how the various elements will work 
together to make the performance a success. For 
instance, in Macbeth a director would want to 
emphasize plot, character, setting and atmos- 
phere, irony, and theme in an effort to convey to 
the audience the total effect of the play. 


Thinking About Plot ; 

The plot of a literary work is a sequence ol 
related incidents that revolve around a conflict, 
or struggle. The conflict may be internal (within 
the character) or external (between the character 
and another person, society, fate, or environ- 
ment). A playwright generally presents the essen- 
tial information about the characters and their 
lives in the first act. This background information 
is called exposition. As the play proceeds, rising 
action builds the conflict to a climax, a decisive 
turning point and a moment of great tension. Ina 
tragedy the climax is usually in the middle ofthe 
play, when something that will lead to the down- 
fall of the tragic hero takes place. Following the’ 
crisis, the falling actlon depicts the disastrous 


Interpreting 

8. Compare Lady Macbeth’s behavior in Act V, 
Scene i, with her actions in Act Il, Scene iii. 
How has she changed, and to what do you 
attribute the changes? What is different about 
her relationship with Macbeth? 

9. In Scene iii where is Macbeth? What does he 
say and do that corresponds to the descrip- 
tion of him given by Caithness and Angus in 
Scene ii? 

10. In Scene v, lines 17-28, how does Macbeth 
express his attitude toward life after he learns 
of his wife’s fate? 

11. How is Macbeth’s behavior in Scene viii rem- 
iniscent of accounts of him given in Act I, 


Scene ii? reversal of the tragic hero’s fortunes and leads to 
the resolution, when the conflict ends and the 
Extending outcome of the play is made known. 


12. How do you think Scotland will fare under 
Malcolm’s rule? Base your answer on his 
tinal speech. Does he share any of the char- 
acteristics of the play’s other kings, Duncan 
and Macbeth? 


1. Give examples of internal and externa! conflict : 
from Act I. 
2. Make a list of important background informa: . 
tion given in Act |. What happens at the end | 
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of Act | that begins the rising action of the 
play? 

4. Identify the rising action in Acts Il and Ill. 

4. Where in Act III do you think the climax—the 
moment of greatest intensity—occurs? 

5, What falling action in Acts IV and V signals 
the downfall of Macbeth? 

6. What is the resolution of the play? 


Thinking About Character 

We learn about a character in a play by 
seeing how the character looks and acts. Through 
speeches the character reveals what he or she 
thinks and feels. The speeches of the others let 
us know how they regard the character. Some 
characters remain static, or unchanged, through- 
out the course of the story or drama. These char- 
acters, who are generally minor, are called flat 
characters. Others, dynamic, or round charac- 
ters, are a mix of many changing qualities that 
grow and develop as the story unfolds. 


{. Which characters in Macbeth would you con- 
sider to be flat? Give several examples of 
static behavior in support of your decisions. 

2, How does Shakespeare use soliloquies and 

_asides to reveal character? Give examples 
from the speeches of two or three characters. 

3, Analyze the personality of one of the leading 
characters in Macbeth. How is the character's 
personality revealed? Cite examples of the re- 
actions of others and the character’s own ac- 
tions and conversations. 


Thinking About Setting and Atmosphere 

The setting, or locale, is the place and time 
in which the action of a dramatic or literary work 
occurs. Descriptions of the setting often enhance 
the overall mood or atmosphere. 


1. What mood does the setting of Act |, Scene i, 
create? What impressions of the play to come 
does the setting inspire? 

2, What is the significance of darkness and light 
in Macbeth? How does it contribute to the 
overall atmosphere of the play? 


, Thinking About Irony 

: lrony involyes a contrast between appearance 
and reality. |n verbal irony there is a contrast be- 
tween what is stated and what is actually meant— 
, when a person says one thing but means the op- 
posite. Dramatic irony occurs when the audience 
' orreader of a play knows something a character 


does not and therefore understands the speech or 
action more fully than the character does. 


1. 


Find an example of verbal irony in the conver- 
sation between Banquo and Macbeth at the 
beginning of Act Ill, Scene i. 

Find an example of dramatic irony in the be- 
ginning of Act I, Scene vi. 

What is ironical about Macbeth’s entrance in 
Act |, Scene iv? 


Thinking About Theme 


All the preceding elements work together to 


‘point to the play’s themes, or general statements 


about life. 


1. 


2. 


Explain how Macbeth is a story of one man’s 
attempts to control the future. 

Explain the importance of the witches and their 
prophecies. To what extent do they control 
Macbeth’s destiny? To what extent does he 
govern his own free will? 

Discuss the impact of Macbeth’s actions on 
nature. Why do storms occur? Why is time up- 
set? Why is Macbeth himself unable to sleep 
“naturally” during the course of the play? 


COMPOSITION 
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Writing About the Total Effect 
i@ Describe the total effect of Macbeth. That is, 


what was the impact of the play on you after 
you finished reading it? Support your state- 
ment by explaining how Shakespeare uses the 
following literary elements to achieve this ef- 
fect: plot, character, setting and atmosphere, 
imagery, irony, and theme. For help with this 
assignment, refer to Lesson 8 in the Writing 
About Literature Handbook at the back of this 
book. 


Writing a Speech 
=: Imagine that Malcolm has asked you to give a 


speech for him at his coronation at Scone. 
Scots are coming from great distances to see 
the new king. They are weary of the turmoil of 
Macbeth’s reign, and they are looking for as- 
surances from Malcolm that his rule will restore 
peace. Malcolm is your friend, and you have 
been with him ever since his father, Duncan, 
was killed. In your speech, explain why you 
think he will be an effective king. Support your 
opinions with examples of his behavior and ac- 
tions that you have recently observed. 
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Sir Francis Bacon = 1561-1626 


As a young man Francis Bacon wrote, “I have taken all knowledge to 
be my province.” His accomplishments would seem to support this 
extraordinary claim: The Advancement of Learning sets down nothing 
less than the progress of human knowledge up to his own time; his 
Essays and Counsels were a landmark in English prose composition; 
and his ideas about the importance of observation and experiment 
(empiricism) form the basis of the modern scientific method. 

Bacon was born in London, the son of a government minister in 
Queen Elizabeth’s court. After attending Trinity College, Cambridge, 
and training as a lawyer, he held a series of government posts and 
was knighted in 1603. A supporter of King James I, he rose to the 
position of Lord Chancellor of England, the highest honor in the 
legal profession. In 1621 he was convicted of taking bribes by 
James’s enemies and was forced to retire from public life. Thereafter 
he pursued his interests in science and philosophy. Scientists today 
owe their reliance on the inductive method of reasoning to Bacon. 
That is, he promoted the idea that generalizations should be made 
only after careful consideration of facts. As obvious as this idea is to 
us, it was revolutionary during Bacon’s lifetime, when scholars still 
preferred deductive reasoning—moving from generalizations to 
specifics instead of vice versa. In addition, Bacon introduced the 
concept of hypotheses to scientists, arguing that scientists needed to 
make initial assumptions before beginning their experiments. Bacon 
even died in the service of science: He developed bronchitis after 
collecting snow to study refrigeration of a chicken. 

Of all Bacon’s writings the most popular remain his Essays and 
Counsels, which he began publishing in 1597. The essay, a brief 
prose composition exploring a single subject, was a development of 
the Renaissance, and Bacon was the first English writer to make use 
of this new literary form and shape it to his own taste. Unlike the 
warm, personal essays of Bacon’s European contemporaries, the 
Baconian essay is objective, compact, and logical. 

Bacon packs his essays full of meaning and omits specific 
examples or illustrations to make the general comments clearer. 
Nevertheless, their author’s shrewd judgments about human nature 
make them worth the effort required to read them, for much of what 
Bacon writes about his own age applies equally well to ours. “Of 
Ambition” may relate to Shakespeare’s character Macbeth and to 
others, fictional and real. 
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Detail, Portrait of a Young Man. Agnolo Bronzino, c. 1550. 


Francis Bacon 


Of Ambition 


Ambition is like choler; which is a humor’ 
that maketh men active, earnest, full of alacrity, 
and stirring, if it be not stopped. But if it be 
stopped, and cannot have his way, it becometh 
adust,’ and thereby malign and venomous. So 
ambitious men, if they find the way open for 
their rising, and still get forward, they are 
rather busy than dangerous, but if they be 
checked in their desires, they become secretly 
discontent, and look upon men and matters 
with an evil eye, and are best pleased when 
things go backward; which is the worst prop- 
erty in a servant of a prince or state. There- 
fore, it is good for princes, if they use ambi- 


\. humor: Elizabethans believed that the body 

contained four humors, or fluids, that combined in 
different ways from individual to individual to determine 
temperament. The fluids were blood, phlegm, black bile 
(melancholy), and red bile (choler, or irritability; hot 
temperedness ). 

2. adust: overheated, scorched. 


tious men, to handle it so as they be still 
progressive and not retrograde:* which because 
it cannot be without inconvenience, it is good 
not to use such natures at all. For if they rise 
not with their service, they will take order* to 
make their service fall with them. 

But since we have said it were good not to 
use men of ambitious natures, except it be 
upon necessity, it is fit we speak in what cases 
they are of necessity. Good commanders in the 
wars must be taken, be they never so ambi- 
tious.’ for the use of their service dispenseth 
with the rest; and to take a soldier without am- 
bition is to pull off his spurs. There is also 
great use of ambitious men in being screens to 
princes in matters of danger and envy: for no 


3. still. . . retrograde: always moving forward rather 
than backward. 

4. take order: proceed. 

5. be. . . ambitious: no matter how ambitious they are. 
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man will take that part, except he be like a 
seeled® dove, that mounts and mounts because 
he cannot see about him. There is use also of 
ambitious men in pulling down the greatness 
of any subject that overtops: as Tiberius used 
Macro in the pulling down of Sejanus.’ 

Since therefore they must be used in such 
cases, there resteth® to speak how they are to 
be bridled, that they may be less dangerous. 
There is less danger of them if they be of 
mean’ birth than if they be noble; and if they 
be rather harsh of nature than gracious and 
popular; and if they be rather new raised’® 
than grown cunning and fortified in their great- 
ness. It is counted by some a weakness in 
princes to have favorites; but it is of all others 
the best remedy against ambitious great ones. 
For when the way of pleasuring and displeasur- 
ing lieth by the favorite, it is impossible any 
other should be overgreat. Another means to 
curb them is to balance them by others as 
proud as they. But then there must be some 
middle counselors to keep things steady; for 
without that ballast the ship will roll too much. 
At the least, a prince may animate and inure" 
some meaner persons to be, as it were, 
scourges’” to ambitious men. 

As for the having of them obnoxious’* to 
ruin, if they be of fearful natures, it may do 


6. seeled: with eyelids sewn together. Falcons were 
seeled in order to train them to fly in high circles to 
hunt before returning to their trainers. 

7. Tiberius [ti bér’é 9s] . . . Sejanus [sa ja’nas]: For 
many years Sejanus was chief aide and confidant to the 
Roman emperor Tiberius. The emperor grew suspicious 
of him and had him put to death in a.p. 31. 

8. resteth: remains. 

9. mean: lowly, humble. 

10. new raised: recently elevated to greatness. 

11. inure: accustom. 

12. scourges: whips (to keep them on good behavior). 
13. obnoxious: liable. 
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well; but if they be stout and daring, it may 
precipitate their designs and prove dangerous. 
As for the pulling of them down, if the affairs 
require it, and that’* it may not be done with 
safety suddenly, the only way is the _ inter- 
change continually of favors and disgraces;” 
whereby they may not know what to expect, 
and be, as it were, in a wood.’° Of ambitions, 
it is less harmful, the ambition to prevail in 
great things than that other, to appear in every. 
thing; for that breeds confusion and mars busi- 
ness. But yet it is less danger to have an am- 
bitious man stirring in business than great in 
dependences."’ 

He that seeketh to be eminent amongst able 
men hath a great task; but that is ever good for 
the public. But he that plots to be the only fig- 
ure amongst ciphers’® is the decay of a whole 
age. Honor’ hath three things in it: the van- 
tage ground to do good; the approach to kings 
and principal persons; and the raising of a 
man’s own fortunes. He that hath the best of 
these intentions, when he aspireth, is an honest 
man; and that prince that can discern of these 
intentions in another that aspireth is a wise 
prince. Generally, let princes and states choose 
such ministers as are more sensible of duty 
than of rising; and such as love business rather 
upon conscience than upon bravery:”° and let 
them discern”’ a busy nature from a willing 
mind. 


14. that: presuming. 


15. disgraces: dismissals from (coyal) favor. 

16. in a wood: that is, lost in the woods; confused. 
17. stirring . . . dependences: working to advance 
himself rather than waiting and expecting advancement 
automatically. 

18. ciphers: people of no importance; nonentities. 
19. Honor: exalted rank or position. 

20. bravery: ostentation, show. 

21. discern: distinguish. 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


Recalling 

1. What does the first paragraph advise princes 
to do about using ambitious men? 

2. According to the second paragraph, in what 
three specific cases must princes use ambi- 
tious men? In such cases, what characteristics 
itemized in paragraph 3 will make the men 
less dangerous? 

3. What are the three advantages of a position of 
honor, according to the last paragraph? How 
does Bacon define an honest man? 

4, Generally, what kind of ministers should 
princes and states choose, according to the 
last paragraph? 


Interpreting 

§. According to Bacon, in what or whom are am- 
bitious people interested? In what or whom 
should a good public servant be interested? 

6. Describe the kind of writer that Bacon seems 
to be. For example, is he perceptive? Is he 
naive? Support your answers with details from 
the essay. 


Extending 

7. How, according to Bacon’s essay, might Dun- 
can have dealt with the threat of Macbeth’s 
ambition? 


VOCABULARY STUDY 


Synonyms 

A synonym is a word that has the same or 
nearly the same meaning as another word. Begin 
and start are synonyms. The words in capitals are 
from “Of Ambition.” Choose the word that is 
nearest the meaning of the word in capitals, as 
the word is used in the selection. Write the num- 
ber of each item and the letter of your choice on 
a separate sheet. 


1, ALACRITY: (a) eagerness (b) agitation 
(c) firmness (d) cleverness 


2. VENOMOUS: (a) dishonest (b) malicious 
(c) mischievous (d) contagious 

3. BRIDLED: (a) saddled (b) restrained 
(c) tamed (d) angered 

4. BALLAST: (a) Sails (b) steering device 
(c) captain (d) stabilizer 

5. ANIMATE: (a) proclaim (b) harden 
(c) inspire (d) dehumanize 

6. PRECIPITATE: (a) indicate (b) hasten 
(c) condense (d) foreshadow 

7. MARS: (a) impairs (b) disfigures 
(c) battles (d) ends 

8. EMINENT: (a) haughty (b) competent 
(c) lowly (d) prominent 


COMPOSITION 


Writing About Nonfiction 

i Explain the purpose of Bacon's essay “Of Am- 
bition.” First discuss the various techniques 
that Bacon uses, such as facts, examples, and 
opinion. Be sure to cite examples of each tech- 
nique from the selection. Then tell how these 
techniques help Bacon accomplish the purpose 
you have identified. For help with this assign- 
ment, refer to Lesson 4 in the Writing About 
Literature Handbook at the back of this book. 


Writing an Essay 

& Try writing a brief composition using Bacon’s 
essay as a model. Choose a topic, and jot 
down your thoughts about it. (Among the topics 
Bacon himself wrote about are truth, envy, 
travel, friendship, riches, studies, and beauty.) 
Concentrate on a few general observations re- 
garding the topic: (1) how it affects people, 
(2) when it is necessary, (3) how to use it. 
Avoid emotional language and personal anec- 
dotes. Polish your prose into three coherent 
paragraphs that express your thoughts as 
clearly and logically as possible. 
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The King James Bible 


What has been called “the noblest monument of English prose” 
appeared in 1611, during Shakespeare’s lifetime. It was the result of 
seven years of labor by a group of notable scholars and clergymen 
under orders of King James I. Many other translations of the Bible 
are in existence, but the King James Bible, as it came to be called, 
was the first English-language translation to receive widespread, 
lasting acceptance among English-speaking people. 

Bible means “books.” The Christian Bible consists of the books of 
the Old Testament, originally in Hebrew, and the New Testament, 
originally in Greek. Before the Protestant Reformation the Bible was 
ordinarily read in Latin, though an early English translation of the 
complete Holy Scriptures was made by the Wycliffites, or Lollards, 
unsuccessful religious reformers of Chaucer’s day. With the 
Reformation came many translations into the vernacular, the language 
of the people. 

William Tyndale’s 1525 translation of the New Testament was the 
first English translation to be printed, but Tyndale’s work on the Old 
Testament ended abruptly with his execution in 1535 during the 
religious turmoil of the period. Other English translations appeared 
soon after, notably the Great Bible of Miles Coverdale; the Geneva 
Bible, translated by English Calvinists living in Switzerland; and the 
Rheims Bible, translated by English Catholics living in France. 
However, it was to Tyndale’s masterful prose that the King James 
translators turned when they began their efforts in 1604. 

The resulting King James, or Authorized, Version of the Holy 
Bible was for centuries not only the most widely read English Bible, 
but the most widely read English book. Thus it exerted an enormous 
stabilizing influence on the English language, which had been 
changing steadily since the Norman Conquest. 

The King James Bible is written chiefly in prose, but some 
portions use free verse, poetry without rhyme or regular rhythm but 
poetry nevertheless. This is true of the Book of Psalms, perhaps the 
most frequently read book of the Old Testament. The psalms, or 
songs of praise, are most commonly attributed to David, king of 
Israel in 1000 B.c. 
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The King James Bible 


Psalm 8 


O Lord our Lord, 

How excellent is thy name in all the earth! 

Who hast set thy glory above the heavens. 

Out of the mouths of babes and sucklings hast thou ordained 
strength because of thine enemies, 

That thou mightest still the enemy and the avenger. 

When I consider thy heavens, the work of thy fingers, 

The moon and the stars, which thou hast ordained; 

What is man, that thou art mindful of him? 

And the son of man, that thou visitest him? 

For thou hast made him a little lower than the angels, 

And hast crowned him with glory and honor. 

Thou madest him to have dominion over the works of thy hands; 

Thou hast put all things under his feet: 

All sheep and oxen, 

Yea, and the beasts of the field; 

The fowl of the air, and the fish of the sea, 

And whatsoever passeth through the paths of the seas. 

O Lord our Lord, 

How excellent is thy name in all the earth! 


Psalm 23 


The Lord is my shepherd; I shall not want.’ 

He maketh me to lie down in green pastures: he leadeth me be- 
side the still waters. 

He restoreth my soul:* he leadeth me in the paths of righteous- 
ness for his name’s sake. 

Yea, though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death, 
I will fear no evil: for thou art with me; thy rod and thy staff 
they comfort me. 

Thou preparest a table before me in the presence of mine 
enemies: thou anointest my head with oil; my cup runneth over. 

Surely goodness and mercy shall follow me all the days of my 
life: and I will dwell in the house of the Lord forever.’ 


1. want: be in need. 3. dwell. . . forever: worship in the temple 
2. soul: here, vitality. as long as I live. 


The King James Bible 
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READING FOR 
APPRECIATION 


Sound in Drama 


We think of drama as litera- 
ture; yet it is important to re- 
member when we read a play 
that the author wrote it to be 
staged and performed. Reading a 
play is a very different experi- 
ence from that of actually seeing 
and hearing it in performance. 
Nevertheless, if we read care- 
fully and imaginatively, we will 
find that the experience can be 
just as rewarding. 

We can make a play come to 
life for us in several ways. First, 
we must place ourselves in the 
theater; we must imagine our- 
selves among the real theater 
audience for which the play was 
created. Further, as we read, we 
should carefully note and imagi- 
natively respond to the stage di- 
rections, which will evoke in 
our mind’s eye the particulars of 
the setting; the lighting of each 
scene; and the costumes, physi- 
cal appearance, and gestures of 
the performers. 

Stage directions can help us 
to summon up another vital di- 
mension of the play in perfor- 
mance: its sound. Just as you 
should try to picture the partic- 
ular actor, so you must try to 
“hear” the music, the natural 
sounds, and even the inflections 
of voice that the playwright has 
imagined. 

Consider, for example, the 
opening stage direction of Mac- 
beth. We are somewhere in the 


midst of Scotland: 


In the midst of a great 
storm of thunder and light- 
ning, THREE WITCHES appear 
in a deserted, outdoor place. 


We are given at the outset not 
only a stunning visual image but 
also a component of sound that 
sets a tone and a mood for the 
entire play. While three witches 
confer, a violent storm rages and 
swirls. The violence of the set- 
ting foreshadows and symbolizes 
the turbulence—psychological 
and emotional as well as physi- 
cal—that courses through much 
of the play. The sound of the 
storm also evokes a sense of el- 
emental terror: The characters 
in this play will encounter and 
contend with mysterious and 
awesome forces. We _ should 
“hear” this storm not only at the 
beginning but ‘throughout the 
opening scene. By truly hearing 
the storm, we hear a good deal 
more that may enlighten us 
about the play as a whole. 

Vocal inflections are another 
important sound element that 
we must listen for as we read a 
play. Often these variations in 
the tone or pitch of a charac- 
ter’s voice are not indicated in 
stage directions. Nevertheless, 
we can hear them if we keep 
the character and the situation 
in mind—and our ears open. 
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Thus, in Act I, Scene vii, 
Macbeth has second thoughts 
about murdering Duncan. Lady 
Macbeth urges him on, however, 
scolding him for his sudden 
meekness. Angry and defiant, 
knowing that his decision might 
go either way—but sensing that 
he will decide against his better 
self—Macbeth responds. He is 
terrified at the thought of mur. 
der; yet he understands at the 
same time that he cannot resist 
the idea. If we read these lines 
sensitively, we can hear the fear 
and frustration engendered by 
this awful conflict: 


[with clenched teeth, almost 
hissing| Prithee, PEACE! 

[boldly] I dare do ALL that may 
become a MAN; 

[subsiding to a frightened whis. 
per] Who dares do MORE is 
none. 


Hearing these inflections as we 
read, we gain a clearer impres- 
sion of Macbeth’s psychological 
state at this moment. It is a crit- 
ical moment: Macbeth must de. 
cide whether or not to murder 
his king, and the way he speaks 
is at least as revealing as what 
he says. By paying attention to 
vocal inflections—and to the 
whole dimension of sound in 
the drama—we give ourselves a 
richer and more illuminating ex. 
perience in reading. 


VOICE 


Love and Poetry 


The Elizabethan love lyrics 
are one of the glories of litera- 
ture. Within the strict conven- 
tions of their time, these sonnets 
and songs succeed time after 
time in giving love a voice. De- 
-scending from the courtly love 
_ tradition of the Middle Ages, in 
which a man worshiped a high- 
born lady from afar, Elizabethan 
lytics brilliantly blend passion 
and elegance, body and mind. 
‘They escape the negative effects 
of artificiality, though they 
abound with cleverness and wit. 
They escape because the Eliza- 
bethans knew perfectly well that 
such “love” was a convention, 
a accepted poetic device. 
These poems triumph because 
they accept artifice and step be- 
yond it: They unite the timeless 
power of love and the life-giving 
power of poetry itself. 


pleasure of my 
_pain,... 
Biting my truant pen, beating 
myself for spite: 


“Fool,” said my Muse to me, 
“look in thy heart, and 
4 te!” 


My verse your virtues rare 
‘shall eternize, 


THE ENGLISH 


And in the heavens write your 
glorious name. 

Where whenas death shall all 
the world subdue, 

Our love shall live, and later 
life renew.” 


Marlowe 

If these delights thy mind may 
move, 

Then live with me and be my 
love. 


Shakespeare 

So long as men can breathe or 
eyes can see, 

So long lives this, and this gives 
life to thee. 


Not marble, 
monuments 

Of princes, shall outlive this 
pow’rful rhyme, .. . 

‘Gainst death and all-oblivious 
enmity 

Shall you pace forth; your 
praise shall still find room 

Even in the eyes of all posterity. 


nor the gilded 


In Elizabethan lyrics love is 
celebrated in all its aspects. We 
still marvel at the ability of 
many of the poems to evoke a 
love that is both real and ideal, 
earthly and heavenly. The con- 
ventions of the time—and faith 
in the power of poetry—en- 
abled Elizabethan poets to sing 
of love as both a mortal delight 
and an immortal possibility. 
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SEVENTEENTH 


THE 
CENTURY 


1625—1700 


Political and Religious Upheaval 


In England the seventeenth century was 
a time of political and religious turmoil 
punctuated with violence that surprised 
and shocked England’s neighbors on the 
Continent. The disputes in part resulted 
from the struggle for power between 
Parliament, which wanted more author- 
ity, wii ihe throne, which held the the- 
ory that kings ruled by a “divine right” 
bestowed by God, not by the consent of 
Parliament. 

Parliamentary power versus a self- 
righteous monarchy was not the only 
cause of dissension in this period, how- 
ever. Religion was 2iso an importunt fac- 
tor. The ruler of England was also the 
head of the Church of England, or Angli- 
can Church, which Henry Vill had cstab- 
lished in 1534. 

Charles I, who came to the throne in 
1625, proved io be politically stubborn 
and untrustworthy. He continucd to 
alienate Parliament, many of whose 
members were Puritans, fervent Protes- 
tant critics of both the Roman Catholic 
Church and the Church of England. 
These Puritans disliked Charles’s insis- 
tence on the divine right of kings, his 
continuation of restrictions on Puritan 
preaching, and his several attempts to do 
without Parliament altogether. In 1642 
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civil war broke out between the 
royalists—the king and his sup- 
porters—and the supporters of 
Parliament. The landed aristo- 
crats supported the royalist 
cause. They were noted for their 
long hair and their fallant and 
witty manner and were thus of- 
ten called Cavaliers. The plainly 
dressed Parliamentary forces 
were recognized by their closely 
cropped hair and grim determi- 
nation. They were called Round- 
heads. 

Oliver Cromwell—a. Puritan 
member of Parliament and a mil- 
itary genius as well as a religious 
fanatic—brought victory to the 
Parliamentary forces and tempo- 
rarily ended the monarchy in 
1649. The Parliamentarians at- 


tempted to make the end of the’ 


monarchy pefmanent: After hav- 
ing ruled for almost a quarter of 
.a century, Charles I was be- 
headed. 

The stern Puritans frowned 
on allt forms of frivolity, includ- 
ing the theater and even the 
lovely lyrics of the court poets. 
Yet despite their solemn and of- 
ten gloomy attitudes, the Puri- 
tans became extremely power- 
ful, chiefly because Cromwell 
proved a strong and efficient 
leader. (It was twenty-nine years 
earlier that a group of Puritans, 
the Pilgrims, left England for 
the New World in search of re- 
ligious freedom. Now, however, 
Puritans in England wielded 
power enough to have the king 
deposed and Cromwell installed 
at the head of. the government.) 
However, Cromwell was a dic- 
tator. In an effort to control the 


Replica of Isaac Newton's reflecting 
telescope, 167]. 


nation’s morals, he enacted laws 
that invaded and severely re- 
stricted personal liberties. The- 
aters were shut down, Catholics 
and Anglicans were denied free- 
dom of worship; and massacres 
were conducted against those 
Irish forces that challenged Eng- 
land’s Puritan rule. 

Oliver Cromwell—England’s 
first nonroyal culer—headed Eng- 
land as Lord Protector of the 
Commonwealth for nine violent 
years until his death in 1658. 
When his son Richard attempted 
to fill his shoes, he failed. By 
1660 the English people had 
had their fill of Puritanism and 
were happy to restore the mon- 
archy to a Stuart king. At the in- 
vitation of Parliament, the eldest 
son of Charles I returned to 
London from his exile in France 
and Holland and assumed the 
throne as Charles TT His return 
in 1660 is called the Restora- 
tion, and the term is also used 
to describe Charles II’s entire 
reign, a lively period that saw a 
rebirth in the theater and in lit- 
erature. 

Equally important during the 
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. Restoration was the scientific . 


and philosophical growth to 
which Fnglishmen were contrib- 
uting. London at this time was 
the center of new theories in 
both science and _ philosophy, 
and Charles I] had a serious in- — 
terest in the progress of science. . 
In 1660 the Royal Society of 
London was established to pro- | 
mote scientific research, and in 
1662 it was officially chartered 
by Charles Il Of the many 
scientific contributions, perhaps | 
the most outstanding were those 
of the great English mathemaiti- 
cian and astronomer Sir Isaac 
Newton, who formulated, among 
a great many other things, the 
law of gravity. 

Charies [I’s reign was fol- 
lowed by the brief, unhappy 
reign of his brother James I, 
who came to the thrgne in 
1685. James’s Roman Catholi- 
cism and his stiff-headedness did 
not ingratiate him with the Eng- 
lish people. In the so-called 
Glorious Revolution of 1688~ 
1689—a revolution without vio- 
lence or bloodshed—Parliament 
invited James’s Protestant daugh- 
ter Mary and her Dutch hus- 
band, Prince William of Orange, 
to accept the British crown. 
James If fled to permanent exile 
in France. In 1689 a Bill of 
Rights that limited a monarch’s 
powers was enacted. No longer 
would an absolute monarch 
reign above the law. Now the 
propertied classes would rule 
through a Parliament clected by 
them. Thus, during the reign of 
William and Mary, Parliamentary 
government was firmly estab- 


lished in England. The century 
closed near the end of their 


reign. 


Life in Seventeenth- 
Century England 


Any statement about the quality 
of seventeenth-century English 
life depends on which part of 
the century is under discussion. 
In the early years of the century, 
most things were very much as 
they had been in Queen Eliza- 
beth’s day. The years during the 
Cromwellian revolution and Pro- 
tectorate were a time darkened 
by fear, violence, and soul 
searching. The years following 
the Restoration were merry, and 
the end of the century saw signs 
of England’s becoming an indus- 
trial nation. 

When the first Stuart king, 
James I, came down from Scot 
land to ascend the English 
throne in 1603. he ubserved 
great houses and large estates 
along the way and expressed 
surprise at the richness of the 
country he was to govern. To- 
ward the end of the century, the 
nation’s wealth might better 
have been judged by observing 
London’s increased commercial 
activity and size. By 1700 the 
greater metropolitan area of 
London included over 600,000 
inhabitants, 200,000 of whom 
lived within the city proper. 
Furthermore, Bristol and Nor- 
wich were now cities of about 
30,000 people. Still, other Eng- 
lish cities were very small, 
usually with populations under 
10,000. 


Costumes of the mid-seventeenth century. 


In 1665 the Great Plague 
swept through London, leaving 
over 68,000 dead. After the city 
was devastated by the Great Fire 
in 1666, the famous architect 
Christopher Wren oversaw its re- 
building. According to one rec- 
ord, the fire consumed 13,200 
houses, 400 streets, and almost 
90 of London’s 101 ¢hurches. 
Directed by Wren, the rebuild- 
ing of 51 churches was com- 
pleted by 1700. 

The English textile industry 
was growing liruughout the 
century, but it was still a “cot- 
tage industry,” carried on chiefly 
in the homes of the poor—and, 
to a surprising extent, by chil- 
dren. Young children spent their 
days darning woolen socks, and 
the profits from their labors 
would make some London or 
Bristol merchant rich. These 
were the children of thé poor, 
of course, but all children in 
those days were kept well oc- 
cupied in one way or another, 
and children of the well-to-do 
spent their time studying. It was 
not too unusual for a child of 
five to be able to write and 


translate both Latin and Greek 
(a fact that may explain the pre- 
ponderance of young, well-edu- 
cated playwrights and poets in 
that day). 7 

At least children were not in 
the coal mines as they would be 
later, although in the seven- 
teenth century coal was begin- 
ning to be an important English 
commodity. It was shipped from 
the town of Newcastle, for ex- 
ample, to London and even 
abroad. Shipped is exactly the 
word, for it was transported by 
ships traveling down the eastern 
coast of England and up the 
Thames River to London docks. 
Transporting gopds of any kind 
in any substantial quantity over 
land for long distances was sel- 
dom thought of, for most roads 
were rutty, boggy, or concealed 
in whirls of dust,-and bridges 
were so poorly built that they 
were a danger to life and limb. 

A traveler along the English 
roads during the late seven- 
teenth century might, neverthe- 
less, come across the begin- 
nings of overland travel—perhaps 
a market-bound “long-wagon,” 
pulled by as many as eight huge 
dray horses, or a packhorse 
train not unlike those used in 
the American West. After 1637, 
at least on the best roads, a trav- 
eler on foot might have to step 
aside for a public mail coach 
carrying paying passengers as 
well as the mail. Later in the 
century mail service was im- 
proved with the introduction of 
the “penny post” and hourly 
pickups of mail in London dur- 
ing daytime hours. 
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Poetry in Seventeenth- 
Century England 


Up to and through the period of 
Queen Elizabeth J, only a few 
Englishmen, it appears, had 
enough learning or talent or in- 
terest to write prose literature. 
On the other hand, even com- 
mon people could compose bal- 
lads and put on plays. In Eliz- 
abeth’s time, verse was the 
dominant form of literature. 

Poetry again dominates the 
literature. of the early seven- 
teenth century. John Donne and 
his followers wrote what would 
later be called metaphysical po- 
etry—complex, highly intellec- 
tual verse filled with intricate 
and far-fetched metaphors. Ben 
Jonson, the forerunner of Eng- 
lish acoclassicism, and his disci- 
ples, called the Sons of Ben or 
the Tribe of Ben, were respon- 
sible for a second main style of 
poetry. They wrote in a more 
conservative, restraine? fashion 
and on more limited subjects 
than the metaphysical poets. 
Above all, Jonson strove for clar- 
ity and precision. Some of the 
Sons of Ben are known as Cava- 
liers because their verses often 
take the form of witty, elegant, 
and gentlemanly compliments or 
trifles. 

A great poet of the century, 
John Milton had a style of his 
own, and he remained outside 
both Donne’s and Jonson’s influ- 
ence. His epic, Paradise Lost, a 
work of over ten thousand lines, 
takes its place in western litera- 
ture along with Homer’s Odys- 
sey and Iliad, Virgil's Aeneid, 


Detail, Nell Gury. from the studio of Sir 
Peter Lely. c. 1675. 


and Dante’s Divine Comedy (see 
Part Two of this book) and in 
English literature with Beowulf 
and Spenser’s Faerie Queene 
(see pages 9 and 91). 


Drama in Seventeenth- 
Century England 


We left drama in the last unit at 
its height—in the hands of 
Shakespeare, Marlowe, and oth- 
ers, with acting companies 
formed and playhouses built and 
filled with cuppreeiative audi- 
ences. As the seventeenth cen- 
tury progresses into the reign of 
Charles I, the new plays are nei- 
ther bone-shaking tragedies, like 
those of Shakespeare and Mar- 
lowe, nor the traditional, rather 
simple-minded comedies that 
grew out of medieval morality 
plays and Roman _ comedies. 
Rather, early seventeenth-cen- 
tury theater saw satiric come- 
dies by Ben Jonson, tragicome- 
dies, and a kind of melodrama. 
As the terms satiric comedy; 
tragicomedy, and comedy of 
manners suggest, comedy was 
becoming more sophisticated, 
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less dependent upon stock situ. 
ations—like mistaken identity— 
and on pratfalls and other sight 
gays. The manners of the Enylish 
upper class became the source — 
of situations and of tumor. Also, 
the introduction of a new ele- 
ment, called wit, reflected the 
influence—to some deeree, at 
least—of the masterfully inven — 
tive, witty French playwright 
Moli¢re (see Part Two of this 
book ). 

At the beginning of the civil 
war in 1642. the Puritans, who 
rye Poona as frivolous, 
made theater illegal in England 
Plays were stil! produced, of 
coursc, in private. houses and 
even in playlgouscs until the 
hoofbeats of mounted law en- 
forcers signaled the evening 
raid. 

If the theater lost its momen- 
tum in the years of the Crom 
well Commonwealth, it sprang 
to life joyfully when, in 1660, 
young King Charles II restored 
the easygoing, = theatcr-loving| 
monarchy. Women actresses, 
like the famous Nell Gwyn, be 
gan to play female cofes. The 
drama that came to life in the 
last half of the seventeenth cen- 
tury has been called, apily 
enough, Restoration comedy. To 
be sure, a few tragicomedies 
from the past were popular on 
the newly lighted stages. How- 
ever, during the later seven 
teenth century French-influenced 
playwrights created ‘more so- 
phisticated plays, still based on 
the manners of upper-class soci- 
ety but sharpened with wit and 
Satire. : 


5 
[ 


Then as the seventeenth.cen- 
tury came to a ciose, the witty 
frivolity of Restoration comedy 
fell into disfavor. Playwrights 
turned to sentimental comedy, 
in which the heroine attempts 
to reform the hero. 


Prose in Seventeenth- 


Century England 


Generally speaking, the prose of 
the seventeenth century was not 
used for imaginative literature. 
When John Milton wrote his 
great narrative, Paradise Lost, he 
turned, as his predecessors had, 
to poetry. With one interesting 
exception, the prose works that 
we are concerned with in sev- 
enteenth-century literature are 
works of nonfiction—essays and 
histories, works about religion 
and science, and works reflect- 
ing a new interest in what was 
going on, in London as well as 
in a country trout stream. To- 
ward the end c: the century, es- 
says on literary criticism began 


to appear, and criticism became . 


akind of literature in itself. 

The fiction exception men- 
tioned above is John Bunyan’s 
Pilgrim's Progress. This is, in 
fact, a long prose work in which 
imaginary characters tell a story. 
Bunyan, like Oliver Cromwell 
and like John Milton, was a Pu- 
titan. He was also a preacher. 
The Pilgrim’s Progress drew 
upon the medieval morality play 
for its approach and for the kind 
of character it invents. It is the 
story of a hero named Christian, 
who, carrying Sin on ‘his shoul- 
ders and a Bible in one hand, 


Izaak Walton, whose classic, 7he Compleat 
Angler, has taught many the joys of fishing. 


with the help of another char- 
acter called Helpful, overcomes 
obstacles Such us Vanity on 
his journey, or pilgrimage, to 
heaven. The Pilgrim’s Progress, 
its prose modeled on that of the 
King James Bible (page 194), 
was written to provide uplifting 
entertainment for the poor. No 
other book in the seventeenth 
century reached a greater num- 
ber of people. 

The bulk of seventeenth-cen- 
tury prose—nonfiction—deve!- 
oped because of several influ- 
ences, not the least of which 
was the continuing marvel of 
Caxton’s printing press. Some 
writers created prose for the 
growing bureaucracy that de- 
manded a large body of le- 
gal and governmental writings. 
Some writers produced prose in 
respunse to the spirit of scien- 
tific inquiry that was sweeping 
England. Some rclied on prose 
to persuade wide audiences to 
adopt certain religious and polit- 
ical convictions. And yet other 
writers turned to prose for their 
own eccentric reasons: Robert 
Burton wrote a brilliant, gloomy, 


undefinable work called The 
Anatomy of Melancholy. Izaak 
Walton wrote a fascinating man- 
ual on fishing (and many an an- 
gler since has been playfully 
called an Izaak Walton). Samuel 
Pepys kept a private, coded di- 
ary, an act quite different from 
setting out to write a prose 
work with the intent of inform- 
ing or persuading a large body 
of readers. Whatever their pur- 
poses, one thing is clear: Just as 
we had professional minstrels or 
poets in the mead halls during 
Anglo-Saxon times and _ profes- 
sional playwrights in the London 
of Queen Eligabeth, so the sev- 
enteenth century saw the emer- 
gence of serious, professional 
prose writers. 

Prose style in the seven- 
teenth century developed in 
two distinct directions. Early in 
the century, we find un ornate 
though often majestic styte. Re- 
ligious leaders including John 
Donne wrote sezmons and other 
works that were complex and 
richly seeded with images. After 
the Restoration the Royal Soci- 
ety declared that its members 
should use a plainer, more effi- 
cient prose style. John Dryden 
was the leading prose writer of 
the last third of the century, and 
his writing attempted to move 
closer to the rhythms and spirit 
of actual speech. The develop- 
ment of more modern-sounding 
prose reminds us that the sev- 
enteenth century was in ail ways 
a period of cofivaag explor- 
ation and experimentation—in 
politics, in religion, in science, 
and in language. 
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1625-1700 BRITISH EVENTS 


1625 


1628 


1633 
1635 
1637 


1642 


1644 
1647 
1648 


1649 


1650 


1651 


1653 


TIME LINE 


Charles I becomes king 
First fire engine in England 


William Harvey publishes 
treatise on the circulation of 
blood 


1630 
John Donne, Poems 
Public mail service set up 
Public mail coaches carry 1637 
passengers 
Ben Jonson dies 
1648 
1640 
Outbreak of civil war 1642 
All theaters closed by order of ; Y} Wi 
the Puritans Tite i 
John Milton, Areopagitica, on : di 1644 


freedom of the press 


‘ 
First newspaper advertisement 
appears 


Robert Herrick, “The 
Argument of His Book” 


Charles [ beheaded; Oliver 
Cromwell becomes Lord 
Protector of England 


Richard Lovelace, “To 
Lucasta” 


Tea first drunk in England 1650 


Thomas Hobbes, Leviathan, 
political philosophy in support 
of ménarchy 


Andrew Marvell, “Bermudas” 


Izaak Walton, The Compleat 
Angler 
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pee” 


WORLD EVENTS 1625-1700 


America; John Winthrop, 
Puritan leader, founds Boston 


Japan: European contacts 
prohibited 


Europe: Ferdinand II 
becomes Holy Roman 
Emperor 


America; Harvard, first college, 
established 

Holland: Rembrandt Van Rijn, 
Self-Portrait 


America; Education becomes 


compulsory in Massachusetts | 


China: Ming dynasty ends; 
Manchu dynasty begins 


America: Anne Bradstreet, The 
Tenth Muse Lately Spring up 
in America 
Africa; Dutch settle at Cape of 
Good Hope 


1625-1700 BRITISH EVENTS WORLD EVENTS 1625-1700 
= ¥ 
> 1654 France: Coronation of Louis 
XIV at Rheims 
1655 Cromwell dissolves 
Parliament, prohibits Anglican 


services 


1656 Opening of first London opera 
house 


1657 Drinking chocolate introduced 
in London 


1657 France: First stockings and 
fountain pens manufactured 


1658 Oliver Cromwell dies; his son 
Richard succeeds him 


1659 France: Moliére, “The Flying 
Doctor” 


1660 Denmark: Danish crown 
becomes hereditary 


1660 End of the Protectorate; 
Charles II restored to throne 


The Royal Society of London 
established to promote 
scientific research 


1661 Coronation of Charles II 
1664 America: English capture New 
Amsterdam from the Dutch 


| 1665 Isaac Newton experiments on 1665 America: First theatrical 


I gravitation $ performance takes place in 
eae 
| Great Plague kills over 68,000 Virginia 
in London 


1666 Great Fire of London 
1667 John Milton, Paradise Lost 


1608 John Dryden, Essay of 
Dramatic Poesy 


1666 Italy: Antonio Stradivari labels 
his first violin 


1674 John Bunyan, The Pilgrim’s 
Progress 


1685 Charles If dies; James II 
succeeds his brother 


1687 John Dryden, “A Song for 
Saint Cecilia’s Day” 


1685 China: All ports opened to 
foreign trade 


1688 Glorious Revolution: 
Overthrow of James I, and 
accession of William and Mary 


1689 Bill of Rights ensures 
freedoms for Parliament 


1690 John Locke, Essay Concerning 
Human Understanding, 
influential work describing 
human mental processes 


1690 America: New England 
Primer, a textbook for 
colonial youth 


John Donne = 1572-1631 


The life of John Donne is filled with contradictions. Born into a 
Roman Catholic family, he left that faith in his young manhood. Later, 
he returned to religion, ending his days as Dean of St. Paul’s 
‘Cathedral. That position, the presiding official of the cathedral, is one 
of the highest offices in the Church of England, which had been” 
established by Henry VIL after his break with the Catholic Church. . 
Donne acquired the reputation as perhaps the greatest mreacher of 
his age. He was a vivid, dramatic, and spellbinding spesker, and 
many Of his sermons survive as testimony to his enormous 
popularity. Yet this is the same mam who had been.a worldly and 
sophisticated youth in London, a welcome visitor at Elizabeth’s court, 
a soldier and adventurer, and an author of some of the most 
appreciated love poetry in the language. 

Although John Donne lived most of his life during the reigns of 
Queen Elizabeth I and King James I, his poetry is not like 
Elizabethan verse. Donne does not always present harmonious images 
and predictable meters. Rather, he often startles us with his images. 
Therefore, Donne is most often grouped with writers who come 
slightly later in the 1600s, a group known from the 1700s on as the 
metaphysical poets. Donne and the other metaphysical poets (such as 
George Herbert, Andrew Marvell, and Henry Vaughn) wrote very 
intellectual verse, speculating about the realms of philosophy. They 
wrote both love lyrics and religious, or meditative, poems in this 
highly intellectual stvle, showing off chcir wit and learning, 
demanding that readers become immersed in each poem. In fact, in 
the 1700s and the 1800s literary critics considered Donne's poetry 
too intellectual, but in the 1900s Donne has found favor again. Now 
critics applaucl Donne's style: the conversational tone of his poetry, 
the rigorous and often witty pursuit of an argument, the sturdy 
sound of the verse, and the extraordinary imagery drawn from 
unusual sources. All these elements tend to give Donne’s poetry a 
distinctly modern flavor. John Donne now generally ranks as the 
finest English poet between William Shakespeare and John Milton 
(page 226). 


206 English Literature: The Seventeenth Century 


Introducing A Valediction: 
Forbidding Mourning 


The poem that appears on the following page is one of Donne’s 
most celebrated verses, and the figure at the end of the poem is one 
of the most famous in all of English poetry. In order to begin to 
understand this poem, however, it helps to know a bit about the 
circumstances under which Donne wrote it; to learn something about 
how he, as a man in the early 1600s, viewed the universe; and to 
review beforehand the central image of the last three stanzas. 

Donne was addressing his wife in this poem, according to Izaak 
Walton (1593-1683), the English writer who was Donne’s biographer. 
Donne was about to leave his wife to go to France. Already he 
himself was feeling forebodings at the separation, and indeed his 
misgivings were confirmed later when his wife gave birth to a 
stillborn child during his absence abroad. Nevertheless, he was 
determined to still his and his wife’s tears upon parting by writing 
this valediction, which is a statement made as a farewell. 

Donne gleaned his images for lines 5-16 of this poem from what 
he and other intelligent men thought about the universe. During this 
period in England and on the Continent, people believed that the 
earth was the center of the universe. Around the earth in concentric 
spheres were situated the other heavenly bodies. God and the angels 
were in control of the entire system. People generally believed that 
all existence below the sphere of the moon—including existence on 
the earth—was inferior. Only in the heavenly spheres beyond the 
moon was. there a perfect existence. 

At the end of the poem (lines 25-36), Donne introduces and 
develops the image of a compass, the instrument used for drawing 
arcs or circles. Also called a pair of compasses, this instrument 
consists of two pointed legs connected at one end by a pivot. 
Keeping in mind how this instrument works will help with an 
appreciation of not only the last three stanzas but of the poem as a 
whole. 
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John Donne, 


A Valediction: 
Forbidding Mourning 


As virtuous men pass mildly away, 
And whisper to their souls to go, 

Whilst some of their sad friends do say 
The breath goes now, and some say, No; 


So let us melt,’ and make no noise, 

No tear-floods, nor sigh-tempests move, 
’Twere profanation’ of our joys 

To tell the laity’ our love. 


Moving of th’ earth brings harms and fears, 
Men reckon what it did and meant; 

But trepidation of the spheres, 
Though greater far, is innocent.* 


Dull sublunary” lovers’ love 
(Whose soul is sense)® cannot admit 
Absence, because it doth remove 
Those things which elemented it.’ 


1. melt: part, change state. This line may 
also refer to the quietness with which pure 
gold melts. 

2. profanation: debasement; violation. 

3. laity: laymen; nonclergy. Here, the 
speaker is implying he and his beloved are 
like priest and priestess as opposed to the 
laity. 

4. Moving .. . innocent: Earthquakes are 
harmful and dangerous, whereas the much 
greater movements of the celestial spheres 
are harmless. 

5. sublunary {sub 100’nar é|: under the 
moon, or earthly. Everything under the moon’s 
sphere, including the carth, was considered 
subject to change; all beyond that sphere was 
permanent and perfect. 

6. Whose . . . sense: whose essence is the 
senses, not the mind. : 

7. which elemented it: which constituted its 
essential nature. 
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But we by a love so much refined 

That our selves know not what it is, 
Inter-assuréd® of the mind, 

Care less, eyes, lips, and hands to miss. 


Our two souls therefore, which are one, 
Though I must go, endure not yet 

A breach, but an expansion, 
Like gold to airy thinness beat.” 


-> If they be two, they are two so 


As stiff twin compasses’® are two; 
Thy oul, the fixed foot, makes no show 
To move, but doth, if th’ other do. 


And though it in the center sit, 

Yet when the other far doth roam, 
It leans and hearkens after it, 

And grows erect, as it comes home. 


Such wilt thou be to me, who must 
Like th’ other foot, obliquely run; 

Thy firmness makes my circle just," 
And makes me end where I begun. 


8. Inter-assuréd: mutually assured. 

9. Like ... beat: Gold leaf is made by 
beating gold into tissue-thin pieces. Baser 
metals would break up under the beating. 
“Airy” in this line refers to the buoyancy of 
gold leaf. 

10. twin compasses: the two legs of a 
geometrical compass. 
11. just: true, accurate. 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


Recalling 


1. 


According to lines 1—4, how do virtuous men 
die, and, in contrast, how do observers of 
dying men sometimes react? 


. What kind of behavior mentioned in Jines 1— 


4 does the speaker in lines 5-6 recommend 
he and his beloved follow? What, according 
to lines 7-8, would happen if the lovers cried 
out and told everyone of their love? 


. What is the difference between earthquakes 


and ‘trepidation of the spheres,” as stated in 
lines 9-127 


. When sublunary lovers are absent from each 


other, what does the absence cause to be re- 
moved, according to lines 13-16? What atti- 
tude toward absence do such lovers feel? 


. In contrast to the sublunary lovers of line¢ 


13-16, what kind of love does the speaker 
claim he and his beloved share (lines 17- 
20)? Consequently, what happens to their 
souls upon parting, according to lines 
21-24? 


. Paraphrase the last three stanzas of the 


poem, explaining what happens to the two 
feet of a compass as one moves away and 
then returns. 


Interpreting 
7. What effect is achieved by the speaker’s as- 


sociating himself and his beloved with the 
spheres (line 11)? ' 


8. What, if anything, is startling about the 
speaker's comparing himself and his beloved 
to the two feet of a compass? Why? What is 
appropriate about the image? 

9. Why should the parting of the lovers not be a 
cause for mourning? What is true love, ac- 
cording to this poem? How persuasive is the 
speaker? 

Extending 


10. How would you describe this poem to some- 


one? What would you say about its complex- 
ity? Does its complexity add to or distract 
from its impact 6n you? 


VIEWPOINT 

According to one critic, Donne’s love poetry 
speaks to the beloved rather than sings to her. It 
even argues with her; and in doing so, 


the poet’s passionate argument does not al- 
low for those stately, self-contained lines 
whose perfection redeems many a lifeless 
sonnet. There is hardly. a line in Donne's 
poem which makes sense by itself... . 
The unit is not the line . . . and not even 
the stanza but the entire poem in its ser- 
pentine swerving from one excitement to 


another. 
—Mario Praz 


fa Examine Donne’s “'Valediction.” Does Praz’s 
insight on the poem’s structure seem to be ac- 
curate? Support your answer with specifics. 


LITERARY FOCUS 
Conceit 

A conceit (from the Italian concetto, meaning 
“concept’) is an elaborate metaphor or simile that 
makes a comparison between two significantly 
different things. The comparison may seem far- 
fetched at first but, when examined, gains clarity 
and persuasion. The conceit not only brings to- 
gether two entirely different images or ideas but 
then develops the comparison in detail, so as to 
highlight the similarities. 

Donne and the other so-called metaphysical 
poets used conceits frequently. Of all the conceits 
they devised, none is more famous than the ex- 
ample developed through the final three stanzas 
of “A Valediction: Forbidding Mourning.” As we 
have seen, there the souls of the two lovers are 
compared to the two legs of a geometrical com- 
pass—a startling image at first but one that be- 
comes clearer the more we think about it. 


Thinking About Conceit 

© Another unusual image in the poem—extrava- 
gant enough to be thought of as a conceit— 
compares the parting of lovers with a process 
of working gold. Explain and justify the conceit. 
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Donne’s love poetry was written in his youth. Later in life he 
concentrated on religious subjects. Composed after the death of his 
wife in 1617, Donne’s Holy Sonnets, nineteen in all, reveal his 
complex thoughts on divine love and on death. In Sonnet 10, 
which follows, Donne addresses the subject of death. 


John Donne 


Sonnet 10 


Death, be not proud, though some have called thee 
Mighty and dreadful for thou art not so; 
For those whom you think’st thou dost overthrow 
_Die not, poor Death, nor yet canst thou kill me. 
5 From rest and sleep, which but thy pictures’ be, 
Much pleasure, then from thee much more must flow, 
And soonest our best men with thee do: go, 
Rest of their bones and souls’ delivery.’ ‘ 
Thou art slave to fate, chance, kings, and desperate mien, 
10 And dost with poison, war, and sickness dwell, 
And poppy,’ or charms can make us sleep as well, 
And better than thy stroke; why swell’st* thou then? 
One short sleep past, we wake eternally, 
. And Death shall be no more; Death, thou shalt die. 


1. pictures: images. 

2. And... delivery: Our best men die willingly, in 
order to rest their bones and free their souls. (Compare 
the opening of “A Valediction,”’) 

3. poppy: opium. 

4. swell’st: swell with pride. 
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By 1623 Donne was a distinguished minister in the Church of 
England. In that year he fell seriously ill. He recovered, and the 
illness provoked a group of private prose meditations, or thoughts, 
on his mortality. One of the most famous, Meditation XVII, draws 
its central image from the custom of sounding the village bell to 
signal that someone was about to die. Others in the village, 
hearing the death knells, would offer prayers for the dying 
person’s soul, The following selection is an excerpt from 


Meditation XVII. 


3 


fom Meditation XVII 


Nunc lento sonitu dicunt, Morieris 
Now this bell, tolling softly for another, 
2 Says to me, Thou must die 


Perchance he for whom this bell tolls may 
be so ill as that he knows not it tolls for him; 
and perchance I may think myself so much bet- 
ter than I am, as that they who are about me 
and see my state, may have caused it to toll for 

me, and | know not that... . 
.° .All mankind is of one author, and is one 
_ volume. When one man dies, one chapter is 
"not torn out of the book, but translated into a 
better language, and every chapter must be so 
translated. God employs several translators. 
Some pieces are translated by age, some by 
sickness, some by war, some by justice. But 
God's hand is in every translation; and his hand 
shall bind up all our scattered leaves again for 
that library where every book shall lie open to 
one another. As therefore the bell that rings to 
asermon calls not upon the preacher only, but 
upon the congregation to come, so this bell 
calls us all; but how much more me, who am 
brought so near the door by this sickness. ... 
The bell doth toll for him that thinks it 


doth; and though it intermit' again, yet from 
that minute that that occasion wrought” upon 
him, he is united to God. Who casts not up his 
eye to the sun when it rises? But who takes off 
his eye from a comet when that breaks out? 
Who bends not his ear to any bell which upon 
any occasion rings? But who can remove it 
from that bell which is passing a piece of him- 
self out of this world? 

No man is an island, entire of itself; every 
man is a piece of the continent, a part of the 
main.” If a clod be washed away by the sea, Eu- 
rope is the less, as well as if a promontory 
were, as well as if a manor of thy friend’s or of 
thine own were. Any man’s death diminishes 
me, because I am involved in mankind, and 
therefore never send to know for whom the 
bell tolls; it tolls for thee. 


1. intermit: stop for a time. 
. wrought: made an impression. 
3. main: mainland. 


nN 
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STUDY QUESTIONS 


Sonnet 10 

Recalling 

1. According to the first two lines of the sonnet, 
what characteristics have some people mistak- 
enly given to Death? 

2. In line 5 what are the ‘“‘pictures’’ of Death? 
What do they offer people? 

3. According to lines 9~12, to what things is 
Death actually a slave? With what disagree- 
able things is Death associated? 

4. According to lines 13-14, when will Death 
himself die? 


Interpreting 

5. What is the relationship of sleep and Death®in 
this sonnet? 

6. What is paradoxical about the last two lines? 
That is, what seeming contradiction is intro- 
duced? 

7. What standard portrait of Death is the speaker 
negating in this poem? Instead, what does the 
speaker think about the dominion of Death? 

8. What does the poet achieve by personifying 
Death, that is, by giving human characteristics 
to it? 


Extending 

9. Based on the earlier descriptions of sonnets 
(page 90), explain how Sonnet 10’s octave 
and sestet relate to each other. 


from Meditation XVII 


Recalling ; 

1. According to the opening paragraph, why 
might the person the bell is tolling for be un- 
aware that it is ringing for him? 

2. What is humankind compared to in the begin- 
ning of the second paragraph? What are the 
“several translators” that Donne refers to in 
the second paragraph? 
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- 5, What images in the final paragraph contribute 


3. According to the beginning of the last para 
graph, what is each person part of? 


Interpreting 

4. Who is the author of the “volume” of all hu 

_ mankind? Into what “better language’”’ will the 
volume be “translated,” or carried over? 


to the idea that human beings cannot exist in 
isolation? Why does the bell always toll for 
“thee”? 


Extending 

6. Ernest Hemingway took the title for a major 
American novel from this meditation. For 
Whom the Bell Tolls (1940) is about an Amer 
ican fighting in the Spanish Civil War of 1936 
to 1939, which immediately preceded World 
War Il. What is the significance of Heming- 
way’s title in that context? 


COMPOSITION 


Writing About a Quotation 

@ Donne's statement “No man is an island, en 
tire of itself” is very famous. Discuss its signif- 
icance in Meditation XVII. First explain what 
Donne means by the statement. Then demon- 
strate how that particular statement is the es- 
sence of the entire piece. That is, show how 
other statements by Donne lead to the conclu 
sion that ‘‘no man is an island.” For help with 
this assignment, refer to Lesson 5 in the Writ- 
ing About Literature Handbook at the back of 
this book. 


Writing a Letter 

@ Write a letter to John Donne responding to his 
statement “No man is an island, entire of il- 
self.” Begin by telling him whether you agree 
or disagree with his view. Then defend your 
position by citing instances from current evenis 
or your own experience. 


Andrew Marvell = 1621-1678 


Andrew Marvell is now recognized as a fine and influential poet, but 
during his life he was known first and foremost as a public servant 
and member of Parliament. After graduating from Cambridge 
University in 1638, Andrew Marvell spent several years traveling in 
Europe before returning to England. Around 1650 he began tutoring 
the daughter of the Lord General of the Parliamentary army, and it 
was in this position, in the early 1650s, that he wrote most of his 
poetry. 

In 1657 Marvell was appointed assistant to the Latin Secretary of 
Oliver Cromwell’s Puritan Commonwealth. That high public official 
was John Milton, the greatest poet of his age, and his job was to 
prepgre government documents in Latin, still considered the language 
of state affairs at that time. Thus Milton and Marvell were colleagues, 
both supporters of the Puritan cause. 

“ However, the Commonwealth was doomed. Cromwell, its leader, 
died in 1658. Soon afterward the people moved to restore the 
monarchy, summoning the son of the murdered King Charles I to 
the throne as Charles II. At that time, Milton’s life was in danger. He 
" was saved (to write his greatest poetry) by the intervention of his 
former assistant Marvell, then a member of Parliament representing 
his home town of Hull. Marvell, unlike some others who had 
supported the Puritan cause, had managed to survive the Restoration 
and went on to serve in Parliament until his death in 1678, nearly 
two decades later. 

Only then, in 1681, was his lyric poetry published, and only 
gradually did it attract the attention and the high regard that it now 
enjoys. Marvell’s poetry ingeniously presents serious, sometimes harsh 
and satiric, sentiments behind graceful, often witty, verse. Marvell’s 
apparent lightness and even rhythms stand him apart from Donne, 
but the depth of his concerns justifies placing him in the same 
school of poetry. 

The poem that follows may have been inspired by an incident 
that had occurred about forty years earlier. In 1609 an English ship 
on its way to Virginia was wrecked near an island in the Atlantic 
Ocean. The survivors stepped ashore onto a place of extraordinary 
beauty; we know it as Bermuda. Shakespeare learned of the 
shipwreck, and opened his play The Tempest with just such an event. 
Some decades later Marvell wrote this poem about discovery through 
shipwreck. Marvell’s interest in Bermuda may also have developed 
through his acquaintance with John Oxenbridge, a minister there at 
some point before Marvell wrote this poem around 1653. 
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Andrew Marvell 


Bermudas 


Where the remote Bermudas’ ride 

In the ocean’s bosom unespied,” 

From a small boat that rowed along 
The listening winds received this song: 


5 “What should we do but sing His praise 
That led us through the watery maze 
Unto an isle so long unknown, 

And yet far kinder than our own? 


1. Bermudas: Bermuda is actually made up 
of several islands; therefore, the poet uses 
the plural here, 

2. unespied: unseen. 
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Where He the huge sea-monsters wracks’ 
That lift the deep upon their backs, 

He lands us on a grassy stage, 

Safe from the storms’ and prelates” rage. 
He gave us this eternal spring 

Which here enamels everything, 

And sends the fowls to us in care 

On daily visits through the air. 

He hangs in shades the orange bright 


3. wracks: overthrows. 
4. prelates’ [prel’its]: high church 
officials’; bishops’. 


Like golden lamps in a green night, 
And does in the pomegranates close 

/ ® Jewels more rich than Ormus” shows. 
| He makes the figs our mouths to meet 
And thrqws the melons at our feet; 
But apples® plants of such a price, 

No tree could ever bear them twice. 
'% With cedars chosen by His hand 

| From Lebanon’ He stores the land; 
And makes the hollow seas that roar 
Proclaim the ambergris® on shore. 


5, Ormus [6r/muz]: city in the Persian 
Gulf famous for jewel trading. 

6. apples: pineapples. 

7, Lebanon: country on eastern shore of 
Mediterranean Sea. 

8, ambergris [am’ber grés’ |: substance 
from whales, used to make perfume. 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


aoneacteninnesman oad Rion AN MESIRERS eeu MeMTiARA 


Recalling 

1, What scene do the first four lines of the poem 
set up? 

2, What have the mariners been saved from, ac- 
cording to lines 9-12? 

3. Based on lines 13-28, what is the new is- 
land’s climate? What kinds of food are in am- 
ple supply? 

4, What will the mariners do in the temple fash- 
ioned out of rocks (line 32)? 

5. According to lines 38-39, in what tone of 
voice are the mariners speaking as they ap- 
proach the island? 


Interpreting 

6. How would you categorize the song that the 
shipwrecked mariners wish to sing? How do 
the mariners feel about arriving at this new 
land? 

7, What are the specific differences that we can 
assume exist between the new island and the 
island the mariners are setting out from (see 
lines 8 and 12)? 


He cast (of which we rather boast) 

30 The Gospel’s pearl upon our coast; 
And in these rocks for us did frame 
A temple where to sound His name. 
Oh, let our voice His praise exalt 
Till it arrive at heaven’s vault, 

35 Which thence, perhaps, rebounding may 
Echo beyond the Mexique bay!” 


Thus sung they in the English boat 

A holy and a cheerful note; 

And all the way, to guide their chime,'° 
40 With falling oars they kept the time. 


9. Mexique [mex’ék] bay: Gulf of 
Mexico. 
10. chime: rhythm or melody. 


Extending 

8. What may be an advantage and a disadvan- 
tage of building a fictional account (such as 
this poem) on a real-life event (such as the 
1609 shipwreck)? 


COMPOSITION 


ae A eR BBR 


Writing About Poetry 
and indicate the techniques that the author 
uses to reveal that meaning. Discuss in partic- 
ular rhythm, rhyme, similes, metaphors, and in- 
dividual word choice. For help with this assign- 
ment, refer to Lesson 7 in the Writing About 
Literature Handbook at the back of this book. 


Writing a Description 

(2 Marvell, who had not been to Bermuda, was 
imagining the scene he described. Imagine a 
scene of great beauty and wonderment—an 
awesome view from a mountain, a spectacular 
sunset at sea, or a giant waterfall. Describe 
the scene in prose or poetry as specifically and 
appealingly as you can. 
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Ben Jonson = 1572-1637 


Reared to thé bricklayer’s trade and without the benefit of a formal 
university education, Ben Jonson, by force of will, made himself a 
great scholar of the classics and consequently affected English 
literature for nearly two hundred years. He was an active and hot- 
tempered man—a soldier, a duelist, and a brawler—who mellowed 
only in middle age. 

Jonson’s major contribution to poetry was to adapt the poetic 
forms that had been used by the classic writers of ancient Rome (see 
Part Two of this book). Whether writing terse satire or lyrical songs, 
Jonson was influenced by poets who had composed centuries before 
in Latin. As a result, Jonson disciplined English, ridding it of 
floweriness and overwhelming metaphors. He introduced to English 
specific and strong language, great order and balance, plainness and 
restraint. He was the forerunner of English neoclassicism, 

a revival of the style and attitude of classical literature. 

As Donne had his imitator.—poets of the so-called metaphysical 
school, who wrote in his manner—so Ben Jonson inspired a host of 
imitators and followers, collectively known as the Tribe of Ben, or 
the Sons of Ben. These followers, generally aristocrats who had also 
been supporters of the doomed Charles I, were, in addition, the 
founders of the Cavalier school of English poets. Robert Herrick, 
Richard Lovelace, and others who formed this group aspired to write 
the clear, deftly turned lyrics that Jonson had mastered. Indeed, the 
influence of Ben Jonson was felt during the entire century—through 
example, through critical pronouncements, and through the memory 
of the poet’s formidable personality. It was felt most strongly at the 
century’s end in the work of John Dryden, who passed on Jonson's 
return to classicism as the dominant literary manner of the 
eighteenth century. 

Jonson was also an excellent playwright. His first dramatic success, 
Every Man in His Humor, was performed by Shakespeare’s acting 
company in 1598, with Shakespeare himself playing a prominent role. 
From 1605 on, Jonson produced elaborate dramatic spectacles in the 
court of King James 1, who then in 1616 made Jonson the poet 
laureate (the official poet of the nation). However, Jonson’s once vast 
reputation as a dramatist suffered by constant comparison with his 
peerless contemporary, for what writer could stand to be compared 
continually with Shakespeare? During Shakespeare’s lifetime Jonson 
resented such persistent comparisons, and even spoke slightingly of 
his competitor. Yet after the greater playwright’s death in 1616, when 
friends were assembling Shakespeare’s plays for publication, they 
turned to the rival dramatist Ben Jonson to write the dedication. 
What he wrote appeared in the opening pages of the collected plays 
in 1623. It is a tribute by one playwright to another and is as 
eloquent and generous as it is fair-minded. 
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Ben Jonson 


To the Memory of My Beloved 
Master, William Shakespeare 


To draw no envy, Shakespeare, on thy name, 
Am I thus ample’ to thy book and fame; 

While I confess thy writings to be such 

As neither man, nor muse, can praise too much. 
‘Tis true, and all men’s suffrage.” But these ways 
Were not the paths I meant unto thy praise; 

For silliest’ ignorance on these may light, 
Which, when it sounds at best, but echoes right; 
Or blind affection, which doth ne’er advance 
The truth, but gropes, and urgeth all by chance; 
Or crafty malice might pretend this praise, 

And think to ruin, where it seemed to raise. .. . 
But thou art proof against them, and, indeed, 
Above the ill fortune of them, or the need. 

I therefore will begin. Soul of the age! 

The applause, delight, the wonder of our stage! 
My Shakespeare, rise! I will not lodge thee by 
Chaucer, or Spenser, or bid Beaumont’ lie 

A little further, to make thee a room; 

Thou art a monument without a tomb, 

And art alive still while thy book doth live 

And we have wits to read and praise to give. 
That I not mix thee so, my brain excuses, 

I mean with great, but disproportioned’ Muses; 
For if I thought my judgment were of years, 

I should commit thee surely with thy peers, 

And tell how far thou didst our Lyly outshine, 
Or sporting Kyd, or Marlowe’s® mighty line. 

And though thou hadst small’ Latin and less Greek 
From thence to honor thee, I would not seek 
For names; but call forth thundering Aeschylus, 


. ample: liberal, unstinted in praise. 

. Suffrage: agreement. 

. Silliest: simplest. 

. Beaumont: Francis Beaumont (1584-1616), playwright who was 
a contemporary of Shakespeare. Chaucer, Spenser, and Beaumont 
were buried in Westminster Abbey in London; Shakespeare was 
buried in Stratford. 

5. disproportioned: not comparable. 

6. Lyly ... Kyd .. . Marlowe: English playwrights, contemporaries 
of Shakespeare. 

7, small: a limited knowledge of. 
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Euripides, and Sophocles® to us; 

Pacuvius, Accius,” him of Cordova'® dead, 

To life again, to hear thy buskin"’ tread, 

And shake a stage; or, when thy socks’* were on, 
Leave thee alone for the comparison 

Of all that insolent Greece or haughty Rome 
Sent forth, or since did from their ashes come. 
Triumph, my Britain, thou hast one to show 
To whom all scenes’* of Europe homage owe. 
He was not of an age, but for all time! 

And all the Muses still were in their prime, 
When, like Apoilo,’* he came forth to warm 
Our ears, or like a Mercury’® to charm! 

Nature herself was proud of his designs 

And joyed to wear the dressing of his lines! 
Which were so richly spun, and woven so fit,’® 
As,'” since, she will vouchsafe no other wit. 
The merry Greek, tart Aristophanes, 

Neat Terence, witty Plautus,’* now not please, 
But antiquated and deserted lie, 

As they were not of Nature’s family. 

Yet must I not give Nature all; thy art, 

My gentle Shakespeare, must enjoy a part. 

For though the poet’s matter nature be, 

His art doth give the fashion; and, that he 
Who casts'® to write a living line, must sweat 
(Such as thine are) and strike the second heat 
Upon the Muses’ anvil; turn the same 

(And himself with it) that he thinks to frame, 
Or, for the laurei,”? he may gain a scorn; 

For a good poet’s made, as well as born. 

And such wert thou! Look how the father’s face 
Lives in his issue; even so the race 

Of Shakespeare’s mind and manners brightly shines 


8. Aeschylus [es’ko los], Euripides [yoo rip’a déz'], and 
Sophocles [sof’a kléz’}: classical Greek tragic dramatists. 
9. Pacuvius [pa koo’vé as], Accius [ak’é 9s]: Roman tragic playwrights. 
10. him of Cordova [kér d6’va]: Seneca, Roman dramatist born in Cordova, Spain. 
11. buskin: high boot, worn by tragic actors. 
12. socks: worn by comic actors. ‘ 
13. scenes: stages. ; 
14. Apollo: in classical mythology the god of music and poetry; 
also, god of the sun. 
15. Mercury: Roman messenger of the gods, and god of cleverness. 
16. fit: appropriately. 
17. As: that. 
18. Aristophanes, [ar'is tof?a néz’]. . . Terence, [ter’ons]. . . . Plautus [pl6/ tas}: 
classical comic playwrights, the first Greek, the other two Roman. 
19. casts: sets out. 
20. laurel: fame or distinction: - * 
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In his well turnéd, and true filéd”’ lines; 


In each of which he seems to shake a lance,” 


As brandished at the eyes of ignorance. 
Sweet Swan of Avon!*? what a sight it were 
70 To see thee in our waters yet appear, 


And make those flights upon the banks of Thames, 


That so did take Eliza, and our James!** 
But stay, I see thee in the hemisphere 
Advanced, and made a constellation there! 


75 Shine forth, thou Star of poets, and with rage?’ 
Or influence, chide or cheer the drooping stage, 
Which, since thy flight from hence, hath mourned like night, 
And despairs day, but for thy volume’s light.?° 


21. true filéd: accurately refined; polished. 
22. shake a lance: pun on the name Shake-speare. 


23. Avon: Shakespeare was born and died in Stratford, on the Avon River. 
24, Eliza . . . James: Queen Elizabeth and King James I, before 


whom Shakespeare’s plays were performed. 
25, rage: rapture, poctic imagination. 


26. thy volume’s light: that is, this present (1623) publication of your plays. 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


Recalling 

1. What does Jonson say in lines 1-12 are the 
wrong motivations for praising Shakespeare? 

2. What does Jonson say in lines 17-22 about a 
burial place for Shakespeare? 

3, How does Shakespeare compare to his con- 
temporary playwrights, according to lines 27~ 
28? 

4. Whom does Jonson call forth in lines 30-34 
to appreciate Shakespeare’s tragedies? What 
does Jonson say in lines 35-38 about com- 
paring Shakespeare’s comedies to others’? 

5. According to lines 53 —62, what are the two in- 
fluences that account for Shakespeare’s great 
achievement? ; 

6. What does Jonson wish for in lines 69-72? 
How has the “drooping stage” reacted since 
Shakespeare’s death? According to the end of 
the poem, what will help remedy this situation? 


Interpreting 
7. According to Jonson, why was Shakespeare 
“not of an age, but for all time’? 


8. What can we learn from this poem about Jon- 
son's intellect? His attitude toward literature as 
a profession? His attitude toward Shake- 
speare’s accomplishments? Cite specific ex- 
amples. 


Extending 

9. Several of Shakespeare’s sonnets (see pages 
99-102) proclaim that the beloved is immor- 
talized by poetry. How does Ben Jonson rein- 
force the idea of art as a route to eternity in 
his poem? 


VIEWPOINT 


comps ween 


The literary critic Edmund Wilson says of Ben 
Jonson: 


The one thing he really loved was literature, 
and, having served it as well as he could, 
no touchiness of personal pride could keep 
him from honoring one who had been fitted 
to serve it better... . 


& Examine lines 45-48. For what specific poetic 
talent does Jonson praise Shakespeare most? 
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The delicacy and polish of Jonson's verse are exemplified most 
clearly in the following lines, which have served as the lyrics of an 
abidingly popular song. 


Ben Jonson 


Song: to Celia 


Drink to me only with thine eyes, 
And I will pledge’ with mine; 

Or leave a kiss but in the cup, 
And Pil not look for wine. 

5 The thirst that from the soul doth rise 

Doth ask a drink divine; 

But might I of Jove’s’ nectar* sup, 
I would not change for thine. 


I sent thee late* a rosy wreath, 
19 Not so much honoring thee 
AS giving it a hope, that there 
It could not withered be. 
But thou thereon didst only breathe, 
And sent’st it back to me; 


ae 
(63) 


Since when it grows, and smells, I swear, 


Not of itself, but thee. 


1. pledge: drink a toast. 
2. Jove’s: Jupiter’s; referring to the Roman ruler of 


the gods. 


3. mectar: the drink of the gods. 


4. late: recently. 


Recalling 

1. What signs is the speaker looking for in lines 
1-47 

2. What would the speaker prefer over Jove’s di- 
vine nectar? 

3. According to lines 10 —13, why did the speaker 
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send a wreath of roses to his beloved? What 
did she do with it? 


interpreting 


4. 


5. 


With what qualities does the speaker endow 
his beloved? 

What proof does the poem offer that the | 
speaker will be persistent in his love? 


{xual Avie George Spaniel, G. Sheridan 
~abusles, 1907. 


Robert Herrick = 1591-1674 


Born and raised in a middle-class London family, Robert Herrick was 
not quite the aristocratic gentleman pictured when referring to the 
Cavalier school of poetry. However, Herrick’s poetry is perhaps the 
finest example of the kind of lyrics for which the Cavaliers have 
become known-—playful, delicate, witty verses. 

After earning his university degrees and being ordained in the 
Church of England, the young Herrick spent a number of years in 
London as one of the Tribe of Ben. Ben Jonson’s verse and classical 
interests were vital in forming Herrick’s own tastes. Then, in his late 
thirties, the younger writer was compelled to support himself by 
accepting a church appointment that sent him far from London, to 
Devonshire in southwest England. In his new surroundings the 
transplanted Londoner was for a long time miserable, though 
gradually he did learn to love the calmer ways of country life. 
Indeed, the charm of much of his poetry derives from his 
sophisticated treatment of simple country pleasures. Herrick’s poems, 
like many of Jonson’s, are modest in scope, crystal clear, but rich 
and polished. Herrick’s father and uncle were goldsmiths, and 
Herrick the poet has been called “a goldsmith and jeweler of 
language.” Three of his poems appear on the following pages. 


Robert Herrick 


Upon His Spaniel Tracy 


Now thou art dead, no eye shall ever see, 
For shape and service, spaniel like to thee. 
This shall my love do, give thy sad death one 
Tear, that deserves of me a million. 
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Robert Herrick 


The Argument of His Book 


I sing of brooks, of blossoms, birds, and bowers,’ 
Of April, May, of June, and July flowers. 

I sing of Maypoles, hock carts, wassails, wakes,” 
Of bridegrooms, brides, and of their bridal cakes. 
I write of youth, of love, and have access 

By these to sing of cleanly wantonness.* 

I sing of dews, of rains, and, piece by piece, 

Of balm, of oil, of spice, and ambergris.* 

I sing of times trans-shifting, and I write 

How roses first came red and lilies white. 

I write of groves, of twilights, and I sing 

The court of Mab’ and of the fairy king. 

I write of hell; I sing (and ever shall) 

Of heaven, and hope to have it after all. 


1. bowers: arbors; shaded recesses. 
2. Maypoles . . . wakes: All relate to festive rural 
occasions: The hock cart briags in the last of the 
harvest; wassails [wos’alz] are assemblies for drink 
and song; and wakes, here, are annual festivities 
associated with a parish church. 

3. cleanly wantonness: clean playfulness. 

4. ambergris {[am’bor grés’]: substance from whales, 
used to make perfume. 

5. Mab: queen of the fairies; their king was Oberon. 


His Prayer to Ben Jonson 


When I a verse shall make, 
Know I have prayed thee, 

For old religion’s sake, 
Saint Ben, to aid me. 


5 Make the way smooth for me, 
When I, thy Herrick, 
Honoring thee, on my knee 
Offer my lyric. 


Candles Pll give to thee, 
10 And a new altar; 
And thou, Saint Ben, shalt be 
Writ in my psalter.’ 


1. psalter [s6l’tor]: psalm book. 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


Upon His Spaniel Tracy 


Recalling 

1. According to line 2, what are the two specific 
traits that the poet most admired about Tracy? 

2, How many tears will the poet shed for Tracy? 
How many tears does he think he should 
shed? 


: Interpreting 

; §. How does Herrick feel about Tracy’s death? 

4, What justification can you offer for the brevity 
f and simplicity of the poem? 


| The Argument of His Book 


E Recalling 

| 1, What daylight subjects does the poet mention? 
Evening subjects? What seasons does the 
poet concentrate on? 


; Interpreting 

; 2, By “argument” Herrick means “subject mat- 
ter." Where in a volume of Herrick’s poetry 
- would this particular poem be likely to appear? 
_ 4. What are some of the things that the poet will 
not sing about? 


: His Prayer to Ben Jonson 


F Recalling 
; 1. As a poet, why does Herrick pray to ‘Saint 
Ben”? 


2. How will the poet honor Jonson? 


Interpreting 

3. What might be the significance of being en- 
tered in Herrick’s psalm book? 

4. Why is a “prayer” an appropriate form for Her- 
rick to use? Consider his profession and his 
relationship to Jonson. 


COMPOSITION 


Writing About Structure 

‘The Argument of His Book’ celebrates rural 
pleasures by listing many details. Analyze the 
order in which Herrick presents the details. Be- 
gin by explaining what the first three sentences 
call attention to. Then discuss the shift of topic 
in each of the next three sentences. Finally, 
comment on the subject matter of Herrick’s last 
sentence, noting the progression of his ideas. 


Writing a Letter 

& Poets often respond to one another's work. For 
example, reading Marlowe's poem “The Pas- 
sionate Shepherd to His Love,” Sir Walter Ra- 
leigh was led to answer it in the voice of the 
“nymph” herself (page 96). Assume a similar, 
realistic voice in prose—perhaps that of a city 
dweller—and discuss some of the things Her- 
rick has omitted from “The Argument of His 
Book.” Make your observations good-natured 
and even humorous, and try to convey the 
voice of a character other than yourself. 
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Richard Lovelace = 1618—1657 


Richard Lovelace was the perfect model of a seventeenth-century 
court favorite. On a visit to Oxford University in 1636, the king and 
queen of England were so favorably impressed by the student 
Lovelace that they arranged for a degree to be awarded to him on 
the spot. The elegant young man was committed to aristocratic 
values. His interests were those considered appropriate for a 
gentleman and included literature, languages, painting, music, and 
falconry—the sport of training and hunting with hawks. 

Lovelace is the most notable of those literary descendants of Ben 
Jonson known as the Cavalier poets—polished, gallant, and worldly 
supporters of King Charles I. Like the others, he remained loyal to 
the king throughout the turbulent civil war of the 1640s. That 
support led to the poet’s imprisonment by the Puritan government 
and his death in poverty at the early age of thirty-nine. 

Lovelace’s poetry is graceful and witty and, in true Cavalier 
fashion, often addresses the themes of love, war, and loyalty to the 
king. Cavalier lyrics in general are much quieter, less exuberant, than 
Elizabethan poetry. 


Richard Lovelace 


To Lucasta, 
Going to the Wars 


Tell me not, sweet, I am unkind, 
That from the nunnery’ 

Of thy chaste breast and quiet mind 
To war and arms [ fly. 


5 True, a new mistress now IJ chase, 
The first foe in the field; 
And with a stronger faith embrace 
A sword, a horse, a shield. 


Yet this inconstancy* is such 
10 As you too shall adore; 
I could not love thee, dear, so much, 
Loved I not honor more. 


1. nunnery: convent; cloister. 
2. inconstancy: fickleness. 
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To Althea, from Prison 


When Love with unconfinéd wings 
Hovers within my gates, 

And my divine Althea brings 
To whisper at the grates; 

5 When I lie tangled in her hair 

And fettered’ to her eye, 

The gods’ that wanton’? in the air 
Know no such liberty. 


When flowing cups run swiftly round, 
{0 With no allaying Thames,* 
Our careless heads with roses bound, 
Our hearts with loyal flames; 
When thirsty grief in wine we steep, 
When healths® and draughts® go free, 
15 Fishes that tipple in the deep 
Know no such liberty. 


1. fettered: bound. : 

2. gods: In some versions of the poem, the 
word is birds instead of gods. 

3. wanton: sport; play. 

4. cups .. . Thames [temz]: wine with no 
diluting water. (The Thames is a river.) 

5. healths: toasts. 

6. draughts [drafts]: drinks. 


20 


When, like committed linnets,’ I 
With shriller throat shall sing 

The sweetness, mercy, majesty, 
And glories of my King; 

When I shall voice aloud how good 
He is, how great should be, 

Enlargéd® winds that curl the flood 
Know no such liberty. 


25 Stone walls do not a prison make, 


30 


Nor iron bars a cage: 

Minds innocent and quiet take 
That for an hermitage.” 

If I have freedom in my love, 
And in my soul am free, 

Angels alone, that soar above, 
Enjoy such liberty. 


7. committed linnets: caged songbirds. 
8. Enlargéd: released, as from 
imprisonment. 

9. hermitage: secluded dwelling place; 
private retreat. 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


To Lucasta, Going to the Wars 


Recalling 

1. After deserting Lucasta, what new “mistress” 
does the speaker pursue? 

2. What things does the speaker embrace now 
that he has left Lucasta? 

4, Who or what does the speaker love more than 
Lucasta? 


Interpreting 

4, What contrasts does the speaker cite between 
the two “mistresses”? 

§. What is the meaning of the last two lines of 
the poem? Why will Lucasta adore the speak- 
er's inconstancy? 


To Althea, from Prison 


Recalling 


1. 
2. 


3. 


4. 


Where is the speaker? 

With what three occasions does he associate 
liberty? 

Identify the images of freedom that appear at 
the end of each of the four stanzas. 

What does the prison offer the speaker, ac- 
cording to the last stanza? What conditions 
may enable him to enjoy the kind of liberty 
that angels have? 


Interpreting 


5. 


6. 


What is ironical about the words “‘tangled” and 
“fettered” in lines 5 and 6? 

In what way is the speaker really free despite 
his imprisonment? 
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John Milton —= 1608-1674 


As Chaucer towers over the literary world of medieval England, and 
as Shakespeare is the supreme writer of the Elizabethan Age, so John 
Milton is the outstanding English poet of the seventeenth century. 

At an early age this citizen of London realized his purpose: “By 
labor and intent study (which I take to be my portion in this life) 
joined with the strong propensity of nature, I might perhaps leave 
something so witten to aftertimes as they should not willingly let it 
die.” Milton’s labor and study extended from his years as a student at 
St. Paul’s School in London, through university years at Cambridge, 
through five years of reading day and night in English, Latin, Greek, 
Hebrew, French, and Italian, and on through two more years of 
travel abroad that ended in 1639, when he was over thirty. Already 
that long period of study had combined with the “strong propensity 
of nature’”—his poetic gifts and inclinations—to produce distinguished 
poetry, including Lycidas, the finest elegy in English, written upon 
the death of a close friend. 

Despite this extensive preparation, Milton’s poetic performance 
was interrupted by the outbreak of civil war in England. Milton was a 
Puritan. As a staunch supporter of the Parliamentary cause against the 
Royalists, the poet devuied twenty years out of the prime of his life, 
from 1640 to 1660, to defending the Puritan Commonweaith against 
its enemies and detracturs. During that long interlude he wrote 
primarily prose pamphlets on matters relating to the new 
government, what little poetry Milton managed during these years 
was inspired by current events. Indeed, as Latin Secretary in 
Cromwell's government, he labored so diligently in preparing 
documents in the official language of the state that his eyesight began 
to fail him. By 1652 he was blind. 

When the Royalists managed finally, in 1660, to triumph over 
Cromwell's followers and restore the monarchy, the poet found 
himself also in figurative darkness, with all that he had worked for 
repudiated by the English people. For a while his very life was in 
danger, but through the help of men like Andrew Marvell (page 213) 
in time he was pardoned for his earlier activities in support of 
antimonarchy elements. He survived with a fine and with a 
substantial loss of property. 

In poverty, Milton then moved to a village west of London where 
he began his masterpiece. “oneciving and memorizing portions of it 
at night, and dictating what he had created to secretaries in the 
morning. In that laborious way he wrote Paradise Lost, a work of 
over ten thousand lines, the greatest epic in our language. 

The two sonnets that follow were written before Paradise Lost. 
They are deeply personal expressions of Milton’s belief in the 
existeaice of a divine order to which he subordinates his own 
ambition. 
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John Milton 


How Soon Hath Time 


How soon hath Time, the subtle thief of youth, 

Stolen on his wing my three-and twentieth year! 
My hasting days fly on with full career,' 
But my late spring no bud or blossom shew’th.” 

5 Perhaps my semblance* might deceive* the truth 
That I to manhood am arrived so near; 
And inward ripeness doth much less appear, 
That some more timely-happy spirits endu’th.” 


Yet, be it less or more, or soon or slow, 
10 It shall be still® in strictest measure even’ 
To that same lot,® however mean or high, 
Toward which Time leads me, and the will of Heaven. 
All is, if I have grace to use it so, 
As ever in my great Task-Master’s eye. 


. Career: speed, 

. shew’th: shows. 

. semblance: appearance. 
. deceive: prove false. 
endu’th: endows. 

. still: always. 

. even: equal or adequate. 
. lot: fate. 


S2NAnRWN He 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


Recalling 


3. According to lines 10-12, in what does the 
poet place his faith? 


Interpreting 


4. 


What is appropriate about the personification 
of time in lines 1-2? 


1, How does Milton refer to time in the first line 5. What do the “bud” and “blossom” of line 4 
of the poem? represent? How does Milton extend the plant 
2, According to line 4, what has the poet’s “late imagery in line 7? 
spring” not yet shown? 6. In line 13, ‘All’ may refer to time or to talent. 


What is the meaning of lines 13-14 in each 
case? 
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In this sonnet, also referred to as “On His Blindness,” Milton uses 
allusions, or references to other works the reader is supposed to 
know. He refers to the Parable of the Talents from Matthew 

25 : 14-30, where a servant is scolded by his master for hiding his 
one talent—fifteen years’ wages— instead of using it for profit. Thus 
Milton gives talent a double meaning in the sonnet. 


John Milton 


When I Consider How 
My Light Is Spent 


When I consider how my light is spent 
Ere’ half my days in this dark world and wide, 
And that one talent which is death to hide 
Lodged with me useless, though my soul more bent 
To serve there with my Maker, and present 
My true account, lest He returning chide, 
“Doth God exact day-labor, light denied?” 
I fondly” ask. But Patience, to prevent 
That murmur, soon replies, “God doth not need 
Either man’s work or His own gifts. Who best 
Bear His mild yoke, they serve Him best. His state 
Is kingly: thousands’ at His bidding speed, 
And post* o’er land ‘and ocean without rest; 
They also serve who only stand and wait.” 


1. Ere: before. 3. thousands: that is, of angels. 
2. fondly: foolishly. 4. post: hasten. 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


Interpreting 
5. What two meanings does talent have? 
6. What is the speaker’s mood in lines 1-8? 


Recalling 
1. What is the speaker lamenting in lines 1-2? 
2. What happens if the talent is hidden, accord- 


ing to line 37 What does the speaker want to 


do with the talent? 
3. What does the speaker ask in line 7? 
4. What does Patience say God asks for? 
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7. 


8. 


What are the two kinds of activity pictured in 
lines 9-14? In what category does the 
speaker place himself? 

Does the speaker find consolation? Explain. 


Extending 
9. Are the themes of Milton’s sonnets alike? 


Introducing Paradise Lost 


Paradise Lost is an epic divided into twelve books, or chapters. An 
epic is a long narrative poem that records, in grave and stately 
language, heroic exploits and majestic events. Other than the Anglo- 
Saxon Beowulf (page 9), Milton’s Paradise Lost is the epic in English 
literature. 

Steeped in both classical and biblical scholarship, Milton set out 
to write a Christian epic as spacious and universal as the major epics 
of ancient Greek and Roman days, such as the Odyssey and the HMiad 
by Homer and the Aeneid by Virgil (see Part Two of this book). 
Milton selected as his subject matter the fall of man—that is, the 
story in which Satan tempts Adam and Eve to commit the original sin 
(eating the forbidden fruit) and they fall from God’s grace (being 
exiled from Paradise, or the Garden of Eden). In working with this 
subject matter, Milton wanted to “justify the ways of God to men.” In 
addition, Milton wanted his readers to focus on the individual—on 
Adam—and his particular relationship with God, for religion as an 
individual act was extremely important to Milton the Puritan, 

In addition to drawing relentlessly on his familiarity with the 
classics and with the Bible, Milton created his own poetic style— 
different from both Donne’s conceits and Jonson’s restraint. Milton 
was an innovator, introducing a new style to English poetry. For one 
thing he wrote formally, using stiff sentence patterns (based on Latin). 
and extensive metaphors. For another, he wrote in blank verse—uniil 
Milton’s attempt not used for writing other than drama. Yet in spite 
of its unusualness and difficulty, Paradise Lost has always been 
considered a supreme masterpiece of English literature. 

In order to help seventeenth-century readers with the poem, 
Milton provided, at the suggestion of his printer, for each book a 
prose “argument” that summarized the action of the poem. We have 
provided brief introductions and marginal notes for the excerpts 
from Books I, III, and XII, which begin on the following page. 
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Angel playing a rebec, 
a medieval instrument, 
German, c. 1500. 


John Milton 


fom Paradise Lost 


from Book I 


— Book I begins, as classical epics do, with an in- 
vocation, a call to a muse (in this case, a heavenly 
muse) to inspire the poet at the outset of bis ambi- 
tious task. 

After the invocation the poet recounts bow the 
angel Lucifer led a revolf ayuinst God's sovereignty 
in heaven, how he and his followers were cast into 
hell, and how from that piace they plotted revenge 
by traveling to Earth and tempting Adam and Eve— 
God’s creatures in the Garden of Eden—to sin. in the 
first of the two extracts that follow the invocation, 
Lucifer, now renamed Satan (ibe “Adversary”), at- 
tempts to rally bis forces after their fall from 
heaven. In the second excerpt he considers his new 
domain, its mournful gioom contrasting with his 
memories of the celestial light of heaven. 
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on 


oS 


Of man’s first disobedience, and the fruit 
Of that forbidden tree whose mortal’ taste 
Brought death into the world, and all our woe, 
With loss of Eden, till one greater Man* 
Restore us, and regain the blissful seat, 
Sing, Heavenly Muse, that, on the secret top 
Of Oreb, or of Sinai, didst inspire 
That shepherd who first taught the chosen seed* 
In the beginning how the Heavens and Earth 
Rose out of Chaos: or, if Sion’ hill 
Delight thee more, and Siloa’s brook” that flowed 
Fast® by the oracle of God, I thence 
Invoke thy aid to my adventurous song, 
That with no middle flight intends to soar 
Above th’ Aonian mount,’ while it pursues 
Things unattempted yet in prose or rhyme. 
And chiefly thou, O Spirit,” that dost prefer 
Before all temples th’ upright heart and pure, 
Instruct me, for thou know’st; thou from the first 
Wast present, and, with mighty wings outspread, 
Dovelike sat’st brooding” on the vast abyss, 
And mad’st it pregnant: what in me is dark 
Iumine; what is low, raise and support; 
That, to the height of this great argument,'° 
I may assert'’ Eternal Providence, 
And justify the ways of God to men. 


“Fallen cherub,'* to be weak is miserable, 
Doing or suffering:'* but of this be sure, 

To do aught’* good never will be our task, 

But ever to do ill our sole delight, 

As being the contrary to his high will 

Whom we resist. If then his providence 

Out of our evil seek to bring forth good, 

Our labor must be to pervert that end, 

And out of good still’ to find means of evil; 
Which oft times may succeed, so-as perhaps 
Shall grieve him, if I fail not,'® and disturb 

His inmost counsels from their destined aim. 
But see! the angry Victor’” hath recalled 

His ministers of vengeance and pursuit 

Back to the gates of Heaven; the sulphurous hail, 
Shot after us in storm, o’erblown hath laid 

The fiery surge that from the precipice 

Of Heaven received us falling; and the thunder, 
45 Winged with red lightning and impetuous rage, 


1 mortal: deadly 


2 greater Man: Christ. 


3 Heavenly Muse... chosen seed: 
The poet is asking for inspiration from 
the spirit that inspired Moses (‘That 
shepherd’), who taught the Israelites 
(“the chosen seed’) the laws as God 
pronounced them on Oreb, or Sinai, 
a mountain in the Holy.Land. Moses 
is also traditionally regarded as the 
author of the first five books of the 
Bible, including Genesis, on which 
Paradise Lost is based. 

4 Sion [si’an]: hill in Jerusalem on 
which stood the Temple (“the oracle 
of God"). 

5 Siloa's [si 16’az] brook: stream 
near Jerusalem. 

6 Fast: close. 

7 Aonian [4 6/né an] mount: Mount 
Helicon, in Greek mythology, home of 
the Muses. 

8 Spirit: Holy Spirit. 


9 brooding: as a bird on a nest. 


10 argument: subject matter; theme. 
11 assert: defend: champion. 


12 cherub: Beé!zebub [bé el’za 
bub’], the fallen angel whom Satan is 
addressing. 

13 Doing or suffering: whether 
active or passive. 

14 aught: anything. 


15 still: always 
16 if | fail not: if | am not mistaken. 


17 Victor: God. 
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Perhaps hath spent his shafts, and ceases now 
To bellow through the vast and boundless deep. 
Let us not slip’® th’ occasion, whether scorn 

Or satiate’? fury yield it from our Foe. 

Seest thou yon dreary piain, forlorn and wild, 
The seat of desolation, void of light. 

Save”? what the glimmering of these livid flames 
Casts pale and dreadful? Thither let us tend 
From off the tossing of these fiery waves; 

There rest, if any rest can harbor there; 

And, reassembling our afflicted powers,” 
Consult how we may henceforth most offend’? 
Our enemy, our own loss how repair, 

How overcome this dirc calamity, 

What reinmiurcesicni we may gain from hope, 
If not, what resolution from despair.” 


“Is this the region, this the soil, the clime,” 

Said then the lost archangel, “this the seat 
That we must change’* for Heaven? this mournful gloom 

- For that celestial light? Be it so, since he 
Who now is sovereign can dispose and bid 
What shall be right: farthest from him is best, 
Whom reason hath equaled, force hath made supreme 
Above his equals. Farewell, happy fields, 
Where joy forever dwells! Hail, horrors! hail, 
Infernal world! and thou, profoundest Hell, 
Receive thy new possessor, one who brings 
A mind not to be changed by place or time. 
The mind is its own place, and in itself 
Can make a Heaven of Hell, a Hell of Heaven. 
What matter where, if I be still the same, 
And what I should be, all but less than?* he 
Whom thunder hath made greater? Here at least 
We shall be free; th’ Almighty hath not built 
Here for his envy, will not drive us hence: 
Here we may reign secure; and, in my choice, 
To reign is worth ambition, though in Hell: 
Better to reign in Hell than serve in Heaven. 
But wherefore”’ let we then our faithful friends, 
Th’ associates and co-partners of our loss, 
Lie thus astonished*° on th’ oblivious””’ pool, 
And call them not to share with us their part 
In this unhappy mansion, or once more 
With rallied arms to try what may be yet 

“2 Regained in Heaven, or what more lost in Hell?” 
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18 slip: fail to take advantage of. 
19 satiate [sa’shé at]: satisfied. 


20 Save: except. 


21 afflicted powers: overthrown 
armies. 

22 offend: take the offensive 
against. 


23 change: exchange. 


24 all. . . than: almost equal to. 


25 wherefore: why. 


26 astonished: thunderstruck, 
stunned. 

27 oblivious: causing oblivion or 
forgetfulness. 


from Book III 


Determined to tempt Adam and Eve, Satan rises from the 
gloom of hell toward the light of the universe in which the Earth 
is placed. At the begining of Book III, the blind poet Milton rises 
in imagination from hell’s darkness to the radiance his own eyes 
will never see again. The book opens with his famous Hymn to 
Light. 


Hail, holy Light, offspring of Heaven first-born!’ 
Or of th’ Eternal co-eternal beam, 
May I express thee unblamed?* since God is light, 
And never but in unapproachéd light 
5 Dwelt from eternity, dwelt then in thee, 
Bright effluence of bright essence increate!* 
Or hear’st thou rather* pure ethereal stream, 
Whose fountain who shall tell?* Before the sun, 
Before the heavens, thou wert, and at the voice 
10 Of God, as with a mantle, didst invest® 
The rising world of waters dark and deep, 
Won from the void and formless infinite! 
Thee I revisit now with bolder wing, 
Escaped the Stygian pool,’ though long detained 
15 In that obscure sojourn, while in my flight, 
Through utter® and through middle darkness borne, 
With other notes than to th’ Orphean? lyre 
I sung of Chaos and eternal Night; 
Taught by the Heavenly Muse to venture down 
. 20 The dark descent, and up to reascend, 
Though hard and rare. Thee I revisit safe, 
And feel thy sovereign vital lamp; but thou 
Revisit’st not these eyes, that roll in vain 
To find thy piercing ray, and find no dawn; 
So thick a drop serene’® hath quenched their orbs, 
Or dim suffusion veiled. Yet not the more 
Cease I to wander where the Muses haunt 
Clear spring, or shady grove, or sunny hill, 
Smit'’ with the love of sacred song; but chief’? 
Thee, Sion, and the flowery brooks beneath, 
That wash thy hallowed feet, and warbling flow, 
Nightly I visit: nor sometimes forget’? 
Those other two equaled with me in fate,'* 
So were I equaled with them in renown, 
Blind Thamyris and blind Maeonides, 
And Tiresias and Phineus, prophets old:’* 
Then feed on thoughts that voluntary move’® 
Harmonious numbers;’’ as the wakeful bird’® 


1 first-born: the first thing God 
created (Genesis 1 : 1-5). 


2 Or. . . unblamed?: Or may |, 


without being faulted, describe light 
as co-eternal with God? 


3 increate: uncreated. 


4 hear'st. . . rather; would you 
prefer to be called. 

5 Whose... . tell?: whose origin is 
unknown? 


6 Invest: cover, envelop. 


7 Styglan [stij’é an] pool: in 
classical mythology, the river Styx, in 
the Underworld. 

8 utter: outer. 


9 Orphean [6r/fé an]: referring to 
Orpheus, the poet-musician in 


- classical mythology, who visited the 


Underworld seeking his wife. 


10 drop serene: refers to medical 
theory regarding blindness (like 
“suffusion” in the next line). 


11 Smit: smitten, struck. 
12 chief: chiefly. 


13 nor. . . forget: that is, and 
never forget. 

14 equaled. . . fate: also blind. 
15 Blind. . . old: classical Greek 
figures; Thamyris {tham/a ris] and 
Maeonides [mé on’a déz], aname 
referring to Homer, were blind poets; 
Tiresias [ti ré’sé as] and Phineus 
[fin’é as], blind prophets. 

16 voluntary move: freely utter. 
17 numbers: verses. 

18 wakeful bird: the nightingale. 
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Sings darkling,’? and, in shadiest covert hid, 


Tunes her nocturnal note. Thus with the year 
Seasons return; but not to me returns 

Day, or the sweet approach of even or morn, 
Or sight of vernal”? bloom, or summer’s rose, 
Or flocks, or herds, or human face divine; 

-. But cloud instead and ever-during”’ dark 
Surrounds me, from the cheerful ways of men 
Cut off, and, for the book of knowledge fair, 
Presented with a universal blank*” 

Of Nature’s works, to me expunged and rased,”* 

-. And wisdom at one entrance quite shut out. 

So much the rather thou, Celestial Light, 

Shine inward, and the mind through all her powers 
Irradiate; there plant eyes; all mist from thence 
Purge and disperse, that I may see and tell 

Of things invisible to mortal sight. 


from Book XII 


Paradise Lost concludes with the expulsion of Adam and Eve 
from Paradise. They are expelled only after the angel Michael has 
given them new hope by revealing the destiny that awaits their 
children, up to and including the arrival on Earth of the son of 
God to redeem humankind for committing the original sin. 


He' ended, and they both descend the hill. 
Descended, Adam to the bower where Eve 
Lay sleeping ran before, but found her waked; 
And thus with words not sad she him received: 

“Whence thou return’st and whither went’st, I know; 
For God is also in sleep, and dreams advise, 
Which he hath sent propitious,” some great good 
Presaging,’ since, with sorrow and heart’s distress 
Wearied, I fell asleep. But now lead on; 

In me is no delay; with thee to go 

Is to stay here; without thee here to stay 

Is to go hence unwilling; thou to me 

Art all things under Heaven, all places thou, 
Who for my willful crime art banished hence. 
This further consolation yet secure 

I carry hence: though all by me is lost, 

Such favor I unworthy am vouchsafed,* 

By me the Promised Seed shall all restore.” 

So spake our mother Eve; and Adam heard 
Well pleased, but answered not; for now too nigh 
Th’ archangel stood, and from the other hill 
To their fixed station, all in bright array, 
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19 darkling: in the dark. 


20 vernal: referring to springtime. 


21 ever-during: always enduring. 


22 universal blank: the grayness 
ever before the poet's blind eyes. 
23 rased: erased. 


1 He: the ange! Michael. 


2 propitious [pro pish’ as]: 
presenting favorable conditions. 
3 Presaging [pres’i) ing]: foretelling, 


4 vouchsafed: granted. 


25 


30 


The cherubim descended; on the ground 
Gliding meteorous,’ as evening mist 

Risen from a river o’er the marish® glides, 
And gathers ground fast at the laborer’s heel 
Homeward returning. High in front advanced, 
The brandished sword of God before them blazed, 
Fierce as a comet; which with torrid heat, 
And vapor as the Libyan’ air adust,° 

Began to parch that temperate clime; whereat 
In either hand the hastening angel caught 

Our lingering parents, and to th’ eastern gate 
Led them diréct, and down the cliff as fast 


5 meteorous: high above, like a 
meteor. 
6 marish: marsh. 


7 Libyan [lib’é an]: referring to 
Libya, a country in northern Africa, 
which is largely desert. 

8 adust: burnt; scorched. 


35 To the subjected” plain; then disappeared. 


They, looking back, all th’ eastern side beheld 


Of Paradise, so late their happy seat,’° 


9 subjected: lying below. 


10 seat: home. 


40 


Waved over by that flaming brand;"* the gate Ty breed: Sword, 


With dreadful faces thronged and fiery arms. 
Some natural tears they dropped, but wiped them soon; 
The world was all before them, where to choose 


on =~ 


=> 


Their place of rest, and Providence their guide. 
They, hand in hand, with wandering steps and slow, 


Through Eden took their solitary way. 


| STUDY QUESTIONS 


28s msc RIT 


Recalling 

1. According to the opening five lines of Book I, 
what does Milton want the muse to help him 
portray? As stated in line 26, what is the 
poet’s chief purpose in writing the poem? 


on “yon dreary plain’? 

. According to lines 50-54, 64-65, and 69- 
‘71, in what physical ways does hell differ 
from heaven? 

. What arguments does Satan give in the final 
excerpt from Book | (at lines 74-80) to rec- 
oncile his followers to hell? 

. According to Book Ill, lines 51-55, what 

things will be revealed to the poet when the 

Celestial Light shines inward? 

According to Book XIl, lines 10-14, what 

reasons does Eve give for her willingness to 

leave Paradise with Adam? According to line 


aw 


41, what lies before Adam and Eve as they 
leave Paradise? 


Interpreting 


7. 


10. 


In the invocation to the sacred muse at the 
opening of Book |, Milton announces his in- 
tention “to soar/ Above th’ Aonian mount.” 


2. According to line 30, what is Satan’s “sole What does the figurative language reveal 
delight”? What matters, discussed in lines about the poet's ambitions? 
57-61, will Satan and his cohorts consider 8. What does Satan mean in Book |, line 35, 


when he says that he and his cohorts will la- 
bor “out of good still to find means of evil’? 
Which line at the end of the last extract from 
Book | tells us most about Satan’s nature? 
What is the “sovereign vital lamp” referred to 
in Book III, line 22? What is Milton’s literal 
meaning when he then Says, in lines 27-28, 
that he wanders nightly ‘where the Muses 
haunt/ Clear spring, or shady grove, or 
sunny hill’? 

According to Eve’s speech (Book XIl, lines 
15-18) and Milton’s final picture of the ex- 
pelled couple, what hope do they now have? 
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Extending 

11. Figuratively, how may the following part of 
Satan’s argument be applied to situations 
outside the poem: “The mind is its own 
place, and in itself / Can make a Heaven of 
Hell, a Hell of Heaven’’? 


VIEWPOINT 


The critic Douglas Bush reminds us that 


in writing an epic, above all an epic on such 
a theme as his, Milton naturally wished to 
raise the reader’s mind above mundane af- 
fairs, to create a world and an atmosphere 
befitting his divine and superhuman char- 
acters. . . . Milton’s elevation of style has 
the effect of keeping action and scene and 
characters at a requisite aesthetic distance; 
everything must have recognizable reality, 
but not too much. A realistic treatment of 
Adam and Eve would be quite fatal; as it is, 
they are both human and superhuman. . . 

—Major British Writers 


HB What is “recognizable reality” in Milton’s de- 
scription of hell? What in the description 
places heil beyond our grasp? 


LITERARY FOCUS 


Milton’s Elevated Style 

Epics are long narrative poems that illustrate 
exalted themes through heroic action. A dignified 
style is required to express the superhuman ac- 
tion and the grave and consequential themes. 
Everyday language would be inappropriate, for it 
would fatally diminish the epic effect. Thus, both 
Milton’s language and his theme in the epic Par- 
adise Lost are elevated above what we usually 
encounter in our reading. Milton elevates his lan- 
guage in specific ways. 


Blank verse. First, he abandons prose in fa- 
vor of a particular kind of poetry: blank verse— 
unrhymed lines of iambic pentameter. He has 
purposely abandoned rhyme, choosing instead 
what he calls “English heroic verse without 
rhyme, as that of Homer in Greek and Virgil in 
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Latin.” This verse form is in imitation of the clas- 
sical epics. 


Sentence length. Milton’s extravagant ser- 
tences—too long to fit into a line of verse—also 
give a grandness to the poem. 


Allusions. Milton relies heavily on allusions, 
references to people and places with which the 
reader is expected to be familiar. Milton’s allu- 
sions are most often to classical and biblical mat- 
ters, with which modern readers are less familiar 
than were the poet’s contemporaries. Neverthe- 
less, the effect of those allusions is to give his 
poetry a spaciousness and universality and an 
extension of meaning beyond its immediate con- 
text. 


Thinking About Milton’s Style 

1. Mark the stresses of the first two lines of the 
poem to demonstrate that the meter is iambic 
pentameter. (See page 90 for instruction in 
marking meter if necessary.) 

2. How many sentences do the first sixteen lines 
of Book | contain? What are the principal 
verbs? How does Milton emphasize them? 

3. Explain in your own words how the allusions in 
Book |, lines 6-10, help to elevate Milton’s in- 
vocation. 


COMPOSITION 


Writing About Theme 

8 Show how Milton illuminates his theme, or 
main idea, in Paradise Lost. First write a sen- 
tence or two that express Milton’s theme. Then 
explain how he develops that theme through ti- 
tle, plot, characterization, setting, and tone. 
For help with this assignment, refer to Lesson 
6 in the Writing About Literature Handbook at 
the back of this book. 


Writing a Narrative 

HZ Imagine that Adam and Eve have just com: 
pleted the first day after their expulsion from 
paradise. Narrate the events of the day. What 
have they done? Have they found food and 
shelter? How do they react to their new sur 
roundings? 


John Dryden — 1631-1700 


John Dryden was the outstanding English poet from the Restoration 
in 1660 to the end of the century. He was born to a Puritan family 
in London and was graduated from Cambridge University in 1654. 
His earliest successful poem, Heroic Stanzas, extolled the virtues of 
Oliver Cromwell, the leader of the movement to rid England of a 
monarchy. Yet with Cromwell’s death and the return of the 
monarchy, Dryden (like many others in search of order) immediately 
gave his allegiance to Charles II, the new Stuart king. That allegiance 
to Charles and later to his Catholic brother James II never faltered, 
even after the Stuarts had been driven into exile in 1688 and Dryden 
himself had been deprived of the title poet laureate that they had 
bestowed on him twenty years earlier. 

Dryden wrote verse in several forms: odes, poetic drama, biting 
satires, and translations of classical authors. Unlike many of his 
predecessors, Dryden wrote in celebration of noteworthy occasions 
more often than in response to more personal experiences. Among 
Dryden’s most important legacy to the poets of the next century was 
his mastery of the heroic couplet, paired lines of rhyming iambic 
pentameter. Another major contribution is Dryden’s dignified, 
unaffected, and always musical language. Both of Dryden’s poetic 
hallmarks are evident in these lines from Absalom and Achitophel, a 
poem written in support of King Charles II], whom he compared to 
King David from the Bible: 


Now what relief can righteous David bring? 
How fatal ’tis to be too good a king! 
Friends he has few, so high the madness grows: 
Who dare be such, must be the people’s foes: 
Yet some there were, even in the worst of days; 
Some let me name, and naming is to praise. 


Dryden wrote notable prose as well, including literary criticism of 
Shakespeare, Chaucer, and others that is as sound in judgment now 
as when he conceived it. In fact, he is sometimes considered the 
father of English criticism. His prose is the first that strikes us as 
modern: It is written in a manner that resembles speech. 

Dryden wrote “A Song for St. Cecilia’s Day,” which begins on the 
following page, in memory of a Roman woman and Christian martyr 
who has traditionally been regarded as the patron saint of music and 
the inventor of the organ. He composed the poem in the form of an 
ode for a celebration in her memory on November 22, 1687. 
Originally a Greek choral song in honor of gods and goddesses, the 
ode as developed by Dryden is a lyric poem of irregular line lengths 
and stanzas, addressing a serious subject, and written in a dignified 
style. In 1739 the composer George Frederick Handel composed a 
score to accompany this ode. 
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Model for Active Reading 


In this selection, as in one selection in each unit, you will find 
notes in the right-hand margin that highlight parts of the selection. 
These notes point out important ideas of the literary period and 
draw your attention to literary elements and techniques covered in 
the Literary Focuses. Page numbers in the notes refer you to more 
| extensive discussions of these important ideas and elements. 


John Dryden 


A Song for St. Cecilia’s Day 


1 
From harmony, from heavenly harmony 
This universal frame’ began; 
| When Nature underneath a heap 
| Of jarring atoms? lay, 
5 And could not heave her head, 
The tuneful voice was heard from high, 
“Arise, ye more than dead.” 
Then cold and hot and moist and dry* 
| In order to their stations leap, 
; 10 And music’s power obey. 
From harmony, from heavenly harmony 
This universal frame began: 
From harmony to harmony mgeeed ‘a nage 
Through all the compass of the notes it ran, appealing to the sense of sound. 
15 The diapason‘ closing full in man. 


2 Allusion (p. 236): The poet 
. . : assumes readers are familiar 
What passion cannot music raise and quell? with Jubal, the biblical father of 
When Jubal struck the corded shell, music (Genesis 4:21), whose 
His listening brethren stood around, NaeD AS NEES Uesetibed ascNe0e 


y from tortoise shell (‘corded 
And, wondering, on their faces fell shell”). 


20 To worship that celestial sound: 


1. universal frame: the structure of the universe. 
i 2. jarring atoms: chaos preceding the arrangement of 
the universe. 
3. cold. . . dry: describes earth, fire, water, and air, 
] of which it was thought everything was composed. 
| 4. diapason [di’o pa’zon]: range of tones of a musical 
| scale, also complete harmony. Dryden is also thinking 
of the Chain of Being, a view that ordered creation 
from inanimate nature up through humankind. 
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Less than a god they thought there could not dwell 
Within the hollow of that shell, 
That spoke so sweetly and so well. 

What passion cannot music raise and quell? 


b 


23 The trumpet’s loud clangor 
Excites us to arms 
With shrill notes of anger 
And mortal? alarms. 
The double, double, double beat 
30 Of the thund’ring drum 
Cries, “Hark, the foes come; 
Charge, charge, ’tis too late to retreat.” 


4 Stanza form (p. 90): The poet 
The soft complaining flute uses a variety of line lengths 
In dying notes discovers® and varies the number of lines 
Th fh 1 in the stanzas to accommodate 
35 e wore re) opeless overs, his meaning. 
Whose dirge is whispered by the warbling lute. 
5 


Sharp violins proclaim 
Their jealous pangs and desperation, 
Fury, frantic indignation, 
40 Depth of pains and height of passion, 
For the fair, disdainful dame. 


6 


But Oh! What art can teach, 
What human voice can reach, . 
The sacred organ’s praise? 


; os Seventeenth-century idea: 
45 Notes inspiring holy love, Religion was an overriding 


Notes that wing their heavenly ways concern (p. 199). 


To mend the choirs above. 
Allusion (p. 236): Here Dryden 


7 alludes to the musician who, in 
Orpheus could lead the savage race, Greck mythology, cachantcd: « 
. trees and stones and tamed wild 
And trees unrooted left their place, beasts with his music. 
50 Sequacious of’ the lyre; 


But bright Cecilia raised the wonder higher; 

When to her organ vocal breath was given, 

An angel heard and straight appeared, 
Mistaking earth for heaven. 


5. mortal: preceding or accompanying death. 
6. discovers: reveals. 
7. Sequacious of: following. 
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Grand Chorus 
55 As from the power of sacred lays® 
The spheres began to move, 
And sung the great Creator’s praise 
To all the blest above; 
So when the last and dreadful hour 
60 This crumbling pageant’ shall devour, 
The trumpet"? shall be heard on high, 
The dead shall live, the living die, 
And music shall untune the sky. 


8. lays: songs. 


9. pageant: universe and the spectacle it represents. 
10. trumpet: the last trumpet, which announces the 


biblical Judgment Day, or end of the universe 
(I Corinthians 15:52). 


Seventeenth-century idea: It 
was believed that heavenly 
bodies were set in transparent, , 
spherical shells revolving 

around the earth, put in motion 
by angelic songs (p. 207). 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


Recalling 

1. From what, according to the first stanza, did 
the universe begin? 

2. According to lines 21-23, why did the listen- 
ers worship the sound of Jubal’s instrument? 

3. What musical instruments are referred to in 
the poem? 

4. According to lines 52—54, why did an angel 
pay a visit to earth? 

5. With what sound will the world end, according 
to the Grand Chorus? 


Interpreting 

6. Based on an understanding of the Chain of 
Being (see footnote 4), what is the relation- 
ship between notes of a musical scale and all 
natural things? What does man represent in 
line 15? 

7. What passions are stirred by different instru- 
ments in stanzas 3-6? What relationship ex- 
ists in each of the stanzas between the 
sound of the words and the instrument that is 
being described? 

8. Of all the musical instruments mentioned 
throughout the poem, which receives the 
highest praise? Why? 
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9. What puzzle or paradox do the last two line: 
of the Grand Chorus present? 


Extending 
10. On what occasions in our daily lives does 
music reflect or heighten our emotions? 


COMPOSITION 


Writing About a Quotation 

& Show how Dryden centers his poem around 
the line ‘‘What passion cannot music raise and 
quell?” Demonstrate how each of stanzas 3-7 
expands on that line. Conclude by explaining 
how the Grand Chorus relates to that line. For 
help with this assignment, refer to Lesson 5 in 
the Writing About Literature Handbook at the 
back of this book. 


Writing a Description 
& Read stanzas 3-6 aloud to appreciate the ef- 
fect of sound on meaning. Think of two con- 
trasting situations—such as climbing up a 
steep mountain through brush and coasting! 
down a slide into a pool. Describe the two ex-: 
periences, choosing language with sounds that; 
help convey the difficulty of one situation and 


the ease of the other. 


Samuel Pepys = 1633-1703 


In a century known for remarkable offerings in poetry, Samuel Pepys 
is one of the most important contributors of prose. The fifth child of 
a well-to-do tailor, Samuel Pepys (pronounced “Peeps”) was born in 
London and studied on scholarships at Cambridge University. Having 
no independent means, he initially relied on the patronage of his 
wealthy and influential relatives, the Montagus. With their assistance, 
he was appointed to his first position in the navy office in 1660. 

Through hard work and loyalty, Pepys received additional 
appointments and rose quickly in the navy office. In 1672 he was 
appointed Secretary of the Admiralty, or navy department, and under 
his watchful direction the British navy regained its efficiency and 
reputation as a major power on the seas. However, his successful 
public career came to an end with the Glorious Revolution of 1688, 
and Pepys spent his remaining years in leisurely retirement. 

More impressive even than the contributions he made to England 
in his role as a high public official is the extraordinary private legacy 
that Pepys left to future generations. On New Year’s Day 1660, the 
then twenty-seven-year-old Pepys began in shorthand a diary that he 
would keep faithfully for the next nine years, until his failing eyesight 
forced him to stop. Consisting of six volumes, the diary was not 
completely deciphered and published until 1825. It is now 
considered the most famous and valuable diary in English. 

Pepys’s diary is an endlessly fascinating document, partly because 
its author was such an important official in the British Admiralty and 
thus had access to the king and to many other significant Englishmen 
of the period. In part, the six volumes of diary manuscript are 
riveting because Pepys was such an enthusiastic and curious 
individual, full of vitality, willing to see everything and go 
everywhere, and able to report his experiences and observations fully 
and honestly. The diary also holds our attention because in the 
period and place he wrote of there was so much to see: the 
pageantry of King Charles’s ascent to the throne, a horrible plague 
that ran through London, and the Great Fire of 1666 that destroyed a 
third of the city, to mention just some of the drama. Finally, the. 
diary reveals the domestic and personal! details of one man’s life. In 
fact, no other source gives so vivid a sense of what being alive in 
London would have been like in the second half of the seventeenth 
century. Two excerpts from the diary begin on the following page. 


Samuel Pepys 241 


Samuel Pepys 


from The Diary 


The Coronation of Charles II 

April 23, 1661. Coronation Day. About 
four I rose and got to the Abbey, where I fol- 
lowed Sir J. Denham,’ the Surveyor, with some 
company that he was leading in. And with 
much ado, by the favor of Mr. Cooper, his man, 
did get up into a great scaffold across the 
north end of the Abbey, where with a great 
deal of patience I sat from past four till eleven 
before the King came in. And a great pleasure 
it was to see the Abbey raised in the middle, 
all covered with red, and a throne (that is a 
chair) and footstool on the top of it; and all 
the officers of all kinds, so much as the very 
fiddlers, in red vests. 

At last comes in the Dean and Prebends’ of 
Westminster, with the Bishops (many of them 
in cloth-of-gold copes),* and after them the No- 
bility, all in their Parliament robes, which was 
a most magnificent sight. Then the Duke, and 
the King with a scepter (carried by my Lord 
Sandwich) and sword and mond* before him, 
and the crown too. The King in his robes, 
bare-headed, which was very fine. And after all 
had placed themselves, there was a sermon and 
the service; and then in the Choir at the high 
altar, the King passed through all the ceremo- 
nies of the Coronation, which to my great grief 
I and most in the Abbey could not see. The 
crown being put upon his head, a great shout 
began, and he came forth to the throne; and 
there passed more ceremonies: as taking the 
oath, and having things read to him by the 
Bishop; and his Lords (who put on their caps 
as soon as the King put on his crown) and 
bishops came and kneeled before him. And 


1. Sir J. Denham: Sir John Denham (1615-1669), 
English poet and architect. 

2. Prebends [preb’andz]: high church officials. 

3. copes: mantles or capes. 

4. mond: ceremonial orb or ball of gold or other 
precious material, representing the globe of the earth. 
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three times the King at Arms® went to the 
three open places on the scaffold and pro- 
claimed that if anyone could show any reason 
why Charles Stuart should not be King of Eng. 
land, that now he should come and speak. And 
a General Pardon also was read by the Lord 
Chancellor, and medals flung up and down by 
my Lord Cornwallis, of silver, but I could not 
come by any. But so great a noise that I could 
make but little of the music; and indeed, it was 
lost to everybody. 

I went out a little while before the King 
had done all his ceremonies, and went round 
the Abbey to Westminster Hall, all the way 
within rails, and ten thousand people, with the 
ground covered with blue cloth; and scaffolds 
all the way. Into the Hall I got, where it was 
very fine with hangings and scaffolds one upon 
another full of brave® ladies; and my wife in 
one little one, on the right hand. Here I stayed 
walking up and down, and at last, upon one of 
the side stalls, I stood and saw the King come 
in with all the persons (but the soldiers) that 
were yesterday in the cavalcade; and a most 
pleasant sight it was to see them in their sev- 
eral robes. And the King came in with his 
crown on, and his scepter in his hand, under a 
canopy borne up by six silver staves, carried 
by Barons of the Cinque Ports,’ and little bells 
at every end. 

And after a long time, hé got up to the far. 
ther end, and all set themselves down at their 
several tables; and that was also a brave sight; 
and the King’s first course carried up by the 
Knights of the Bath. And many fine ceremonies 
there was of the herald’s leading up people be- 
fore him, and bowing; and my Lord of Albe- 


5. King at Arms: chief herald. 
6. brave: finely dressed. 
7. Cinque [singk] Ports: five English Channel ports. 


| 


marle’s going to the kitchen and eat* a bit of 
the first dish that was to go to the King’s table. 
But, above all, was these three Lords, Northum- 
berland, and Suffolk, and the Duke of Ormond, 
coming before the courses on horseback, and 
staying so all dinnertime, and at last to bring 
-up [Dymock] the King’s champion,’ all in ar- 
mor, on horseback, with his spear and target 
carried before him. And a herald proclaims, 
“That if any dare deny Charles Stuart to be 
lawful King of England, here was a champion 
that would fight with him”; and with these 
words, the champion flings down his gauntlet, 
and all this he do three times in his going up 
toward the King’s table. At last when he is 
come, the King drinks to him and then sends 
him the cup, which is of gold, and he drinks it 
off and then rides back again with the cup in 
his hand. I went from table to table to see the 
bishops and all others at their dinner, and was 
infinitely pleased with it. And at the Lords’ ta- 
ble, 1 met with William Howe, and he spoke to 
my Lord’® for me, and he did give me four rab- 
bits and a pullet, and so I got it and Mr. Creed 
and I got Mr. Michell to give us some bread, 
and so we at a stall eat it, as everybody else 
did what they could get. I took a great deal of 
pleasure to go up and down, and look upon 
the ladies, and to hear the music of all sorts, 
but above all, the twenty-four violins. 


‘ 
i 
i 
i 


The London Fire 


September 2, 1666. (Lord’s Day.) Some of 
our maids sitting up late last night to get 
things ready against our feast today, Jane called 
us up about three in the morning, to tell us of 
‘a preat fire ‘they saw in the city. So I rose and 
slipped on my nightgown, and went to her 
window, and thought it to be on the back side 
of Mark Lane at the farthest; but, being unused 


8. eat [et]: past tense. 

9. King’s champion: a ceremonial office at the 
coronation; the office had been held by the Dymock 
family since the coronation of Richard II in 1377. 

- 10. my Lord: Pepys’s lifelong patron, the Earl of 

F Sandwich. 


to such fires as followed, I thought it far 
enough off; and so went to bed again and to 
sleep. About seven rose again to dress myself, 
and there looked out at the window, and saw 
the fire not so much as it was and farther off. 
So to my closet to set things to rights after yes- 
terday’s cleaning. 

By and by Jane comes and tells me that she 
hears that above 300 houses have been burned 
down tonight by the fire we saw, and that it is 
now burning down all Fish Street, by London 
Bridge. So I made myself ready presently, and 
walked to the Tower,’ and there got up upon 
one of the high places, Sir J. Robinson’s little 
son going up with me; and there I did see the 
houses at the end of the bridge all on fire, and 
an infinite great fire on this and the other side 
the end of the bridge; which, among other peo- 
ple, did trouble me for poor little Michell and 
our Sarah on the bridge.” So down, with my 
heart full of trouble, to the Lieutenant of the 
Tower, who tells me that it begun this morning 
in the King’s baker’s house in Pudding Lane, 
and that it hath burned St. Magnus Church and 
most part of Fish Street already. So I down to 
the waterside, and there got a boat and 
through bridge,” and there saw a lamentable 
fire. Poor Michell’s house, as far as the Old 
Swan, already burned that way, and the fire 
running farther, that in a very little time it got 
as far as the Steel Yard, while I was there. Ev- 
erybody endeavoring to remove their goods, 
and flinging into the river or bringing them 
into lighters’ that lay off; poor people staying 
in their houses as long as till the very fire 
touched them, and then running into boats, or 
clambering from one pair of stairs by the wa- 
terside to another. And among other things, the 
poor pigeons, I perceive, were loath to leave 
their houses, but hovered about the windows 
and balconies till they were, some of them 


1. Tower: the Tower of London. 

2. on the bridge: London Bridgc, the only bridge over 
the Thames River at that time; its sides were lined with 
shops and houses. 

3. through bridge: under the arches. 

4. lighters: barges. 
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burned, their wings, and fell down. Having 
stayed, and in an hour’s time seen the fire rage 
every way, and nobody, to my sight, endeav- 
oring to quench it, but to remove their goods, 
and leave all to the fire, and having seen it get 
as far as the Steel Yard, and the wind mighty 
high and driving it into the City;? and every- 
thing, after so long a drought, proving combus- 
tible, even the very stones of churches. I to 
Whitehall, and there up to the King’s closet® in 
the Chapel, where people come about me, and 
I did give them an account dismayed them all, 
and word was carried in to the King. So I was 
called for and did tell the King and Duke of 
York’ what I saw, and that unless his Majesty 
did command houses to be pulled down noth- 
ing could stop the fire. They seemed much 
troubled, and the King commanded me to go 
to my Lord Mayor from him and command him 
to spare no houses, but to pull down before 
the fire every way. The Duke of York bid me 
tell him that if he would have any more sol- 
diers he shall; and so did my Lord Arlington af- 
terward, as a great secret. Here meeting with 
Captain Cocke, I in his coach, which he lent 
me, and Creed with me to Paul,® and there 
walked along Watling Street, as well as I could, 
every creature coming away laden with goods 
to save, and here and there sick people carried 
away in beds. Extraordinary good goods car- 
ried in carts and on backs. At last met my Lord 
Mayor in Canning Street, like a man spent, with 
a handkerchief about his neck. To the King’s 
message he cried, like a fainting woman, ‘Lord! 
what can I do? I am spent: people will not 
obey me. I have been pulling down houses; but 
the fire overtakes us faster than we can do it.” 
That he needed no more soldiers and that, for 
himself, he must go and refresh himself, having 
been up all night. 


5. City: the commercial center of London, the part that 
lay within what had been the medieval city walls. 

6. closet: room for private devotion. 

7. Duke of York: King Charles’ brother, later James II. 
8. Paul: St. Paul’s Cathedral. The original St. Paul’s was 
destroyed in the fire. 
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So he left me, and I him, and walked home, 
seeing people all almost distracted, and no 
manner of means used to quench the fire. The 
houses, too, so very thick thereabouts and full 
of matter for burning, as pitch and tar, in 
Thames Street; and warehouses of oil, and 
wines, and brandy, and other things. Here | 
saw Mr. Issake Houblon, the handsome man, 
prettily dressed and dirty, at his door at 
Dowgate, receiving some of his _ brothers’ 
things, whose houses were on fire; and, as he 
says, have been removed twice already; and he 
doubts (as it soon proved) that they must be 
in a little time removed from his house also 
which was a sad consideration. And to see the 
churches all filling with goods by people who . 
themselves should have been quietly there at 
this time. 

By this time it was about twelve o'clock; 
and so home. Soon as dined, away, and walked 
through the city, the streets full of nothing but 
people and horses and carts laden with goods, 
ready to run over one another, and removing — 
goods from one burned house to another. They 
now removing out of Canning Street (which | 
received goods in the morning) into Lombard — 
Street, and farther; and among others I now 
saw my little goldsmith, Stokes, receiving some 
friend’s goods, whose house itself was burned 
the day after. We parted at Paul’s; he home, 
and I to Paul’s Wharf, where I had appointed a 
boat to attend me, and took in Mr. Carcasse 
and his brother, whom I met in the street, and 
carried them below and above bridge, to and 
again to see the fire, which was now got far- 
ther, both below and above, and no likelihood 
of stopping it. Met with the King and Duke of 
York in their barge, and with them to Queen 
hithe, and there called Sir Richard Browne to 
them. Their order was only to pull down 
houses apace,” and so below bridge at the wa 
terside; but little was or could be done, the 
fire coming upon them so fast. Good hopes 
there was of stopping it at the Three Cranes | 
above, and at Buttolph’s Wharf below bridge, if 


9. apace: swiftly. 


Detail, The Great Fire of London, Dutch School, c. 1666. 


care be used; but the wind carries it into the 
City, so as we know not by the waterside what 
it do there. River full of lighters and boats tak- 
ing in goods, and good goods swimming in the 
water, and only I observed that hardly one 
lighter or boat in three that had the goods of 
ahouse in, but there was a pair of virginals’® 
in it. 


10. pair of virginals: type of harpsichord. 


Having seen as much as I could now, I 
away to Whitchall by appointment and there 
walked to St. James’s Park, and there met my 
wife and Creed and walked to my boat; and 
there upon the water again, and to the fire up 
and down, it still increasing, and the wind 
great. So near the fire as we could for smoke; 
and all over the Thames, with one’s face in the 
wind, you were almost burned with a shower 
of firedrops. This is very true; so as houses 
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were burned by these drops and flakes of fire, 
three or four, nay, five or six houses, one from 
another. When we could endure no more upon 
the water, we to a little alehouse on the Bank- 
side, over against the Three Cranes, and there 
stayed till it was dark almost, and saw the fire 
grow; and, as it grew darker, appeared more 
and more, and in corners and upon steeples, 
and between churches and houses, as far as we 
could see up the hill of the City, in a most hor- 
rid malicious bloody flame not like the fine 
flame of an ordinary fire. Barbary and her hus- 
band away before us. We stayed till, it being 
darkish, we saw the fire as only one entire arch 
of fire from this to the other side of the bridge 
and in a bow up the hill for an arch of above 
a mile long: it made me weep to see it. The 
churches, houses, and all on fire and flaming at 
once; and a horrid noise the flames made, and 
the crackling of houses at their ruin. 

So home with a sad heart, and there find 
everybody discoursing and lamenting the fire; 
and poor Tom Hater come with some few of 
his goods saved out of his house, which is 
burned upon Fish Street Hill. I invited him to 
lie at my house, and did receive his goods, but 
was deceived in his lying there, the news com- 
ing every moment of the growth of the fire; so 
as we were forced to begin to pack up our 
own goods and prepare for their removal; and 


did by moonshine (it being brave dry, and 
moonshine, and warm weather) carry much of 
my goods into the garden, and Mr. Hater and I 
did remove my money and iron chests into my 
Cellar, as thinking that the safest place. And got 
my bags of gold into my office, ready to carry 
away, and my chief papers of accounts also 
there, and my tallies into a box by themselves. 
So great was our fear, as Sir W. Batten hath 
carts come out of the country to fetch away 
his goods this night. We did put Mr. Hater, 
poor man, to bed a little; but he got but very 
little rest, so much noise being in my house, 
taking down of goods. 

3rd. About four o’clock in the morning, 
my Lady Batten sent me a cart to Carry away 
all my money, and plate, and best things, to Sir 
W. Rider’s at Bednall Green. Which J did, rid- 
ing myself in my nightgown in the cart; and, 
Lord! to see how the streets and the highways 
are crowded with people running and riding, 
and getting of carts at any rate to fetch away 
things. I find Sir W. Rider tired with being 
called up all night, and receiving things from 
several friends. His house full ‘of goods, and 
much of Sir W. Batten’s and Sir W. Pen’s. I am 
eased at my heart to have my treasure so well 
secured. Then home, with much ado to find a 
way, nor any sleep all this night to me nor my 
poor wife. 


ing Nea NNN gM cm» 


Recalling 

1. How does the crowd react when the crown is 
placed upon the king’s head? What further 
ceremonies occur in the Abbey after the king 
is crowned? 

2. On what day and hour does news of the Great 
Fire of London first reach Pepys? Who is the 
first to tell him of it? What had been planned 
in the Pepys household for that day? 

3. Why does Pepys, along with his wife and 
Creed, ‘find it difficult to remain on the river? — 
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4, When the Pepys household is forced to begin 
packing up its own goods, why does the diarist 
take his money and iron chests into his cellar? 
How does Pepys ultimately carry his money 
and valuables away from his house? 


Interpreting 

5. In what mood does the diarist witness the cor- 
onation proceedings? How much can you infer 
from his behavior at the coronation? Does he 
like crowds, music, and pretty women? 

6. What evidence from the diary entry on the 
London fire would lead you to conclude that 
Pepys is civic-minded? 


Extending 

7. The crowning of an English monarch partakes 
of.a long tradition. What aspects of the ban- 
quet ceremony seem particularly medieval, out 
of the mythical court of Malory’s King Arthur? 


VIEWPOINT 


airioseran evamaesueatinise:ermnet 


It has been said that Pepys’s diary 


is so intimate that we feel closer to Pepys 
than we do to almost any [other] man who 
has ever written. 

—A. C. Baugh 


& Do you agree or disagree with that assess- 
ment? What would cause you to identify with a 
writer? 


LITERARY FOCUS 


wevaracomnana soennalis eA 


Diaries and Journals 

Diaries are personal, day-by-day accounts of 
impressions and events kept by an_ individual. 
Most diaries are private and if published at all are 
generally not published until after the death of the 
author. While journals also chronicie daily 
thoughts and events, they are usuaily less inti- 
mate than diaries. 

Diaries bring us directly into contact with an- 
other person going about his daily business. 
Pepys’s diary is full of the kind of details that 
would never find their way into an epic poem ora 
tragic drama: for example, his delight in purchas- 
ing a new knife, his irritation at a household ser- 
vant, his jealousies, and his domestic triumphs 
and disappointments. These are not the stuff of 
heroic literature, but they agree with the scale on 
which most of us lead our lives. 


Thinking About Diaries and Journals 

® From the excerpts reprinted here from Pepys’s 
diary, find at least two other reactions or inci- 
dents that are appropriate to a diary but not to 
an epic. 


VOCABULARY 


Word Origine 
Excerpts from Pepys’s diary allow us a first- 
hand view of the English spoken and written by 


ordinary Englishmen in the seventeenth century. 
Many of the common nouns that Pepys uses have 
been in the English language since Old English 
days. They have developed from Anglo-Saxon or 
Germanic origins. Many other common nouns in 
the Pepys excerpts have other histories, however. 
As explained on page 71, French has had a large 
impact on the English vocabulary. So, too, have 
other Latin-based languages such as Italian. Us- 
ing a good dictionary, look up each of the follow- 
ing words from Pepys’s diary, and _ indicate 
whether the word came into English from French 
or from Italian. 


1. coronation 6. balconies 

2. cavalcade 7. herald 

3. scepter 8. scaffolds 

4. gauntlet 9. champion 

5. violins 10. treasure 
COMPOSI TION 


citing Evidence and Documenting 

i! Write an essay arguing, first, that Pepys was 
an efficient, businesslike man and, then, that 
he was a fun-loving, lively man. In order to de- 
fend your two portraits of Pepys, cite phrases 
and sentences from the diary entries. For help 
with citing evidence and documenting your 
sources, see Lesson 3 in the Writing About Lit- 
erature Handbook at the back of this book. 


Writing a Diary Entry 

v8 In the form of a diary entry describe an unu- 
sual event that your personal observation en- 
ables you to write about confidently. Include 
specific details to let your reader experience 
the event fully. 


COMPARING WRITERS 


» Reconsider all the poems you. have read by 
Donne, Marvell, Jonson, Herrick, Lovelace, 
Milton, and Dryden in terms of the overall tone, 
or attitude, of the speaker. What generalization 
can you make about the tone with which the 
poems end? That is, do the speakers sound 
angry? Resigned? Hopeful? Faithful? Con- 
soled? Based on the individual poems, what 
seems to make the speaker feel the way he 
does? 
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READING FOR 
APPRECIATION 


Sound in Poetry 


The sound of a poem con- 
tributes greatly to the effect that 
it has on us as readers. Ideally, 
we should read a poem aloud to 
appreciate fully its impact. 

Poets seek to create an over- 
all pattern or quality of sound 
that is appropriate to the partic- 
ular mood and meaning of a 
poem. In order to accomplish 
this goal, poets manipulate and 
experiment with the form of 
poetry—for instance, with the 
various techniques of rhythm, 
rhyme, alliteration, assonance, 
consonance, and so on. In all 
great poems and in any poem 
that we would call successful, 
the poet has managed to dis- 
cover not only the proper 
words and the proper structure 
but also exactly the right sound 
needed to convey the sense. 

The nineteenth-century Eng- 
lish poet Gerard Manley Hop- 
kins (page 436) underscored 
the importance of sound in po- 
etry when he defined poetry as 
“speech framed . . . to be heard 
for its own sake and interest 
even over and above its interest 
of meaning.” This is perhaps an 
exaggeration. We should not 
consider the sound of a poem— 
no matter how lovely or thrill- 


ing it is—to be more important 
than its meaning. We should not 
even regard the two elements as 
separable. In any good poem 
sound and meaning are inter- 
twined and = interdependent: 
Each supports and in turn relies 
upon the other. If when reading 
a poem we discount or devalue 
either element, then we dimin- 
ish the poem as a whole—and, 
hence, our experience of it. Nev- 
ertheless, Hopkins’ statement 
shows just how crucial the com- 
ponent of sound was to him. 

Poets attempt, then, to pro- 
duce a special fabric of sound 
through which meaning can be 
communicated more directly 
and forcefully. Consider, for ex- 
ample, Dryden's “Song for St. 
Cecilia’s Day,” in which he mar- 
vels at the power of music to 
move us in countless ways. He 
examines the different effects of 
musical instruments: 


The double, double, double beat 
Of the thund’ring drum. . . 
The soft complaining flute 
In dying notes discovers 
The woes of hopeless lovers. 


To emphasize the rousing, 
rhythmic, pounding qualities of 
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the drum, the poet twice re- 
peats the word double. He 
mainly uses heavy, percussive 
consonant sounds: “The,” “dou- 
ble,” “beat,” “thund’ring,” 
“drum.” Moreover, the very 
words drum and beat sound 
their meanings; they are, in 
short, onomatopoetic words. 
One result of these choices is 
that when we read these lines, 
we hear the strong, steady beat 
of a drum. In contrast, Dryden 
uses quieter, softer consonants 
and combinations of letters to 
evoke the gentle, wistful, and 
sometimes mournful sound of 
the flute. Notice, for instance, 
the repetition of light, breathy f 
sounds and delicate / sounds: 
“soft,” “comp/aining,” “flute,” 
“hopeless,” “lovers.” Notice, 
too, the repetition of o sounds: 
“The woes of hopeless lovers.” 
We hear the lonely, plaintive 
flute in the distance somewhere 
and, perhaps, even feel some of 
the sadness it expresses. 

When sound and sense are 
merged, as they are in Dryden’s 
poem, the impact can be emo. 
tional as well as intellectual. The 
poem can reach us and move 
us with surprising immediacy— 
much like music can. 


THE ENGLISH 


VOICE | 


A Sense of Place 


A keen awareness of place 
has always marked the finest 
writers. Certainly the Beowulf 
poet, Chaucer, and Shakespeare 
possessed to a high degree this 
sense of their surroundings, 
their environment, the physical 
reality of their worlds. In the 
same way, the sense of place 
gave solidity to seventeenth- 
century writing. 

Journeys and geography took 
on a new interest after the dis- 
coveries made by Elizabethan 
explorers. This was the century 
of sailing to America; establish- 
ing settlements; trading with In- 
dia, China, Japan, and Africa. In 
literature, no matter how meta- 
physical or unearthly the vision, 
the concrete sense of place 
brought it home. 


Donne 

No man is an island, entire of 
itself every man is a piece of 
the continent, a part of the 
main. 


Marvell 

He makes the figs our mouths 
to meet 

And throws the melons at our 
feet 

But apples plants of such a 
price, 

No tree could ever bear them 
twice. 


Jonson 

But stay, I see thee in the hemi- 
Sphere 

Advanced, and made a constel- 
lation there! 

Shine forth, thou Star of poets. 


Pepys 

It is now burning down Fish 
Street. Sol... walked to the 
Tower and did see the houses at 
the end of the bridge all on 
fire... . It begun this morning 
in the King’s baker's house in 
Pudding Lane.... It hath 
burned St. Magnus Church. 


Milton 
‘Is this the region, this the soil, 
the clime,” 

Said then the lost archangel, 
“this the seat 
That we must 
Heaven?”... 
The world was all before them, 

where to choose 
Their place of rest, and Provi- 
dence their guide. 


change for 


Geography, history, metaphysics, 
and poetry unite in these voices. 
Donne saw a human “conti- 
nent.” Jonson transformed a 
poet into a guiding star. Pepys 
made a city seem as wide as a 
world. Milton vivified a lost par- 
adise, even as Marvell celebrated 
the discovery of a new one. 


Key to Hlustrations on 
Pages 198-199. 


1. Detail, The Great Fire of London, 
engraving by Wenceslaus Hollar, 
(1607-1677). 

2. Portrait of Ben Jonson, 

Isaac Otiver. 

3. Portrait of John Donne 
(1572—1631), after Isaac Oliver. 
4. Detail, nineteenth-century 
engraving of Sir isaac Newton 
dispersing sunlight through 

a prism. 

5. Seventeenth-century penny- 
post envelope. 

6. Detail, Charles II of England in 
the Bay of Dordrecht During His 
Journey from Mordyk to Delft in 
1660, Willem I van de Velde 
(1633-1707). 

7. Detail, map of London showing 
London Bridge, 1650. 

8. Detail from a seventeenth- 
century engraving of St. Paul’s 
Cathedral. 

9, Portrait of John Milton 
(1608-1674), artist unknown. 
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Key to Illustrations appears on page 317. 


THE 
EIGHTEENTH 
CENTURY 


1700-1798 


Political and Economic 
Developments 


As the bells of London rang in the year 
1700, William III sat alone on the 
throne. His wife Mary had died six years 
before. Two years later William himself 
died and was succeeded by Mary’s sister 
_ Anne. 

The Glorious Revolution that 
brought William and Mary to England in 
1688 had put limitations on the mon- 
archy that would lead, over the centu- 
ries, to real democracy. Yet the legiti- 
macy of their rule was not agreed upon 
by all. Irish Catholics rallied behind the 
deposed James I; after their rebellion 
was crushed, penal laws robbed them of 
political and religious freedom for over 
a century. Many Scots, too, were Jacob- 
ites—supporters of James Ii and his son 
James Stuart. However, with the Act of 
Union of 1707, England and Scotland 
were politically joined as Great Britain, 
and in 1745 the last Jacobite rebellion in 
Scotland was quelled. 

Louis XIV, King of France, had also 
backed James II, bue the centuri¢s-old 
battle for supremacy between England 
and France went beyond the matter of 
the monarchy. As it had been in the 
time of Elizabeth I, the question was 
really who would lead Europe as a com- 
mercial and colonial power. Throughout 
the eighteenth century periodic wars 
with France disturbed the English peace. 
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During Queen Anne’s reign, 
Parliament—composed of the 
House of Lords and the House of 
Commons—found itself domi- 
nated by two rival political par- 
ties. These parties—the Whigs 
and the Tories—went on to form 
the fundamental opposition with- 
in the Parliament for the rest of 
the century. The Tories included 
most of the British nobility, rep- 
resented in the House of Lords, 
and the lesser landowners, known 
as the “squirearchy” or landed 
gentry. They sought to advance 
agricultural interests and pre- 
ferred an end to the continuing 
conflicts with France. The Whigs 
were chiefly from the growing 
merchant class and represented 
urban, commercial interests. They 
sought to promote war with 
France, which they hoped would 
lead to British dominance in 
trade. 

Queen Anne favored the To- 
ries. However, Anne outlived all 
her children, and when she be- 
came ill in 1713, many Tories 
threw support to the Catholic 
James Stuart, hoping he would 
convert to the Church of Eng- 
land. He would not, and since 
by law the crown could not go 
to a Catholic, it went to the 
next Protestant in line, a distant 
relative, the Elector of Hanover, 
Germany, who in 1714 came to 
Britain’s throne as George I. 
This marks the beginning of 
Georgian England, for the first 
four kings of the new House of 
Hanover were all named George. 

George I spoke no English 
and was easily guided by politi- 


Spinning machine invented by Sir Thomas - 


Arkwright (1732-1792). . 


cians in Parliament. He favored 
the Whigs, since the Tories at 
first had not supported him. 
During his reign the Whig-dom- 
inated House of Commons—to 
which members were elected— 
grew in importance, while the 
hereditary House of. Lords lost 
some of its superior status. The 
new power of the House of 
Commons was another mile- 
stone on the road to democracy, 
although only a small percent- 
age of the population was al- 
lowed to vote. 

Beginning in the reign of 
George I, the king’s cabinet of 
ministers, or advisers, were cho- 
sen from Parliament. The great- 
est or “prime” minister of the 
time was Robert Walpole, a 
clever Whig who made himself 
indispensable to the newcomer 
from Hanover and his successor, 
George Il During one of the 
many wars with France—called 
the Seven Years’ War (1756— 
1763) in Europe and the French 
and Indian War in America—an- 
other Whig leader took center 
Stage. His name was William 
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Pitt. More than any other politi- 
cian, Pitt saw the need for na- 
val supremacy if Britain were 
to end commercial competition 
from France once and for all. 
His plans were thwarted in 1760 
when George II died and was 
succeeded by his grandson, 
George III. . 

Unlike George I and George 
II, George II believed that the 
king should play an active role 
in politics. The costly. Seven 
Years’ War had grown unpopvu- 
lar among the Tory squirearchy, 
with whom the new king was 
in sympathy. In 1761 George 
forced Pitt to resign, and two | 
years later an inconclusive peace | 
treaty with the French was 
signed. 

At about this time Britain / 
was undergoing something tha 
would have overwhelming ef 
fects on the future of the world 
We now call it the Industrial 
Revolution, but it was not a rev- 
olution in the sense of some 
thing that happened suddenly, 
Rather, it was a gradual process 
of change from “cottage indus. 
tries,” where workers produced 
goods in their homes, to factory 
manufacturing, in which good 
were produced in far greater 
quantities and in far less time 
with the help of newly invented 
machinery. 

The Industrial Revolution, 
even in its infancy, made factoy 
Owners very influential. It be 
came their policy to keep indus. 
try from spreading to the colo. 
nies. The colonies, they fk 
should not be allowed to riv 


| 


Britain as producers of finished 
goods, but should be kept sub- 
ordinate as suppliers of raw ma- 
terials and markets for British 
goods. This policy infuriated 
many colonists in America. Nor 
were they pleased when, after 
the Seven Years’ War, their 
mother country attempted to re- 
fil her emptied coffers with a 
number of irregular taxes. In a 
series of disastrous decisions, 
King George III and the now- 
Tory government pushed the 
colonists into rebellion, and 
George III earned for himself 
the name of tyrant in most 
American history books. 

Naturally, France came to 
the aid of the Americans. Help 
also came from thé Whig party, 
which grew critical of Tory pol- 
icies in America. The American 
Revolution, as a result, divided 
British public opinion. Further- 
more, poor communications be- 
tween Britain and the American 
colonies made it difficult for 
Britain to conduct the war. After 
their defeat at Yorktown, the 
British were forced to sign a 
treaty setting an amazing prece- 
dent: In 1783, Britain recog- 
nized America as an independ- 
ent nation. 

Beginning in 1783 a son of 
William Pitt, also named Wil- 
liam, rose on the political scene. 
Unlike his father, he was able to 
work with the king, and he soon 
became the leader of a restruc- 
tured Tory party. Pitt came to 
power hoping to solve domestic 
problems neglected during the 
amost constant warfare of pre- 


Detail, Covent Garden Market, John Collet, 
c. 1760. 


ceding decades. When in 1789 
the’ French Revolution broke 
out, assisting the French mon- 
archy was the last thing in Pitt’s 


mind. Ironically, it was the 
French revolutionaries who de- 
clared war on England, putting 
an end to Pitt’s peacetime plans 
and eventually sweeping Britain 
into war against the French dic- 
tator Napoleon. That conflict, 
however, was resolved in the 
nineteenth century. 


Life in the Eighteenth 
Century 


The eighteenth century has been 
called the Age of Reason, for 
it was a time when prevailing 
philosophy argued that almost 
anything could be achieved 
through the calm workings of 
the human mind. It has been 
called the Age of Classicism, 
for it saw in all the arts a fasci- 
nation with ancient Greece and 
Rome. It has been called the 
Age of Elegance, for it dis- 
played among the upper classes 
an elegant style of life, a style 


that ended when the effects of 
the Industrial Revolution be- 
came pronounced and the French 
Revolution destroyed the belief 
in an orderly hierarchy in society. 

If we look at the hierarchy 
of eighteenth-century English so- 
ciety, we find first the nobility, 
then the landed gentry, then the 
merchants and professionals like 
doctors and lawyers, and finally 
the bulk of the population—the 
poor. For the small group who 
were not poor, life was very 
pleasant. The center of social ac- 
tivity was London, to which the 
nobility and all political families 
flocked during the social season, 
the spring session of Parliament. 
The chief resort was the city of 
Bath, an architectural gem built 
over mineral waters thought to 
be healthful. 

The City of London bustled 
with commerce. In the coffee 
and chocolate houses, Tories 
and Whigs argued politics, ex- 
changed gossip, and perused the 
latest journals. 

Whatever the state of Anglo- 
French relations, British dress 
was decidedly influenced by 
fashions in France. Men wore 
colorful knee breeches and equal- 
ly colorful coats, vests, and stock- 
ings; women wore lavish cos- 
tumes and laced themselves into 
corsets so tight that breathing 
was difficult. Both sexes wore 
wigs or powdered their hair 
until a 1790s hair powder tax 
led to “natural” hairdos. 

The arts in this Age of Ele- 
gance lack the simplicity of, for 
example, Elizabethan music. The 
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music of George Frederick Han- 
del dominated the first half of 
the century, for the German- 
born composer enjoyed the pa- 
tronage of the Hanover kings. In 
architecture we see the Classi- 
cal influence in the magnificent 
homes designed by the Adam 
brothers, with their columns, 
porticoes, and tall, wide win- 
dows that—for the first time in 
those centuries without electric- 
ity—let in the sunlight. Elegant, 
too, are the grounds of Georgian 
estates, with landscapes by 
Lancelot “Capability” Brown, 
and the interiors of Georgian 
homes, with their Chippendale, 
Hepplewhite, and Sheraton fur- 
niture and family portraits by 
Joshua Reynolds and Thomas 
Gainsborough. Another eight- 
eenth-century painter, William 
Hogarth, is more famous for satir- 
ical sketches of upper-class ab- 
surdity and lower-class poverty. 

Scientific and technological 
advances went hand-in-hand with 
the Industrial Revolution. Es- 
pecially important were James 
Watt’s steam engine (1769), 
which provided an efficient means 
of harnessing power, and James 
Hargreaves’ spinning jenny 
(1770), which revolutionized 
the textile industry. The mid- 
century development of vacci- 
nations helped end the epidem- 
ics of earlier centuries, though 
practices such as bloodletting to 
reduce fevers still caused many 
untimely deaths. Coach  acci- 
dents were also a common 
cause of death, for with the new 
prosperity more people traveled, 


Commode made by Thomas Chippendale, 
771-1773. 


and though roadside inns grew 
more splendid, the roads them- 
selves remained muddy and dan- 
gerous. 

Nevertheless, beginning in 
about 1760 England experienced 
a population boom, due in part 
to the new vaccinations and 
in part to farming improve- 
ments that increased England’s 
food supply. This population ex- 
plosion in turn swelled the 
ranks of the new labor force 
that would be an important fac- 
tor in the century to come. 


Literature in the 
Eighteenth Century 


Eighteenth-century literature re- 
flects the ideas and interests of 
the Age of Reason, the Age of 
Classicism, the Age of Elegance. 
Works show a sense of order 
and moderation; writers display 
their “wit,” or cleverness, but 
usually not their heart and soul. 
Prose arguments are calm and 
logical, poems are carefully 
structured and often make clas- 
sical allusions. Many writers sat- 
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irize “elegant” society or poli- 
tics, but even when their humor 
grows bitter, they never aban- 
don the detached, urbane tone 
of the eighteenth-century wit. 

Eighteenth-century England is 
often called the Augustan Age, 
a reference to the prosperous 
Rome of Emperor Augustus, when 
commerce and great literature 
also thrived. Augustan literature 
is sometimes divided into two 
periods, each named for its most 
influential man of letters—the 
Age of Pope and, after 1750, 
the Age of Johnson. 

Alexander Pope was the lead- 
ing literary figure of Queen Anne's 
day, the greatest of the so 
called Queen Anne Wits. In 
the work of Pope and his cot 
leagues, the idea of an orderly, 
hierarchic society modeled on 
that of “the ancients” is most 
pronounced. Pope portrays this 
Classical—or _ neoclassical— 
thinking in long poems such as 
Essay on Man, while in The 
Rape. of the Lock he mocks the 
foibles of “elegant” society. 

Pope’s fellow Tory Jonathan 
Swift wrote satire with a sharper 
edge. In Gulliver's Travels he 
lampoons the events of the day; 
but this forerunner of the mod- 
ern novel is delightful even to 
readers today who know noth 
ing of the politics of the age. 
Swift is also famous for satiric 
poems and essays. 

Samuel Johnson was the great 
man of letters of midcentury 
Georgian England. He is noted 
not only for what he wrote—the 


first great English Dictionary | 


| 


among other things—but for 
what he believed and said. His 
witty ideas and conversation are 
captured by his friend James 
Boswell in The Life of Samuel 
Johnson, the first modern biog- 
raphy in English. 

In addition to Pope and 
Swift, talented Augustan poets 
include Matthew Prior, John Gay, 
Oliver Goldsmith, and William 
Cowper. Cowper is noted for re- 
ligious verse with traces of the 
strong emotion that marks the 
fate eighteenth-century reaction 
to Classicism known as Roman- 
ticism, which is described in 
the next unit. Even more im- 
portant poets who marked the 
transition to Romanticism are 
Thomas Gray, Robert Burns, and 
William Blake. 


Drama in the 
Eighteenth Century 


Most eighteenth-century drama 
continues the traditions of Res- 
toration playwrights, although 
tragedies were not as fine as in 
the preceding century. Senti- 
mental tragedies were popular 
with the growing audience from 
the merchant class, and the 
interest in classical literature 
prompted many classical trage- 
dies modeled on those of an- 
cient Rome. 

The Augustan comedies are 
far more memorable than Augus- 
tan tragedies. They include John 
Gay’s Beggar's Opera, a play 
with ballads; Oliver Goldsmith’s 
She Stoops to Conquer; and 
Richard Brinsley Sheridan’s Ri- 


Detail, A Scene from the Beggar's Opera, 
William Hogarth, 1728. 


vals and School for Scandal, sat- 
ires that gave the stage such 
famous characters as Mrs. Mala- 


prop. 


Prose and the Novel 
in the 
Eighteenth Century 


The greatest achievements of 
Augustan literature were not in 
poetry or drama, however, but 
in prose. The age gave us not 
only Johnson’s Dictionary and 
Boswell’s biography but Eng- 
land’s first major literary maga- 
zines, The Tatler and The Spec- 
tator. These journals, produced 
by Joseph Addison and Richard 
Steele, contain serious essays 
like those of Francis Bacon and 
less formal essays known for 
their satiric humor. 

Literary letters flourish in 
the hands of Lord Chesterfield, 
while in the area of literary crit- 
icism, the outstanding figures 
are Pope and Johnson. Notable 
contributions in history and phi- 
losophy include the writings 
of David Hume; Edward Gib- 


bon’s Decline and Fall of the 
Roman Empire (1776-1788); 
Adam Smith’s Wealth of 
Nations (1776); and Edmund 
Burke’s Reflections on the Revo- 
lution in France (1790). 

However, no prose achieve- 
ment can outshine the! develop- 
ment of the long fictional prose 
work known as the novel. Wheth- 
er we name Daniel Defoe’s Rob- 
inson Crusoe (1719) as the first 
true novel or reserve that privi- 
lege for Samuel Richardson’s 
Pamela (1740), we can num- 
ber among the best eighteenth- 
century novels Henry Fielding’s 
Tom Jones (1749), Laurence 
Sterne’s Tristram Shandy 
(1759-1767), and Oliver Gold- 
smith’s Vicar of Wakefield 
(1776). Popular types of early 
novels include the picaresque 
novel, a series of loosely strung 
episodes about an adventurer or 
a lovable rogue, best repre- 
sented by the works of Tobias 
Smollett; the novel of senti- 
ment, a moral tale of romance 
and tears, such as Richardson’s 
Clarissa (1747-1748); the 
gothic novel, pioneered in Eng- 
lish by Horace Walpole and 
best illustrated by Anne Rad- 
cliffe’s Mysteries of Udolpho 
(1794); and the novel of man- 
mers, witty society tales such as 
those by Fanny Burney and 
Maria Edgeworth. The novel as 
we know it began to take shape 
in the eighteenth century; in the 
nineteenth and twentieth centu- 
ries it would evolve into one of 
the crowning glories of English 
literature.. 
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1702 


1707 


1709 
1710 


1712 


1714 


1719 


1720 


1721 


1726 


1727 
1732 


1741 


1749 


1751 


1752 


1755 


256 


William III dies; Queen Anne’s 


reign begins 


Union of England and Scotland 


as Great Britain 


Addison and Steele, The Tatler 


Christopher Wren completes 
St. Paul’s Cathedral 


Alexander Pope, The Rape of 
the Lock 


George I begins reign 


Daniel Defoe, Robinson 
Crusoe 


Wallpaper becomes 
fashionable 


Sir Robert Walpole becomes 
Prime Minister 


Jonathan Swift, Gulliver's 
Travels 


George II becomes king 


Covent Garden Opera House 
opens 


Handel composes Messiah 


Henry Fielding, Tom Jones 


Thomas Gray, Elegy Written 
in a Country Churchyard 


David Hume, Political 
Discourses 


Samuel Johnson, Dictionary of 


the English Language 
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TIME LINE 


1700-1799 BRITISH EVENTS 


WORLD EVENTS 1700-1799 


1701 Japan: Hakuseki writes history 


of feudal: lords 


1703 Russia: Peter the Great lays 
foundations of St. Petersburg 
1709 Italy: Invention of pianoforte 


India: War of Succession 


Holland: Fahrenheit devises 
mercury thermometer 


| 
} 
| 


Germany: Bach completes 
Brandenburg Concertos 


1727 Brazil: Coffee first planted 


1733 America: Benjamin Franklin 
Poor Richard’s Almanack 

1741 Germany: First translation of 
Shakespeare published 

1742 Sweden: Celsius devises the 
centigrade thermometer 

1749 Portugal: Sign language for | | 


deaf invented 


Nee? TR ee 
: ¢ 


1700-1799 BRITISH EVENTS 


1756 


1760 


1765 


1769 


1772 


1774 


1775 


1783 


1786 


1789 


1791 


1794 


The Seven Years’ War begins 


George III begins reign 


Josiah Wedgwood founds his 
pottery works 


Parliament passes the Stamp 
Act 


Painter Joshua Reynolds 
knighted 

James Watt patents steam 
engine 


Thomas Chippendale 
produces furniture 


Lord Chesterfield, Letters to 
His Son 


Richard Sheridan, The Rivals 


William Pitt made Prime 
Minister by George III 


Robert Burns, Poems Chiefly 
in the Scottish Dialect 


William Blake, Songs of 
Innocence 


James Boswell, Life of Samuel 
Jobnson 


Thomas Paine, The Rights of 
Man 


Mrs. Ann Radcliffe, The 
Mysteries of Udolpbo 


WORLD EVENTS 1700-1799 


1756 


1759 


1762 


1765 


1769 


| geil 


1774 


1775 


1783 


1786 


1789 


1799 


France: Sévres porcelain 
factory founded 


France: Voltaire writes 
Candide 


France: Rousseau writes The 
Social Contract 


Europe: Potato becomes 
popular food 


France: Shakespeare’s Hamlet 
produced 


America: Boston Tea Party 
Austria: F. A. Mesmer develops 
hypnosis 

America: Revolutionary War 
begins 

America: Treaty of Paris ends 
the Revolutionary War 
Austria: Mozart composes The 
Marriage of Figaro 


France: French Revolution 
begins as mob storms the 
Bastille 


Egypt: Rosetta Stone found 
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Jonathan Swift = 1667-1745 


Jonathan Swift is generally thought to be the greatest prose writer of 
the eighteenth century. He was a man whom many considered a 
misanthrope (one who hates humankind) because his writings were 
deeply critical of humanity. It was, however, his deep love for 
humanity that caused him to criticize it, and his great dream was to 
cure the ills of his age through humor. 

Swift was born of English parents in Ireland and was educated at 
Trinity College, Dublin. In 1689, with hopes of beginning a political 
career, he traveled to England to become private secretary to Sir 
William Temple, a wealthy aristocrat, essayist, and former ambassador 
to Holland. Swift hoped that Temple, a trusted friend of King 
William, would return to political life. However, Temple was content 
to be an occasional adviser to the king, and a few years later a 
disappointed Swift returned to Ireland to become a minister. After a 
short, unhappy time in a country parish, Swift returned to Temple's 
employment and served as his secretary until Temple’s death in 1699. 

It was in Temple’s house that Swift began to write. He first 
composed awkward odes in the ancient, classical style of Pindar (see 
Part Two of this book), but soon realized that he had a gift for 
humorous prose on religious and political themes. By 1697 he had 
written A Tale of a Tub, a comic piece that ridiculed the 
extravagances of religion, literature, and academia. It was published 
in 1704 together with The Battle of the Books, a mock debate 
between ancient and modern authors. A Tale of a Tub established 
Swift’s position as a great wit and genius of the age, and he began a 
short collaboration with Joseph Addison and Richard Steele (page 
268) on their popular journal, The Tatler. 

After Temple’s death, Swift returned to Ireland to be a pastor ina 
small Protestant parish. In 1710 he became a powerful advocate of 
the new Tory government, and in 1713, in recognition of his skillful 
articles and pamphlets in defense of Tory policies, Queen Anne 
appointed Swift dean of St. Patrick’s Cathedral in Dublin. For the 
more than thirty years until his death, Swift served as dean of St 
Patrick’s and as champion of the Irish cause. He wrote many 
pamphlets to protest the suffering of the Irish under their British 
rulers, and he taught the Irish the power of the boycott when he 
encouraged them to refuse to accept English goods that competed 
with their own industries. In his later years Swift underwent a mental 
decline to which he finally succumbed in 1745. His friends stayed 
loyal to him, and the Irish people continue to this day to celebrate 
him as a hero. The generosity of spirit, deep learning, and harsh but 
humane humor that informed his writing were a great gift to the 
literary tradition. 
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Introducing Gulliver's Travels 


Gulliver’s Travels (1726) is Swift’s greatest achievement, earning him 
a place among the few who have been able to write a book so wide 
in its appeal that it becomes known throughout the world. He 
fashioned his observations of the ways of men and women, kings and 
queens, courts and ministers, into a parody, or humorous imitation, 
of a wavei book, one of the most popular kinds of literature in the 
early eighteenth century. In Gudliver’s Travels Swift used the form to 
expose the inadequacies of British politics and society. Captain 
Gulliver is a ship’s surgeon who is washed up on a number of 
imaginary shores. In each country he makes observations about 
society in general, and the perspective he gains leaves him sadly 
disillusioned. He finally returns to England with a painful recognition 
of his own country’s flaws. 

Gulliver’s first voyage takes him to the island of Lilliput [lil’a put’), 
inhabited by people who are only six inches tall. The Lilliputians 
[lil’a pu’shanz] find Gulliver asleep, shipwrecked and exhausted by 
his long swim to shore, and they immobilize him by fastening him 
to the earth with threads and tiny stakes. 


Jonathan Swift 


fon Gulliver's Travels 


A Voyage to Lilliput 

When I awaked, it was just daylight. I at- 
tempted to rise, but was not able to stir: for as 
I happened to lie on my back, I found my arms 
and legs were strongly fastened on each side to 
the ground; and my hair, which was long and 
thick, tied down in the same manner. I like- 
wise felt several slender ligatures across my 
body, from my armpits to my thighs. I could 
only look upwards; the sun began to grow hot, 
and the light offended my eyes. I heard a con- 
fused noise about me, but in the posture I lay, 
could see nothing except the sky. 

In a little time I felt something alive mov- 
ing on my left leg, which advancing gently for- 
ward over my breast, came almost up to my 


chin; when bending my eyes downwards as 
much as I could, I perceived it to be a human 
creature not six inches high, with a bow and 
arrow in his hands, and a quiver at his back. In 
the meantime, I felt at least forty more of the 
same kind (as I conjectured) following the 
first... . 

I a little loosened the strings that tied down 
my hair on the left side; so that I was just able 
to turn my head about two inches. But the 
creatures ran off a second time, before I could 
seize them; whereupon there was a great shout 
in a very shrill accent; and after it ceased, I 
heard one of them cry aloud, Tolgo Phonac; 
when in an instant J felt above a hundred ar- 
rows discharged on my left hand, which 
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Engraving from an early edition of Gulliver's Travels. 


pricked me like so many needles; and besides, 
they shot another flight into the air, as we do 
bombs in Europe... . 

I had reason to believe I might be a match 
for the greatest armies they could bring against 
me, if they were all of the same size with him 
that I saw. But fortune disposed otherwise of 
me. When the people observed I was quiet, 
they discharged no more arrows; but, by the 
noise increasing, I knew their numbers were 
greater; and about four yards from me, over 
against my right ear, I heard a knocking for 
above an hour, like people at work; when turn- 
ing my head that way, as well as the pegs and 
strings would permit me, I saw a stage erected 
about a foot and a half from the ground, capa- 
ble of holding four of the inhabitants, with two 
or three ladders to mount it: from whence one 
of them, who seemed to be a person of quality,’ 


1. person of quality: nobleman. 
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made me a long speech, whereof I understood 
not one syllable... . 

He appeared to be of a middle age, and 
taller than any of the other three who attended 
him; whereof one was a page,” who held up his 
train,’ and seemed to be somewhat longer than 
my middle finger; the other two stood one on 
each side to support him. He acted every part 
of an orator; and I could observe many periods 
of threatenings, and others of promises, pity, 
and kindness. 

I answered in a few words, but in the most 
submissive manner, lifting up my left hand and 
both my eyes to the sun, as calling him fora 
witness; and being almost famished with hun- 
ger, having not eaten a morsel for some hours 
before I left the ship, I found the demands of 
nature so strong upon me that I could not for. 


2. page: court servant. 
3. train: long part of his robe that would otherwise trail 
on the ground. 


bear showing my impatience (perhaps against 
the strict rules of decency) by putting my fin- 
ger frequently on my mouth, to signify that I 
wanted food. The Hurgo (for so they call a 
great lord, as I afterwards learned) understood 
me very well. He descended from the stage, 
and commanded that several ladders should be 
applied to my sides, on which above a hundred 
of the inhabitants mounted, and walked to- 
wards my mouth, laden with baskets full of 
meat, which had been provided and sent 
thither by the King’s orders upon the first in- 
telligence he received of me. I observed there 
was the flesh of several animals, but could not 
distinguish them by the taste. There were 
shoulders, legs, and loins shaped like those of 
mutton, and very well dressed, but smaller 
than the wings of a lark. I eat them by two or 
three at a mouthful; and took three loaves at a 
time, about the bigness of musket bullets. They 
supplied me as fast as they could, showing a 
thousand marks of wonder and astonishment at 
my bulk and appetite... . 

1 took up the two officers in my hands, put 
them first into’my coat pockets, and then into 
every other pocket about me, except my two 
fobs,* and another secret pocket which I had 
no mind should be searched, wherein I had 
some little necessaries of no consequence to 
any but myself. In one of my fobs there was a 
silver watch, and in the other a small quantity 
of gold in a purse. These gentlemen, having 
pen, ink, and paper about them, made an exact 
inventory of every thing they saw; and when 
they had done, desired I would set them down, 
that they might deliver it to the Emperor. This 
inventory I afterwards translated into English, 
and is word for word as follows. 


Imprimis.° In the right coat pocket of the 
Great Man-Mountain (for so I interpret the 
words Quinbus Flestrin) after the strictest 
search, we found only one great piece of 
coarse cloth, large enough to be a footcloth® 


4. fobs: small pockets for watches. 
5, Imprimis [im pri’ mis]: in the first place. 
6. footcloth: rug. 


for your Majesty’s chief room of state. In the 
left pocket, we saw a huge silver chest, with a 
cover of the same metal, which we, the search- 
ers, were not able to lift. We desired it should 
be opened; and one of us stepping into it, 
found himself up to the mid-leg in a sort of 
dust, some part whereof flying up to our faces 
set us both a-sneezing for several times to- 
gether. In his right waistcoat’ pocket, we found 
a prodigious bundle of white thin substances, 
folded one over another, about the bigness of 
three men, tied with a strong cable, and 
marked with black figures, which we humbly 
conceive to be writings, every letter almost 
half as large as the palm of our hands. In the 
left, there was a sort of engine,® from the back 
of which were extended twenty long poles, re- 
sembling the pallisado’s” before your Majesty’s 
court, wherewith we conjecture the Man- 
Mountain combs his head, for we did not al- 
ways trouble him with questions, because we 
found it a great difficulty to make him under- 
stand us. In the large pocket on the right side 
of his middle cover (so I translate the word 
ranfu-lo, by which they meant my breeches), 
we saw a hollow pillar of iron, about the 
length of a man, fastened to a strong piece of 
timber, larger than the pillar; and upon one 
side of the pillar were huge pieces of iron 
sticking out, cut into strange figures, which we 
know not what to make of. In the left pocket, 
another engine of the same kind. In the smaller 
pocket on the right side were several round 
flat pieces of white and red metal, of different 
bulk: some of the white, which seemed to be 
silver, were so large and heavy that my com- 
rade and I could hardly lift them. In the left 
pocket were two black pillars irregularly 
shaped: we could not, without difficulty, reach 
the top of them as we stood at the bottom of 
his pocket. One of them was covered, and 
seemed all of a piece; but at the upper end of 
the other, there appeared a white round sub- 
stance, about twice the bigness of our heads. 


7. waistcoat [wes’kat]: vest. 
8. engine: device. 
9. pallisado’s [pal’ a sa’d6z]: fence poles. 
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Within each of these was enclosed a prodigious 
plate of steel, which, by our orders, we obliged 
him to show us, because we apprehended they 
might be dangerous engines. He took them out 
of their cases, and told us that in his own 
country his practice was to shave his beard 
with one of these and to cut his meat with the 
other. There were two pockets which we 
could not enter: these he called his fobs; they 
were two large slits cut into the top of his 
middle cover, but squeezed close by the pres- 
sure of his belly. Out of the right fob hung a 
great silver chain, with a wonderful kind of en- 
gine at the bottom. We directed him to draw 
out whatever was at the end of that chain, 
which appeared to be a globe, half silver, and 
half of some transparent metal; for on the 
transparent side we saw certain strange figures 
circularly drawn, and thought we could touch 
them, until we found our fingers stopped with 
that lucid substance. He put this engine to our 
ears, which made an incessant noise like that 
of a water mill. And we conjecture it is either 
some unknown animal, or the god that he wor- 
ships; but we are more inclined to the latter 
opinion, because he assured us (if we under- 
stood him right, for he expressed himself very 
imperfectly) that he seldom did any thing with- 
out consulting it. He called it his oracle,'® and 
said it pointed out the time for every action of 
his life. From the left fob he took out a net al- 
most large enough for a fisherman, but con- 
trived to open and shut like a purse, and 
served him for the same use: we found therein 
several massy pieces of yellow metal, which if 
they be of real gold, must be of immense 
value. 

Having thus, in obedience to your Majesty’s 
commands, diligently searched all his pockets, 
we observed a girdle’? about his waist made of 
the hide of some prodigious animal, from 
which, on the left side, hung a sword of the 
length of five men and on the right, a bag or 
pouch divided into two cells, each cell capable 
of holding three of your Majesty’s subjects. In 


10. oracle: prophet; infallible guide. 
11. girdle: belt. 


262 English Literature: The Eighteenth Century 


one of these cells were several globes or balls 
of a most ponderous metal, about the bigness 
of our heads, and required a strong hand to lift 
them: the other cell contained a heap of cer- 
tain black grains, but of no great bulk or 
weight, for we could hold about fifty of them 
in the palms of our hands. 

This is an exact inventory of what we found 
about the body of the Man-Mountain, who used 
us with great civility and due respect to your 
Majesty’s commission. Signed and sealed on the 
fourth day of the eighty-ninth moon of your 
Majesty’s auspicious reign. . . . 


I had sent so many memorials and petitions 
for my liberty that his Majesty at length men- 
tioned the matter first in the cabinet, and then 
in a full council... . 

Because the reader may perhaps be curious 
to have some idea of the style and manner of 
expression peculiar to that people, as well as 
to know the articles upon which I recovered 
my liberty, I have made a translation of the 
whole instrument, word for word, as near as | 
was able, which I here offer to the public. 


GOLBASTO MOMAREN EVLAME GURDILO SHEFIN 
MULLY ULLY GUE, most mighty Emperor of Lill: 
put, delight and terror of the universe, whose 
dominions extend five thousand blustrugs 
(about twelve miles in circumference), to the 
extremities of the globe; monarch of all mon- 
archs, taller than the sons of men; whose feet 
press down to the center, and whose head 
strikes against the sun; at whose nod the 
princes of the earth shake their knees; pleasant 
as the spring, comfortable as the summer, fruit- 
ful as autumn, dreadful as winter. His most sub- 
lime Majesty proposeth to the Man-Mountain, 
lately arrived at our celestial dominions, the | 
following articles, which by a solemn oath he 
shall be obliged to perform. 

First, The Man-Mountain shall not depart 
from our dominions, without our license under 
our great seal. 

Secondly, He shall not presume to come 
into our metropolis, without our express order; 
at which time, the inhabitants shall have two 


hours warning, to keep within their doors. 

Thirdly, The said Man-Mountain shall con- 
fine his walks to our principal high roads; and 
not offer to walk or lie down in a meadow, or 
field of corn. 

Fourthly, As he walks the said roads, he 
shall take the utmost care not to trample upon 
the bodies of any of our loving subjects, their 
horses, or carriages; nor take any of our said 
subjects into his hands, without their own con- 
sent. 

Fifthly, If an express require extraordinary 
dispatch, the Man-Mountain shall be obliged to 
carry in his pocket the messenger and horse, a 
six days journey once in every moon, and re- 
turn the said messenger back (if so required) 
safe to our Imperial Presence. 

Sixthly, He shall be our ally against our ene- 
mies in the island of Blefuscu, and do his ut- 
most to destroy their fleet, which is now pre- 
paring to invade us. 

Seventhly, That the said Man-Mountain 
shall, at his times of leisure, be aiding and as- 
sisting to our workmen, in helping to raise cer- 
tain great stones, towards covering the wall of 
the principal park and other our royal build- 
ings. 

Eighthly, That the said Man-Mountain shall, 
in two moons time, deliver in an exact survey 
of the circumference of our dominions, by a 
computation of his own paces round the coast. 

Lastly, That upon his solemn oath to observe 
all the above articles, the said Man-Mountain 
shall have a daily allowance of meat and drink, 
sufficient for the support of 1728 of our sub- 
jects, with free access to our Royal Person, and 
other marks of our favor. Given at our Palace 
at Belfaborac the twelfth day of the ninety-first 
moon of our reign. 


I swore and subscribed to these articles 
with great cheerfulness and content, although 
some of them were not so honorable as I could 
have wished. .. . 


Gulliver's second voyage takes him to the is- 
land of Brobdingnag |brob'ding nag'|, some- 
where in the Pacific Ocean in the vicinity of 


Alaska. In this adventure the tables are 
turned, for the Brobdingnagians |brob'ding 
nag'e anz] are twelve times as tall as Gul- 
liver. Eventually Gulliver finds himself in the 
court of the king and queen of Brobdingnag, 
learning the ways of another strange and re- 
mote society. 


A Voyage to Brobdingnag 

Every Wednesday (which, as I have before 
observed, was their Sabbath), the King and 
Queen, with the royal issue of both sexes, dine 
together in the apartment of his Majesty; to 
whom I was now become a favorite; and at 
these times my little chair and table were 
placed at his left hand before one of the salt- 
cellars. This prince took a pleasure in convers- 
ing with me, inquiring into the manners, reli- 
gion, laws, government, and learning of Europe, 
wherein I gave him the best account I was 
able. His apprehension was so clear, and his 
judgment so exact, that he made very wise re- 
flections and observations upon all I said. But, 
I confess, that after I had been a little too co- 
pious in talking of my own beloved country; of 
our trade, and wars by sea and land, of our 
schisms in religion, and parties in the state; the 
prejudices of his education prevailed so far, 
that he could not forbear taking me up in his 
right hand, and stroking me gently with the 
other; after a hearty fit of laughing, asked me 
whether I were a Whig or a Tory.'” Then turn- 
ing to his first minister, who waited behind 
him with a white staff, near as tall as the main- 
mast of the Royal Sovereign, he observed how 
contemptible a thing was human grandeur, 
which could be mimicked by such diminutive 
insects as I. “And yet,” said he, “I dare engage, 
those creatures have their titles and distinc- 
tions of honor; they contrive little nests and 
burrows, that they call houses and cities; they 
make a figure in dress and equipage;'* they 


12. Whig . . . Tory: the two principal British political 
parties. 
13. equipage [ek! wo pij]: horses and carriages. 
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love, they fight, they dispute, they cheat, they 
betray.” And thus he continued on, while my 
color came and went several times, with indig- 
nation to hear our noble country, the mistress 
of arts and arms, the scourge of France, the ar- 
bitress of Europe, the seat of virtue, piety, 
honor and truth, the pride and envy of the 
world, so contemptuously treated... . 


I one day took the freedom to tell his Maj- 
esty that the contempt he discovered towards 
Europe, and the rest of the world, did not 
seem answerable to those excellent qualities of 
mind that he was master of, that reason did 
not extend itself with the bulk of the body. On 
the contrary, we observed in our country that 
the tallest persons were usually least provided 
with it. That among other animals, bees and 
ants had the reputation of more industry, art, 
and sagacity than many of the larger kinds. And 
that, as inconsiderable as he took me to be, I 
hoped I might live to do his Majesty some sig- 
nal service. The King heard me with attention, 
and began to conceive a much better opinion 
of me than he had ever before. He desired I 
would give him as exact an account of the gov- 
ernment of England as I possibly could, be- 
cause, as fond as princes commonly are of 
their own customs (for so he conjectured of 
other monarchs by my former discourses), he 
should be glad to hear of any thing that might 
deserve imitation. 

Imagine with thy self, courteous reader, 
how often I then wished for the tongue of De- 
mosthenes or Cicero,'* that might have en- 
abled me to celebrate the praise of my own 
dear native country in a style equal to its mer- 
its and felicity. ... 

This conversation was not ended under five 
audiences, each of several hours, and the King 
heard the whole with great attention, fre- 
quently taking notes of what I spoke, as well as 
memorandums of what questions he intended 
to ask me. 


14. Demosthenes [do mos/tha néz’]. . . Cicero 
[sis’9 ro’]: ancient Greek orator (384?—322 8.c.) and 
Roman orator (106—43 3.c.), respectively. 
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When I had put an end to these long dis- 
courses, his Majesty in a sixth audience, con- 
sulting his notes, proposed many doubts, quer- 
ies, and objections, upon every article. He 
asked what methods were used to cultivate the 
minds and bodies of our young nobility, and in 
what kind of business they commonly spent 
the first and teachable part of their lives. What 
course was taken to supply that assembly, 
when any noble family became extinct. What 
qualifications were necessary in those who are 
to be created new lords:'*? whether the humor 
of the prince, a sum of money to a court lady 
or a prime minister, or a design of strengthen- 
ing a party opposite to the public interest ever 
happened to be motives in those advance. 
ments. What share of knowledge these lords 
had in the laws of their country, and how they 
came by it, so as to enable them to decide the 
properties of their fellow subjects in the last 
resort. Whether they were always so free from 
avarice, partialities, or want that a bribe, or 
some other sinister view, could have no place 
among them. Whether those holy lords I spoke 
of were constantly promoted to that rank upon 
account of their knowledge in religious mat. | 
ters, and the sanctity of their lives; had never | 
been compliers with the times, while they 
were common priests; or slavish chaplains to 
some nobleman, whose opinions they contin. 
ued servilely to follow after they were admit- 
ted into that assembly. 

He then desired to know what arts were 
practiced in electing those whom I called com- 
moners.'® Whether a stranger with a strong 
purse’” might not influence the vulgar voters | 
to choose him before their own landlords or 
the most considerable gentleman in the neigh. | 
borhood. How it came to pass that people 
were so violently bent upon getting into this 
assembly, which I allowed to be a great trou- 
ble and expense, often to the ruin of their fam- 


15. lords: English nobles and high-ranking clergy who 
comprised the upper branch of Parliament, the House of 
Lords. 

16. commoners: elected representatives who comprise 
the lower branch of Parliament. 

17. a strong purse: much money. 


ilies, without any salary or pension: because 
this appeared such an exalted strain of virtue 
and public spirit that his Majesty seemed to 
doubt it might possibly not be always sincere. 
And he desired to know whether such zealous 
gentlemen could have any views of refunding 
themselves for the charges and trouble they 
were at, by sacrificing the public good to the 
designs of a weak and vicious prince, in con- 
junction with a corrupted ministry. He multi- 
plied his questions, and sifted me thoroughly 
upon every part of this head; proposing num- 
berless inquiries and objections, which I think 
it not prudent or convenient to repeat. 

Upon what I said in relation to our courts 
of justice, his Majesty desired to be satisfied in 
several points. And this I was the better able to 
do, having been formerly almost ruined by a 
long suit in chancery,’® which was decreed for 
me with costs. He asked what time was usually 
spent in determining between right and wrong; 
and what degree of expense. Whether advo- 
cates and orators had liberty to plead in causes 
manifestly known’ to be unjust, vexatious, or 
oppressive. Whether party in religion or poli- 
tics were observed to be of any weight in the 
scale of justice. Whether those pleading orators 
were persons educated in the general knowl- 
edge of equity; or only in provincial, national, 
and other local customs. Whether they or their 
judges had any part in penning those laws, 
which they assumed the liberty of interpreting 
and glossing'® upon at their pleasure. Whether 
they had ever at different times pleaded for 
and against the same cause, and cited prece- 
dents to prove contrary opinions. Whether 
they were a rich or a poor corporation. 
Whether they received any pecuniary reward 
for pleading or delivering their opinions. And 
particularly whether they were ever admitted 
as members in the lower senate.”° 

He fell next upon the management of our 


18. chancery: British court that handles equity and 
common-law cases. Gulliver won his suit but lost all his 
money in paying the lawyers. 

19. glossing: commenting. 

20. senate: here, house of Parliament, referring to the 
House of Commons. 


treasury, and said he thought my memory had 
failed me, because I computed our taxes at 
about five or six million a year; and when I 
came to mention the issues, he found they 
sometimes amounted to more than double; for, 
the notes he had taken were very particular in 
this point; because he hoped, as he told me, 
that the knowledge of our conduct might be 
useful to him; and he could not be deceived in 
his calculations. But, if what I told him were 
true, he was still at a loss how a kingdom 
could run out of its estate like a private per- 
son. He asked me who were our creditors and 
where we found money to pay them. He won- 
dered to hear me talk of such chargeable and 
extensive wars; that, certainly we must be a 
quarrelsome people, or live among very bad 
neighbors; and that our generals must needs be 
richer than our kings. He asked what business 
we had out of our own islands, unless upon 
the score of trade or treaty, or to defend the 
coasts with our fleet. Above all, he was amazed 
to hear me talk of a mercenary standing army 
in the midst of peace, and among a free peo- 
ple. He said if we were governed by our own 
consent in the persons of our representatives, 
he could not imagine of whom we were afraid, 
or against whom we were to fight, and would 
hear my opinion, whether a private man’s 
house might not better be defended by himself, 
his children, and family than by half a dozen 
rascals picked up at a venture in the streets, 
for small wages, who might get a hundred 
times more by cutting their throats. 

He laughed at my odd kind of arithmetic 
(as he was pleased to call it) in reckoning the 
numbers of our people by a computation 
drawn from the several sects among us in re- 
ligion and politics. He said he knew no reason 
why those who entertain opinions prejudicial 
to the public should be obliged to change or 
should not be obliged to conceal them. And, as 
it was tyranny in any government to require 
the first, so it was weakness not to enforce the 
second; for, a man may be allowed to keep poi- 
sons in his closet, but not to vend them about 
as cordials. 

He observed that among the diversions of 
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our nobility and gentry”’ I had mentioned gam- 
ing.”* He desired to know at what age this en- 
tertainment was usually taken up, and when it 
was laid down. How much of their time it em- 
ployed; whether it ever went so high as to af- 
fect their fortunes. Whether mean vicious peo- 
ple, by their dexterity in that art, might not 
arrive at great riches, and sometimes keep our 
very nobles in dependence, as well as habituate 
them to vile companions; wholly take them 
from the improvement of their minds, and 
force them by the losses they received, to 
learn and practice that infamous dexterity 
upon others. 

He was perfectly astonished with the histor- 
ical account I gave him of our affairs during 
the last century, protesting it was only a heap 
of conspiracies, rebellions, murders, massacres, 
revolutions, banishments, the very worst effects 
that avarice, faction, hypocrisy, perfidiousness, 
cruelty, rage, madness, hatred, envy, lust, mal- 
ice, and ambition could produce. 

His Majesty in another audience was at the 
pains to recapitulate the sum of all I had spo- 
ken; compared the questions he made with the 
answers I had given; then taking me into his 
hands, and stroking me gently, delivered him- 
self in these words, which I shall never forget, 
nor the manner he spoke them in. My little 
friend Grildrig, you have made a most admi- 
rable panegyric’® upon your country. You have 
clearly proved that ignorance, idleness, and 
vice are the proper ingredients for qualifying a 
legislator. That laws are best explained, inter- 
preted, and applied by those whose interest 
and abilities lie in perverting, confounding, and 
eluding them. I observe among you some lines 
of an institution, which in its original might 
have been tolerable; but these half erased, and 
the rest wholly blurred and blotted by corrup- 
tions. It doth not appear from all you have said 
how any one perfection is required towards 
the procurement of any one station among 
you; much less that men are ennobled on ac- 


21. gentry: landowners ranking just below the nobility. 
22. gaming: gambling. 
23. panegyric [pan’9a jir’ik]: speech of praise. 
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count of their virtue, that priests are advanced 
for their piety or learning, soldiers for their 
conduct or valor, judges for their integrity, 
senators for the love of their country, or coun- 
selors for their wisdom. As for yourself (con- 
tinued the King) who have spent the greatest 
part of your life in traveling, I am well dis- 
posed to hope you may hitherto have escaped 
many vices of your country. But, by what | 
have gathered from your own relation, and the 
answers I have with much pains wringed and 
extorted from you, I cannot but conclude the 
bulk of your natives to be the most pernicious 
race of little odious vermin that nature ever 
suffered to crawl upon the surface of the 
earth... . 

Nothing but an extreme love of truth could 
have hindered me from concealing this part of 
my story. It was in vain to discover my resent- 
ments, which were always turned into ridicule; 
and I was forced to rest with patience, while 
my noble and most beloved country was so in- 
juriously treated. I am heartily sorry as any of 
my readers can possibly be that such an occa- 
sion was given; but this prince happened to be 
so curious and inquisitive upon every particu. 
lar that it could not consist either with grati- 
tude or good manners to refuse giving him 
what satisfaction I was able. Yet thus much | 
may be allowed to say in my own vindication 
that I artfully eluded many of his questions and 
gave to every point a more favorable turn by 
many degrees than the strictness of truth 
would allow. For I have always born that laud- 
able partiality to my own country, which Dio- 
nysius Halicarnassensis’* with so much justice 
recommends to an historian. I would hide the 
frailties and deformities of my political mother, 
and place her virtues and beauties in the most 
advantageous light. This was my _ sincere 
endeavor in those many discourses I had with 
that mighty monarch, although it unfortunately 
failed of success. 


24. Dionysius [di’s nish’9s] Halicarnassensis 

[hal'a kar na sen’sis]: Greek writer who lived in Rome 
and tried to persuade the conquered Greeks to submit to 
the Romans. Swift is being ironic. 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


BDU egeRSRATENT tr RI MA MSE 


Recalling 


1. 


Why do the Lilliputians stop attacking Gul- 
liver? 


2. What does Gulliver convince the Lilliputians 


that he needs? How does he make his 
wishes clear? 


3. What two things do the Lilliputians think Gul- 


liver’s watch might be? Why do they think it 
might be the latter? 


4, Name four services that the “Man-Mountain”’ 


agrees to provide for the Lilliputians in ex- 
change for his liberty. 


5. Why does the king of Brobdingnag ask Gul- 


liver to give an exact account of the govern- 
ment of England? What does Gulliver say the 
king did as he listened to the account? 


6. List five topics that the king questions in the 


sixth audience with Gulliver. 


7. In the second-to-last paragraph, what conclu- 


sion does the king draw about the rest of 
Gulliver's race? 


Interpreting 
8. What aspects of human nature does Swift 


seem to be satirizing through Gulliver's huge 
size in Lilliput? Why is this contrast effective? 

9. Reread the final paragraph of “A Voyage to 
Brobdingnag.” How does Gulliver’s statement 
that he gave “every point a more favorable 
turn by many degrees” affect your opinion of 
the king and of Gulliver? 


Extending 


1 


0. Do you think Swift’s technique of ridicule is 
more or less effective than simple, direct crit- 
icism? Why? 


VIEWPOINT 


The late renowned scholar Samuel! Holt Monk 


reminds us that Gulliver 


is not Jonathan Swift... . He is a fully 
rendered, objective, dramatic character. 


LITERARY FOCUS 


oo 


Satire 

A satire exposes the vices and follies of indi- 
viduals or societies in such a way that they ap- 
pear ridiculous. Satire ranges from gentle mock- 
ery to violent condemnation. It may take any 
literary shape—poetry, drama, novel, or essay. 
Whatever the form, the satirist’s intent is always 
to set a moral standard for society and, through 
the use of humor and wit, to inspire readers to 
see a particular point of view. As Swift wrote of 
himself, ‘His satire points at no defect, / But what 
all mortals may correct.” 


Thinking About Satire 

= What are some elements of society that Swift 
exposes as ridiculous in Guiliver’s Travels? Is 
the satire “gentle” or ‘violent’? 


Santer 


VOCABULARY 


Sunonviie 

A synonym is a word that has the same or 
nearly the same meaning as another word. For 
example, /jove and adore are synonyms. The 
words in capital letters come from Gulliver's Trav- 
els. Choose the word that is nearest the meaning 
of the word in capitals, as the word is used in the 
selection. 


1. PRoDIGIous: (a) expensive (b) enormous 
(c) glorious (d) profound 

2. CONJECTURE: (a) guess (b) scribble 
(c) explore (d) devise 

3. CONTRIVE: (a) decorate (b) conceal (c) explore 
(d) devise 

4. saGacity: (a) cleverness (b) wisdom (c) talent 
(d) power 

5. FELICITY: (a) pride (b) wealth (c) happiness 
(d) consistency 

6. SANCTITY: (a) sanity (b) cleanliness 
(c) poverty (d) holiness 

7. VEXATIOUS: (a) annoying (b) delirious 


Monk goes on to suggest not only that Swift’s and (c) detrimental (d) lethal 


Gulliver's perspectives are different but that Swift 8. PERFIDIOUSNESS: (a) discomfort (b) treachery 
created a character who is far from the perfect (c) persuasiveness (d) evil 
hero, 9. PERNICIOUS: (a) destructive (b) tasteless 


(c) ill-mannered (d) stingy 
oDious: (a) condescending (b) loathsome 
(c) ugly (d) putrid 


B In what ways is Gulliver a dramatic fictional 
character? In what ways is he a less than per- 
fect hero? 


10. 


Jonathan Swift 267 


Joseph Addison — 1672-1719 
Richard Steele —= 1672-1729 


One of the most famous literary collaborations of all time was that of 
Joseph Addison and Richard Steele. Their friendship began when they 
were classmates at the Charterhouse School in London, and it 
continued through their years at Oxford University. After receiving 
their degrees, the two went their separate ways for a time. Steele 
headed straight for London, where he captured much notoriety for 
his charm and gallantry. He was an officer in the army; the editor of 
the London Gazette, an official newspaper of the Whig party; a 
member of Parliament; and a theater manager. Addison became 
known as an excellent Latin scholar, and his long poem The 
Campaign (1704) won him considerable fame. From 1704 to 1710, 
Joseph Addison he served in a variety of government positions. 

The two men had very different personalities. Addison was a man 
of vast learning, serious, prudent, and, although charming with his 
close friends, reserved in public. His writing is considered to have 
the better style of the pair. Steele, on the other hand, was buoyant 
and witty, playful, energetic, and a bit irresponsible; his writing is 
more creative and inventive than Addison’s. The two balanced each 
other and worked well together, for they shared the same values. 
Their mutual goal was to improve the manners, morals, and minds of 
their readers. In 1709 Steele began to publish The Tatler, a 
periodical focusing on news, poetry, learning, philosophy, and 
general London gossip, and he asked his friend Joseph Addison to 
contribute notes and articles. Through their short essays the two 
attempted to reform the manners of the age, refine its tastes, and 
provide topics of discussion at the popular coffee houses. of London. 
The Tatler was discontinued in 1711 for political reasons, but 
Addison and Steele quickly started a new journal, The Spectator, 
which was issued daily except Sundays from 1711 to 1712. 

The Spectator was to be nonpolitical and was to “bring 
philosophy out of the closets and libraries, schools and colleges, to 
dwell] in the clubs and assemblies, at tea-tables and in coffee-houses.” 
The essays that Addison and Steele wrote were of two types: serious 
essays on such well-known topics as marriage, education, and 
friendship; and “occasional essays’ that, according to Addison, dealt 
with “the folly, extravagance, and caprice of the present age.” Their 
venture was highly successful. 

Despite their success, Addison and Steele again went their 
separate ways in 1712. The two unfortunately quarreled over a 
political matter in 1717, and Addison died in 1719. Nonetheless, their 
friendship resulted in a great literary achievement, the creation of the 
periodical essay. 


Richard Steele. 
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Steele’s vibrant personality made him uniquely suited for 
involvement in the theater. His gifts to the London stage, as 
playwright, critic, and theater manager, were rewarded as Steele 
quickly became a favorite among the best London actors of his 
day. His devotion to the stage, however, was not simply that of a 
playful and affectionate man; it also involved a more serious 
approach that is often reflected in his writing. Steele was one of 
the foremost practitioners of “sensibility,” a literary manner that 
reveals a sympathetic heart and a quickness to respond to the joys 
and sorrows of others. Although it is most often used in comedy, 
Steele maintains the values of sensibility in his more serious 
philosophical essays. The following essay from The Tatler discusses 
the death of Thomas Betterton, the famous Shakespearean actor of 
the early eighteenth century. 


Richard Steele 


fom The Tatler 


The Funeral of Thomas Betterton 


Having received notice that the famous ac- 
tor Mr. Betterton was to be interred this eve- 
ning in the cloisters' near Westminster Abbey,” 
I was resolved to walk thither, and see the last 
office done to a man whom I had always very 
much admired, and from whose action I had 
received more strong impressions of what is 
great and noble in human nature than from the 
arguments of the most solid philosophers, or 
the descriptions of the most charming poets I 
had ever read. As the rude and untaught mul- 
titude are no way wrought upon more effec- 
tually than by seeing public punishments and 
executions, so men of letters and education 
feel their humanity most forcibly exercised 
when they attend the obsequies of men who 
had arrived at any perfection in liberal accom- 
plishments. Theatrical action is to be esteemed 


1, cloisters: covered walk. 
2. Westminster Abbey: great gothic cathedral in 
london where many distinguished citizens are buried. 


as such, except it be objected that we cannot 
call that an art which cannot be attained by 
aft. Voice, stature, motion, and other gifts must 
be very bountifully bestowed by nature, or la- 
bor and industry will but push the unhappy en- 
deavorer, in that way, the further off his 
wishes. 

Such an actor as Mr. Betterton ought to be 
recorded with the same respect as Roscius’ 
among the Romans. The greatest orator’ has 
thought fit to quote his judgment, and cele- 
brate his life. Roscius was the example to all 
that would form themselves into proper and 
winning behavior. His action was so well 
adapted to the sentiments he expressed that 
the youth of Rome thought they wanted only 
to be virtuous to be as graceful in their ap- 
pearance as Roscius. The imagination took a 


3. Roscius [r6‘’shas}: greatest Roman actor of his day 
(126-62 B.c.). 

4, greatest orator: Cicero, sometimes called Tully 
(106-43 B.c.), Roman speaker and writer. 
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lovely impression of what was great and good; 
and they who never thought of setting up for 
the art of imitation became themselves imitable 
characters. 

There is no human invention so aptly cal- 
culated for the forming of a free-born people 
as that of a theater. Tully reports that the cel- 
ebrated player of whom I am speaking used 
frequently to say, “The perfection of an actor 
is only to become what he is doing.” Young 
men, who are too unattentive to receive lec- 
tures, are irresistibly taken with performances. 
Hence it is that I extremely lament the little 
relish the gentry of this nation have at present 
for the just and noble representations in some 
of our tragedies. The operas, which are of late 
introduced, can leave no trace behind them 
that can be of service beyond the present mo- 
ment. To sing and to dance are accomplish- 
ments very few have any thoughts of practic- 
ing; but to speak justly, and move gracefully, is 
what every man thinks he does perform, or 
wishes he did. 

I have hardly a notion that any performer 
of antiquity could surpass the action of Mr. 
Betterton in any of the occasions in which he 
has appeared on our stage. The wonderful ag- 
ony which he appeared in, when he examined 
the circumstance of the handkerchief in 
Othello;> the mixture of love that intruded 
upon his mind upon the innocent answers Des- 
demona makes, betrayed in his gesture such a 
variety and vicissitude of passions as would ad- 
monish a man to be afraid of his own heart, 
and perfectly convince him that it is to stab it, 
to admit that worst of daggers, jealousy. 
Whoever reads in his closet this admirable 
scene will find that he cannot, except he has 
as watm an imagination as Shakespeare himself, 
find any but dry, incoherent, and broken sen- 
tences; but a reader that has seen Betterton act 
it observes there could not be a word added; 


5. handkerchief in Othelto: Shakespeare’s Othello 
demanded to see the handkerchief he had given to his 
wife, Desdemona, believing she had given it to another 
man and was thus unfaithful to him. 


270 English Literature: The Eighteenth Century 


that longer speeches had been unnatural, nay 

impossible, in Othello’s circumstances. The 

charming passage in the same tragedy, where | 
he tells the manner of winning the affection of 
his mistress, was urged with so moving and 
graceful an energy that while I walked in the 
cloisters, I thought of him with the same con- 
cern as if I waited for the remains of a person 
who had in real life done all that I had seen 
him represent. The gloom of the place, and 
faint lights before the ceremony appeared, con- 
tributed to the melancholy disposition I was in; 
and I began to be extremely afflicted that Bru- 
tus and Cassius® had any difference; that 
Hotspur’s’ gallantry was so unfortunate; and 
that the mirth and good humor of Falstaff 
could not exempt him from the grave. Nay, 
this occasion in me, who look upon the dis- 
tinctions amongst men to be merely scenical, 
raised reflections upon the emptiness of all hu- 
man perfection and greatness in general; and] | 
could not but regret that the sacred heads 
which lie buried in the neighborhood of this 
little portion of earth in which my poor old | 
friend is deposited are returned to dust as well 
as he, and that there is no difference in the 
grave between the imaginary and the real mon- 
arch. This made me say of human life itself 
with Macbeth: 


Tomorrow, tomorrow, and tomorrow, 
Creeps in a stealing pace from day to day, 
To the last moment of recorded time! 

And all our yesterdays have lighted fools 
To their eternal night! Out, out short candle 
Life’s but a walking shadow, a poor player 
That struts and frets his hour upon the stage, 
And then is heard no more.’ 


6. Brutus . . . Cassius: In Shakespeare’s Julius Caesar, 
the co-conspirators quarrel after Caesar’s death. 

7. Hotspur: Sir Henry Percy in Shakespeare's Henry IV 
insisted on facing young Prince Hal alone in battle and 
died in the combat. 

8. Falstaff: Sic John Falstaff, the lovable old coward in 
Shakespeare’s Henry IV and Henry V. 

9. Tomorrow . . . heard no more: Steele quotes, not 
completely accurately, from an early and somewhat 
different edition of Macbeth. 


Joseph Addison 


| The Cries of London 

| There is nothing which more astonishes a foreigner, and frights 
| a country squire,’ than the cries of London. My good friend Sir 
t Roger often declares that he cannot get them out of his head, or 
go to sleep for them, the first week that he is in town. On the 
contrary, Will Honeycomb? calls them the ramage de la ville,> and personal nature and rambling 


| my reader, without saying anything further of it. 


The famous eighteenth-century critic Samuel Johnson (page 289) 
recommended that “whoever wishes to attain an English style, 
familiar but not coarse, and elegant but not ostentatious, must give 
his days and nights to the volumes of Addison.” Addison perfected 
his famous style in the person of the Spectator, a fictional 
character whose observations of London life were recorded in The 
Spectator. He is learned, thoughtful, and serious yet has a good 
sense of humor. In their journal The Spectator, Addison and Steele 
printed many letters in response to the Spectator’s essays, some of 
which were real, but most of which were invented by Addison 
himself. By printing these fictional letters, Addison could create a 
dialogue between the Spectator and his supposed readers, The 
following letter from Ralph Crotchet gives an excellent example of 
Addison’s ironic yet acute observations of London life and the 
character of his fellow human beings. 


Model for Active Reading 

In this selection, as in one selection in each unit, you will find 
notes in the right-hand margin that highlight parts of the selection, 
Those notes point out important ideas of the literary period and 
draw your attention to literary elements and techniques covered in 
the Literary Focuses. Page numbers in the notes will refer you to 
more extensive discussions of these important ideas and elements. 


| fon The Spectator 


Informal essay . p. 275). the 


| prefers them to the sounds of larks and nightingales, with all the structure of an informal essay 
F music of the fields and woods. I have lately received a letter from allow. Isa UROL) ALE ee 

{ : ; : 2 fictional Characters and cyer i 
; some very odd fellow upon this subject, which I shall leave with letter in its midst. 


7 1 country squire: gentleman landowner in the country. 
, 2 Sir Roger . . . Will Honeycomb: fictional friends of the Spectator. 
f 3. ramage de la ville [ri mazh'do 14 vél’): French for “chirping of the town.” 
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Sir,— 

I am a man of all business, and would willingly turn my head 
to anything for an honest livelihood. I have invented several proj- 
ects for raising many millions of money without burthening* the 
subject, but I cannot get the Parliament to listen to me, who look 
upon me, forsooth, as a crack and a projector; so that despairing 
to enrich either myself or my country by this public spiritedness, 
I would make some proposals to you relating to a design which J 
have very much at heart, and which may procure me a handsome 
subsistence, if you will be pleased to recommend it to the cities of 
London and Westminster.® 

The post I would aim at is to be Comptroller General of the 
London Cries, which are at present under no manner of rules or 
discipline. I think I am pretty well qualified for this place, as being 
a man of very strong lungs, of great insight into all the branches 
of our British trades and manufactures, and of a competent skill in 
music. 

The cries of London may be divided into vocal and instrumen- 
tal. As for the latter, they are at present under a very great disor- 
der. A freeman’ of London has the privilege of disturbing a whole 
street for an hour together, with the twanking of a brass kettle or 
a frying pan. The watchman’s thump at midnight startles us in our 
beds, as much as the breaking in of a thief. The sowgelder’s® horn 
has indeed something musical in it, but this is seldom heard within 
the liberties. I would therefore propose, that no instrument of this 
nature should be made use of, which I have not tuned and li- 
censed, after having carefully examined in what manner it may af- 
fect the ears of her Majesty’s liege subjects. 

Vocal cries are of a much larger extent, and, indeed, so full of 
incongruities and barbarisms, that we appear a distracted city to 
foreigners, who do not comprehend the meaning of such enormous 
outcries. Milk is generally sold in a note above e/a,? and in sounds 
so exceeding shrill, that it often sets our teeth on edge. The chim- 
ney sweeper is confined to no certain pitch; he sometimes utters 
himself in the deepest bass, and sometimes in the sharpest treble, 
sometimes in the highest, and sometimes in the lowest note of the 
gamut.'° The same observation might be made on the retailers of 
small coal, not to mention broken glasses or brick dust. In these, 
therefore, and the like cases, it should be my care to sweeten and 
mellow the voices of these itinerant tradesmen, before they make 


. burthening: burdening. 

projector: one who invents outrageous business schemes. 
Westminster: a borough of London. 

freeman: merchant. 

. sowgelder: one who ncuters pigs. 

. ela [@la']: a very high note in the musical register. 

. gamut: the whole series of notes used by musicians. 


SWOMIAUE 
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Eighteenth-century idea: 
Classifying things inta 
categories is Common in 
Neoclassical literature (p. 25 
for the practice Jollows the 
scientific method of Aristutte 
the Greek philosopher. Here, 
course, the categories are so 
very philosophical or scien 


Eighteenth-century idea: | 
urbane cightecaih century 
writer displays tis wait, or 
cleverness (p 25-4). 


their appearance in our streets, as also to accommodate their cries 
to their respective wares; and to take care in particular that those 
may not make the most noise who have the least to sell, which is 
very observable in the venders of card matches, to whom I cannot 
but apply that old proverb of “Much cry, but litthe wool.” 

Some of these last mentioned musicians are so very loud in the 
sale of these trifling manufactures, that an honest splenetic’’ gen- 
tleman of my acquaintance bargained with one of them never to 
come into the street where he lived. But what was the effect of 
this contract? Why, the whole tribe of card matchmakers which fre- 
quent that quarter passed by his door the very next day, in hopes 
of being bought off after the same manner. 

It is another great imperfection in our London cries, that there 
is no just time nor measure observed in them. Our news should, 
indeed, be published in a very quick time, because it is a com- 
modity that will not keep cold. It should not, however, be cried 
with the same precipitation as fire: yet this is generally the case. A 
bloody battle alarms the town from one end to another in an in- 
stant. Every motion of the French is published in so great a hurry, 
that one would think the enemy were at our gates.'? This likewise 
1 would take upon me to regulate in such a manner, that there 
should be some distinction made between the spreading of a vic- 
tory, a march, or an encampment, a Dutch, a Portugal, or a Spanish 
mail’> Nor must I omit, under this head, those excessive alarms 
with which several boisterous rustics infest our streets in turnip 
season; and which are more inexcusable, because these are wares 
which are in no danger of cooling upon their hands. 

There are others who affect a very slow time, and are, in my 
opinion, much more tunable than the former; the cooper, in par- 
ticular, swells his last note in a hollow voice, that is not without 
its harmony; nor can I forbear being inspired with a most agreeable 
melancholy, when I hear that sad and solemn air with which the 


Il, splenetic: afflicted with low spirits. 

12. Every motion . . . gates: England and France had been at war, although 
peace negotiations were in progress. 

13. Dutch ... mail: Mail coaches brought letters and news from abroad. 

14. cooper: one who makes wooden containers, barrels. 


Cries of London, “Green-Vegetable 
Seller” (left) and “Shrimp Girl” (right), 
P. Sandby (1725-1809). 


Verbal irony (p. 1949): The 
contrast between what is stared 
(“musicians”) and what is 
meant (quite the reverse) is an 
example of verbal iony, a 
common tool of the eighteenth- 
century wit. 
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public are very often asked if they have any chairs to mend. Your 
Own memory may suggest to you many other lamentable ditties of 
the same nature, in which the music is wonderfully languishing and 
melodious. 

I am always pleased with that particular time of the year which 
is proper for the pickling of dill and cucumbers; but, alas, this cry, 
like the song of the nightingale, is not heard above two months, It 
would therefore be worthwhile to consider whether the same air 
might not in some cases be adapted to other words. 

It might likewise deserve our most serious consideration, how 
far, in a well-regulated city, those humorists are to be tolerated, 
who, not contented with the traditional cries of their forefathers, 
have invented particular songs and tunes of their own; such as was, 
not many years since, the pastry man, commonly known by the 
name of the colly-molly-puff; and such as is at this day the vender 
of powder and washballs,’* who, if I am rightly informed, goes un- 
der the name of Powder Watt. 

I must not here omit one particular absurdity which runs 
through this whole vociferous generation, and which renders their 
cries very often not only incommodious, but altogether useless to 
the public; I mean that idle accomplishment, which they all of 
them aim at, of crying so as not to be understood. Whether or no 
they have learned this from several of our affected singers, I will 
not take upon me to say; but most certain it is, that people know 
the wares they deal in rather by their tunes than by their words; 
insomuch, that I have sometimes seen a country boy run out to 
buy apples of a bellows-mender, and gingerbread from a grinder of 
knives and scissors. Nay, so strangely infatuated are some very em- 
inent artists of this particular grace in a cry, that none but their 
acquaintance are able to guess at their profession; for who else can 
know that “Work if I had it” should be the signification of a corn- 
cutter? 

Forasmuch therefore, as persons of this rank are seldom men of 
genius or capacity, I think it would be very proper, that some man 
of good sense and sound judgment should preside over these pub- 
lic cries, who should permit none to lift up their voices in our 
streets, that have not tunable throats, and are not only able to 
overcome the noise of the crowd, and the rattling of coaches, but 
also to vend their respective merchandises in apt phrases, and in 
the most distinct and agreeable sounds. I do therefore humbly rec- 
ommend myself as a person rightly qualified for this post; and if I 
meet with fitting encouragement, shall communicate some other 
projects which I have by me, that may no less conduce to the 
emolument of the public. 

I am, Sir, etc. 

Ralph Crotchet 


15. powder and washballs: talcum powder and soap. 
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pore ne ccomnanemn 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


‘enema cami ER eter 


The Funeral of Thomas Betterton 


Recalling 

1, At the beginning of his essay, what does 
Steele say he has learned from Betterton’s 
acting? 

2. Inthe third paragraph how does Steele say the 
theater helps to form ‘‘a free-born people’? 
What advantages do the theater's tragedies 
have over the opera’s? 


interpreting 

3. Express in your own words Steele’s final re- 
flections on Betterton’s death at the end of the 
last paragraph. 

4. Why is the quotation from Macbeth an appro- 
priate ending for this essay? 


Extending 

5, Do you agree with Steele’s observations about 
the influence of actors on the general public? 
Why or why not? 


The Cries of London 


Recalling 

1, According to the first paragraph of Addison’s 
essay, what is.the subject of Crotchet’s letter? 

2. What post does Crotchet propose for himself? 
What are his three qualifications for this post? 

3. In the fourth and fifth paragraphs what duties 
does he propose for himself with regard to ‘‘in- 
strumental cries” and “vocal cries,’ respec- 
tively? 

4, List four of Crotchet’s complaints about the 
cries of London. 

§. At the end of his letter, what does Crotchet 
say he will do if he is considered rightly qual- 
ified for the post? 


Interpreting 

& How would you characterize the tone of 
Crotchet’s letter? 

7, How do you think the Spectator views Crot- 
chet's proposals? What evidence do you find 
in the selection to support this opinion? 

8. What is your opinion of Crotchet? 


Extending 
9. Inwhat ways do modern city street sounds dif- 
fer from those of eighteenth-century London? 


LITERARY FOCUS 


AB ErINEO ReTe UR RIB! 


The Essay 

An essay is generally a short prose composi- 
tion that discusses a single subject. First used by 
the French writer Michel de Montaigne, the word 
comes from the French essai, meaning “attempt,” 
and is an apt description of the loose and highly 
personal thoughts Montaigne recorded. Francis 
Bacon (page 190) wrote more structured, philo- 
sophical discourses. He was the first Englishman 
to introduce the term essay and the first English 
essayist. 

The difference between Montaigne’s and Ba- 
con’s essays reveals the range and flexibility of 
the form and points to a standard distinction often 
made between essay styles. Bacon’s type of es- 
say, the formal essay, often argues a single 
point of view in an impersonal, structured, and 
logical way and usually uses highly serious lan- 
guage. Montaigne’s type of essay, the informal 
essay, is more free-form and rambling and is 
usually highly personal. An informal essay some- 
times employs character and description and of- 
ten uses a fluid, colloquial, and even humorous 
language. 


Thinking About the Essay 

4? What qualities make Steele’s essay “The Fu- 
neral of Thomas Betterton” formal or informal? 
Support your answer with specific examples 
from the essay. 


COMPOSITION 


shes a RM 


Writing About Nonfiction 

& In a brief composition on either ‘The Funeral 
of Sir Thomas Betterton” or “The Cries of Lon- 
don,” state the author’s purpose in writing. 
Then cite with examples the particular tech- 
niques that the author uses, such as facts, sta- 
tistics, examples, and opinion, to accomplish 
the purpose of the essay. For help with this 
assignment, refer to Lesson 4 in the Writing 
About Literature Handbook at the back of this 
book. 


Writing an Informal Essay 

i& Write either a brief descriptive essay (like Ad- 
dison’s) or a brief meditative essay (like 
Steele’s) in which you try to convey the feeling 
of a place or person. The essay should be free 
form, in fluid or even humorous language. 


ealaceataatoaba 
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Alexander Pope 1688-1744 


In an age of satire, Alexander Pope was the greatest verse satirist. His 
achievements are especially notable in light of the hardships he had 
to overcome. Born a Catholic, he was therefore barred from 
attending a university or receiving a government post, the source of 
income on which many writers of the day depended. In addition, he 
had contracted tuberculosis of the spine in childhood and was 
permanently crippled, never growing beyond four feet six inches tall 
and suffering from severe pain throughout his life. 

Pope recognized his own limitations, and from an early age he 
labored to overcome them. He began by giving himself the strict 
classical education that most other young men received at school, 
and at the age of twenty-one he published a group of pastoral, or 
nature, poems. Almost immediately he was hailed as a literary 
prodigy and brought into a tight London literary circle that included 
Swift, Addison, Steele, and the poets John Gay and John Arbuthnot. 
His Essazy on Criticism (1711) impressed Londoners with its evidence 
of learning and good judgment, and by the age of twenty-five Pope 
was acknowledged England’s greatest living poet. By 1718 he was the 
first English author to support himself solely by his writings. 

Pope’s poems rapidly developed from the gentle lyrics of his 
earlier years into biting satires of English society and politics. Like 
his friend Jonathan Swift, he saw the age as one badly in need of the 
correction that satire could offer. Unfortunately, his satires gained 
him many enemies, who brutally attacked not only his poetry but 
also his religion and his physical deformities. When he was not busy 
writing poems and cultivating the magnificent garden at his estate at 
Twickenham [twit’nam], he was busy defending himself from his 
enemies, who had labeled him “the wicked wasp of Twickenham,” a 
title that unfairly portrays him as a mean-spirited man who lashed 
out at all around him. Fortunately, the loyalty of his friends attests to 
the fact that he was more gentle and generous than his critics liked 
to portray. 

Pope believed that moral and artistic correctness went hand-in- 
hand and that one could best practice this correctness by following 
the models of the ancient Greek and Roman authors (see Part Two 
of this book). He felt that many of the ills of society could be cured 
by looking back to classical civilization. All of his poetry reflects 
these values, whether it be the informative Essay on Criticism; The 
Dunciad, his sparkling satire of literary pretension; or the 
philosophical Essay on Man. It is not Pope’s philosophy, however, 
but the brilliance of his poetic art that qualifies him as one of the 
greatest poets in the English language. The compression of his 
language, its clarity, glitter, exactness, and beauty, lyrical by turns, 
satiric by turns—all these qualities unite to form verses that only a 
master craftsman could create. 
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Alexander Pope 


Pope’s Rape of the Lock, one of his greatest comic poems, was 
based on an actual event. A wealthy baron named Lord Petre had 
cut a lock of hair from the beautiful Arabella Fermor’s head and 
refused to give it back. A great scandal ensued. At the urging of 
his friend John Caryll, to whom he addresses the poem, Pope 
created a miniature masterpiece of satire out of the event. 

Although Pope was certainly mocking the extravagance of the 
drawing room society that is his subject, his careful observation of 
the details of that society shows that he also had an appreciation 
of its beauties. Belinda, the heroine of the poem, is a fully 
developed character, and her world, despite its frivolity, is a 
complete one. 

Pope wrote two versions of The Rape of the Lock. In 1712 he 
published a two-canto version, a tremendously popular poem that 
Joseph Addison considered to be perfect. In 1713 Pope began a 
second, expanded version of five cantos, which included 
supernatural characters and an elaborate card game. In 1717 he 
made his final revisions by adding a speech on good humor. The 
original two-canto version Addison so admired is presented here. 


The Rape of the Lock 


Canto I 


What dire offense from amorous Causes springs, 
What mighty quarrels rise from trivial things, 

I sing—This verse to C--1,’ Muse!* is due; 

This, even Belinda may vouchsafe to view: 


, § Slight is the subject, but not so the praise, 
| If she inspire, and he approve my lays. 
Say what strange motive, goddess! could compel 
A well-bred lord t’assault a gentle belle?? 
Oh say what stranger cause, yet unexplored, 


| 1) Could make a gentle belle reject a lord? 


q 4. Sol: the sun. 


And dwells such rage in softest bosoms then? 
And lodge such daring souls in little men? 
Sol* through white curtains did his beams display, 


_ 1 C—: Pope’s friend, John Caryl, who suggested the subject of the poem. 
2, Muse: the poet’s inspiring goddess. 
3. belle: young lady, in this case Belinda, the heroine of the poem. 
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And oped those eyes which brighter shine than they; 


Shock? just had given himself the rousing shake, 
And nymphs prepared their chocolate’ to take; 


Thrice the wrought slipper knocked against the ground,’ 


And striking watches the tenth hour resound. 
Belinda rose, and ’midst attending dames 
Launched on the bosom of the silver Thames:* 

A train of well dressed youths around her shone, 
And every eye was fixed on her alone; 

Her lively looks a sprightly mind disclose, 

Quick as her eyes, and as unfixed as those: 
Favors to none, to all she smiles extends; 

Oft she rejects, but never once offends. 

Bright as the sun her eyes the gazers strike, 
And, like the sun, they shine on all alike. 

Yet graceful ease, and sweetness void of pride, 
Might hide her faults, if belles had faults to hide: 
If to her share some female errors fall, 

Look on her face, and you’ll forgive them all. 

This nymph, to the destruction of mankind, 
Nourished two locks, which graceful hung behind 
In equal curls, and well conspired to deck 
With shining ringlets her smooth ivory neck. 
Love in these labyrinths his slaves detains, 

And mighty hearts are held in slender chains. 
With hairy sprindges’? we the birds betray, 
Slight lines of hair surprise the finny prey,’° 
Fair tresses man’s imperial race ensnare, 

And beauty draws us with a single hair. 

Th’ adventrous Baron the bright locks admired, 
He saw, he wished, and to the prize aspired: 
Resolved to win, he meditates the way, 

By force to ravish, or by fraud betray; 
For when success a lover’s toil attends, 
Few ask, if fraud or force attained his ends. 

For this, ere Phoebus'' rose, he had implored 
Propitious heaven, and every power adored, 

But chiefly Love—to Love an altar built, 


5. Shock: one of Belinda’s dogs. 
6. chocolate: hot cocoa, a morning beverage. 


7. Thrice ... ground: Belinda is banging her slipper on the ground 


to call her maid. 
8. Thames: the river that passes through London. 


9. sprindges [sprin’ jaz]: traps containing nooses. Pope is detailing the 


uses of hair for entrapment. 
10. finny prey: fish, which are caught with hairlike fishline. 


11. Phoebus [fé’bas]: the sun; Phoebus Apollo was god of the sun. 
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The lovely, lively 
Belinda awakes and 
then takes a boat trip 
on the Thames River 
(lines 19-20). 


Belinda has two curls 
resting on her neck 
(lines 33-35). 


The Baron admires them 
and resolves to obtain 
them (lines 43-45). 
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Of twelve vast French romances, neatly gilt. 

There lay the sword-knot’? Sylvia’s hands had sown, 
With Flavia’s’? busk™ that oft had rapped his own: 
A fan, a garter, half a pair of gloves; 

And all the trophies of his former loves. 

With tender billet-doux’’ he lights the pyre, 

And breaths three amorous sighs to raise the fire. 
Then prostrate falls, and begs with ardent eyes 
Soon to obtain, and long possess the prize: 

The powers gave ear, and granted half his prayer, 
The rest, the winds dispersed in empty air. 


Close by those meads"® for ever crowned with flowers, The fashionable 
Where Thames with pride surveys his rising towers, people—including 
Th. fan t ; f : ic fi 17 Belinda and the Baron— 
ere stands a structure of majestic frame, gather at Hampton 
Which from the neighboring Hampton takes its name. Court to take tea (lines 
Here Britain’s statesmen oft the fall foredoom 63-72). 


Of foreign tyrants, and of nymphs at home; 

Here thou, great Anna!'’® whom three realms obey, 

Dost sometimes counsel take—and sometimes tea. 
Hither our nymphs and heroes did resort, 

To taste awhile the pleasures of a court; 

In various talk the cheerful hours they passed, 

Of, who was bitt, or who capotted"® last: 

This speaks the glory of the British Queen, 

And that describes a charming Indian screen; 

A third interprets motions, looks, and eyes; 

At every word a reputation dies. 

Snuff, or the fan, supply each pause of chat, 

With singing, laughing, ogling, and all that. 
Now, when declining from the noon of day, 

The sun obliquely shoots his burning ray; 

When hungry judges soon the sentence sign, 

And wretches hang that jury men may dine; 

When merchants from th’ Exchange”’ return in peace, 

And the long labors of the toilette?’ cease— 


12. sword-knot: ribbon tied to the hilt of a sword. 

13. Sylvia’s . . . Flavia’s: referring to young ladies who had flirted with 
the Baron in the past. 

14. busk: a strip used to support a corset. 

15. billet-doux [bil’é doo!’ ]: love letter. 

16. meads: wet, grassy lands. 

17. structure .. . frame: Hampton Court, the royal palace. 

18. Anna: Queen Anne, who ruled Great Britain and Ireland, and claimed 
to rule France: thus, ‘‘whom three Realms obey.” 

19. bitt. . . capotted: card-playing terms for “cheated” and ‘“‘scored all 
the tricks,” respectively. 

20. Exchange: the place where merchants traded their goods. 

21. toilette [tw let’]: the process of washing and grooming oneself. 
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The board’s with cups and spoons, alternate, crowned;” 
The berries crackle, and the mill turns round; 
On shining altars of Japan they raise 
90 The silver lamp, and fiery spirits blaze; 
From silver spouts the grateful liquors glide, 
And China’s earth receives the smoking tide; 
At once they gratify their smell and taste, 
While frequent cups prolong the rich repast. 
95 Coffee (which makes the politician wise, 
And see through all things with his half-shut eyes), 
Sent up in vapors to the Baron’s brain 
New stratagems, the radiant lock to gain. 
Ah cease rash youth! desist ere ’tis too late, 
100 Fear the just gods, and think of Scyila’s fate!”* 
Changed to a bird, and sent to flit in air, 
She dearly pays for Nisus’ injured hair! 
But when to mischief mortals bend their mind, 
How soon fit instruments of ill they find? 
105 Just then, Clarissa** drew with tempting grace 
A two-edged weapon from her shining case; 
So ladies in romance assist their knight, 
Present the spear, and arm him for the fight. 


He takes the gift with reverence, and extends The Baron snips off one 
110 The little engine” on his fingers’ ends, of a phe ee ee 
eee : F , rape of the loc nes 
This just behind Belinda’s neck he spread, pe le 116). 


As o’er the fragrant steams she bends her head: 
He first expands the glittering forfex*° wide 
T'inclose the lock; then joins it, to divide; 
115 One fatal stroke the sacred hair does sever 
From the fair head, forever, and forever! 
The living fires come flashing from her eyes, As Belinda laments, the 
And screams of horror rend th’ affrighted skies. fie Tard. rejoices 
Not louder shrieks by dames to Heaven are cast, : 
120 When husbands die, or lap dogs breath their last, 
Or when rich china vessels fallen from high, 
In glittering dust and painted fragments lie! 
Let wreaths of triumph?’ now my temples twine 
(The victor cried), the glorious prize is mine! 


22. board’s . . . crowned: tray on which coffee will be served. Lines 87-94 describe the 
preparation and serving of coffee. The beans (“berries”) crackle when they are roasted and 
then are ground in the mill. The “altars of Japan” are lacquered tables. Coffee (“the smoking 
tide”) is poured into Chinese porcelain cups (“China’s earth”). 

23. Scylla’s [sil’oz] fate: Scylla plucked out one of her father Nisus’ hairs, on which the 
safety of the kingdom depended. As punishment, she was turned into a bird. 

24. Clarissa: a young lady who disapproves of Belinda’s vanity. 

25. engine: device. 

26. forfex: scissors. 

27. wreaths of triumph: Ancient Greek victors wore wreaths on their heads. 
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While fish in streams, or birds delight in air, 
Or in a coach and six”® the British fair, 
As long as Atalantis”’ shall be read, 
Or the small pillow grace a lady’s bed, 
While visits®® shall be paid on solemn days, 
When numerous wax-lights in bright order blaze, 
While nymphs take treats, or assignations give, 
So long my honor, name and praise shall live! 
What time would spare, from steel receives its date, 
And monuments, like men, submit to fate! 
Steel did the labor of the gods destroy, 
And strike to dust th’aspiring towers of Troy;”’ 
Steel could the works of mortal pride confound, 
And hew triumphal arches to the ground. 
What wonder then, fair nymph! thy hairs should feel 
The conquering force of unresisted steel? 


28. coach and six: a prestigious carriage with six horses. 

29. Atalantis: a popular gossipy romance in which real society people were 
thinly disguised as fictional characters, 

30. visits: The regular evening visit was a serious ritual for the society lady, 

who was accompanied by servants carrying candles (‘‘wax-lights” ). 

31. And strike .. . Troy: According to legend, the swords of the Ancient Greeks 
conquered Troy. 
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A portrait by Thomas Gainsborough, 
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Canto II 
But anxious cares the pensive nymph oppressed, 
And secret passions labored in her breast. 
Not youthful kings in battle seized alive, 
Not scornful virgins who their charms survive, 
5 Not ardent lover robbed of all his bliss, 
Not ancient lady when refused a kiss, 
Not tyrants fierce that unrepenting die, 
Not Cynthia*” when her manteau’s*® pinned awry, 
E’er felt such rage, resentment, and despair, 
10 As thou, sad virgin! for thy ravished hair. 
While her racked soul repose and peace requires, 
The fierce Thalestris** fans the rising fires. 
O wretched maid (she spreads her hands, and cried, 
And Hampton’s echoes, wretched maid! replied) 
15 Was it for this you took such constant care, 
Combs, bodkins, leads, pomatums,*” to prepare? 
For this your locks in paper durance** bound, 
For this with torturing irons wreathed around? 
Oh had the youth but been content to seize 


20 Hairs less in sight—or any hairs but these! Belinda and her friends 
Gods! shall the ravisher display this hair, are furious that the 
While the fops en nd the ladies stare! Baron bas cut the lock 

re ps envy, a adies stare! (line 26) 


Honor forbid! at whose unrivaled shrine 
Ease, pleasure, virtue, all, our sex resign. 
25 Methinks already I your tears survey, 
Already hear the horrid things they say, 
Already see you a degraded toast,*” 
And all your honor in a whisper lost! 
How shall I, then, your helpless fame defend? 
30 ‘Twill then be infamy to seem your friend! 


And shall this prize, th’ inestimable prize, The Baron intends to 
Exposed through crystal to the gazing eyes, encase BENG S LOCK 
heigh ab he di a’ ircli a ring and wear it 

And heightened by the diamond’s circling rays, (lines 31~34). 


On that rapacious hand forever blaze? 

35 Sooner shall grass in Hyde Park Circus*® grow, 
And wits take lodgings in the sound of Bow;°” 
Sooner let earth, air, sea, to chaos fall, 

Men, monkeys, lap dogs, parrots, perish all! 


32. Cynthia: any young lady. 

33. manteau [man td’ ]: a loose cloak worn by women. 

34. Thalestris: [tho les’ tris]: Belinda’s friend, named for the 
Queen of the Amazons, a nation of women warriors. 

35. bodkins . . . pomatums: beauty aids and concoctions. 

36. durance: forced confinement. 

37. toast: a woman whom men praise and make toasts to. 

38. Hyde Park Circus: a crowded circular drive. 

39. Bow: a mercantile area where no fashionable wit would live. 
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She said; then raging to Sir Plume*® repairs, 


* And bids her beau demand the precious hairs: 


(Sir Plume, of amber snuffbox justly vain, 
And the nice conduct of a clouded cane*') 
With earnest eyes, and round unthinking face, 
He first the snuffbox opened, then the case, 


« And thus broke out—‘“My Lord, why, what the devil? 
“Z—ds! d—the lock! ’fore Gad, you must be civil! 


“Plague on’t! ’tis past a jest—nay prithee, pox!” 


“Give her the hair’—he spoke, and rapped his box. 


“It grieves me much” (replied the peer again) 


st “Who speaks so well should ever speak in vain. 


But by this lock, this sacred lock I swear, 
(Which never more shall join its parted hair, 
Which never more its honors shall renew, 


Clipped from the lovely head where once it grew) 


That while my nostrils draw the vital air, 

This hand, which won it, shall forever wear.” 
He spoke, and speaking in proud triumph spread 
The long-contended honors of her head. 

But see! the nymph in sorrow’s pomp appears, 
Her eyes half languishing, half drowned in tears; 
Now livid pale her cheeks, now glowing red; 

On her heaved bosom hung her drooping head, 
Which, with a sigh, she raised; and thus she said, 

“For ever cursed be this detested day, 

Which snatched my best, my favorite curl away! 
Happy! ah ten times happy, had I been, 

If Hampton Court these eyes had never seen! 

Yet am not I the first mistaken maid, 

By love of courts to numerous ills betrayed. 

Oh had J rather unadmired remained 

In some lone isle, or distant northern land, 
Where the gilt chariot never marked the way, 
Where none learn ombre,** 


Like roses that in deserts bloom and die. 


What moved my mind with youthful lords to roam? 


O had I stayed, and said my prayers at home! 
‘Twas this, the morning omens did fortell; 


Thrice from my trembling hand the patchbox”? fell; 


40. Sir Plume: Thalestris’ “beau.” 

41. amber . . . cane: Most fashionable men took snuff and 
carried canes. Sir Plume’s accessories are particularly fine. 
42. Z——ds . . . pox: common oaths. 

43. ombre [om/’bor]: a fashionable card game. 

44. bohea [b6 hé’]: a popular kind of tea. 


45. patchbox: box in which Belinda keeps her patches, or small 


pieces of black silk used to cover facial blemishes. 


none e’er taste bohea 
There kept my charms concealed from mortal eye, 


Despite Sir Plume’s 
entreaties, the Baron 
swears he will always 
wear the ring (lines 39- 
56). 


In a soliloquy Belinda 
mourns her fate and the 
fate of ber curl. She 
wishes she bad heeded 
the morning’s omens 
(her silent parrot and 
unkind dog), and she 
finds no comfort in the 
lock that remains 
because she fears its fate 
will be the same as that 
of the one already lost 
(lines 63-89). 
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The tottering china shook without a wind, 

Nay, Poll*® sat mute, and Shock was most unkind! 
See the poor remnants of this slighted hair! 

My hands shall rend what even thy own did spare. 
This, in two sable ringlets taught to break, 

Once gave new beauties to the snowy neck. 

The sister lock now sits uncouth, alone, 

And in its fellow’s fate foresees its own; 

Uncurled it hangs! the fatal shears demands; 

And tempts once more thy sacrilegious hands.” 


She said: the pitying audience melt in tears, Belinda’s friends help 
But Fate and Jove*’ had stopped the Baron’s ears. ber try to convince the 
in T : ith h il Baron to return the lock 
In vain Thalestris with reproach assails, (lines 90-111). 


For who can move when fair Belinda fails? 

Not half so fixed the Trojan could remain, 
While Anna begged and Dido* raged in vain. 
To arms, to arms! the bold Thalestris cries, 
And swift as lightning to the combat flies. 

All side in parties, and begin th’ attack; 

Fans clap, silks rustle, and tough whalebones* crack; 
Heroes’ and heroines? shouts confusedly rise, 
And base, and treble voices strike the skies. 

No common weapons in their hands are found, 
Like gods they fight, nor dread a mortal wound. 

So when bold Homer makes the gods engage,” 
And heavenly breasts with human passions rage; 
’Gainst Pallas, Mars, Latona, Hermes”' arms; 

And ali Olympus” rings with loud alarms. 

Jove’s thunder roars, heaven trembles all around; 

Blue Neptune” storms, the bellowing deeps resound; 
Earth shakes her nodding towers, the ground gives way, 
And the pale ghosts start at the flash of day! 


While through the press enraged Thalestris flies, The battle rages between 
And scatters deaths around from both her eyes, jon Rt — 
wer A , orces——and the hairs— 
A beau and Witling perished in the throng, Belinda’s forces (lnes 
One died in metaphor, and one in song. 112-129). 


O cruel nymph! a living death I bear, 
Cried Dapperwit, and sunk beside his chair. 


46. Poll: parrot. 

47. Jove: God. 

48. Trojan . . . Dido: In Virgil’s Aeneid, the Trojan Aeneas was unmoved by 
Dido’s great passion for him and the pleas of Dido’s sister Anna on her behalf. 
49. whalebones: Whalebones were used for support in corsets. 

50. Homer. . . engage: In Homer’s Iliad the gods are involved in the battle. 
51. Pallas . . . Hermes: gods involved in the Trojan War, according to 
Homer's Iliad. 

52. Olympus: mountain home of the Greek gods. 

53. Neptune: god of the sea. 
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A mournful glance Sir Fopling’* upwards cast, 
Those eyes are made so killing—was his last: 
Thus on Meander’s” flowery margin lies 

Th’ expiring swan, and as he sings he dies. 

As bold Sir Plume had drawn Clarissa down, 
Chloé stepped in, and killed him with a frown; 
She smiled to see the doughty hero slain, 

But at her smile, the beau revived again. 

Now Jove suspends his golden scales in air, 
Weighs the men’s wits against the lady’s hair; 

The doubtful beam long nods from side to side; 
At length the wits mount up, the hairs subside. 

See fierce Belinda on the Baron flies, Belinda throws snuff at 
With more than usual lightning in her eyes; the Baron, and he 
Nor feared the chief th’ unequal fight to try, Pees CES Aka 
Who sought no more than on his foe to die. 

But this bold lord, with manly strength endued, 
She with one finger and a thumb subdued: 

Just where the breath of life his nostrils drew, 
A charge of snuff the wily virgin threw, 

Sudden, with starting tears each eye o’erflows, 
And the high dome re-echoes to his nose. 

“Now meet thy fate,” th’incensed virago” cried, 

And drew a deadly bodkin® from her side. 
“Boast not my fall,” he said, “insulting foe! 
Thou by some other shalt be laid as low. 
Nor think, to die dejects my lofty mind; 
All that I dread, is leaving you behind! 
Rather than so, ah let me still survive, 

And still burn on, in Cupid’s flames, alive.” 

“Restore the lock!” she cries; and all around 
“Restore the lock!” the vaulted roofs rebound. 

Not fierce Othello in so loud a strain 
Roared for the handkerchief that caused his pain.” 
But see! how oft ambitious aims are crossed, 


And chiefs contend ’till all the prize is lost! The lock cannot be 
The lock, obtained with guilt, and kept with pain, FORTE, CTE AUETE SS 

i : he Speculation about what 
In every place is sought, but sought in vain: 


happened to it (lines 
With such a prize no mortal must be blessed, 153-167). 


So Heaven decrees! with Heaven who can contest? 


54, Witling . . . Dapperwit . . . Fopling: conventional names in 
Restoration comedy for silly, vain men. 

55. Meander: river that passed through Troy. 

56. virago [vi ra’go]: female warrior, in this case Belinda. 

57. bodkin: dagger. 

58. Othello . . . pain: Shakespeare's Othello demands to see the 
handkerchief he had given his wife, believing her to have given it to 
another man and thus to be unfaithful to him. 
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Some thought it mounted to the lunar sphere, 
Since all that man ever lost, is treasured there. 
160 There Hero’s wits are kept in pondrous vases, 
And beau’s in snuffboxes and tweezer cases.” 
There broken vows, and deathbed alms are found, 
And lovers’ hearts with ends of riband® bound; 
The courtier’s promises, and sick man’s prayers, 
165 The smiles of harlots, and the tears of heirs, 
Cages for gnats, and chains to yoke a flea; 
Dried butterflies, and tomes of casuistry. 
But trust the Muse—she saw it upward rise, 
Though marked by none but quick poetic eyes: 
(Thus Rome’s great founder to the heavens withdrew,” 
To Proculus™ alone confessed in view.) 
A sudden star, it shot through liquid air, 
And drew behind a radiant trail of hair. 
Not Berenice’s® locks first rose so bright, 
{75 The skies bespangling with disheveled light. 
This, the beau monde™ shall from the mall® survey, 
As through the moonlight shade they nightly stray, 
And hail with mustc its propitious ray. 
This Partridge® soon shall view in cloudless skies, 
180, When next he looks through Galileo’s®’ eyes; 
And hence th’ egregious wizard shall foredoom 
The fate of Louis, and the fall of Rome. 
Then cease, bright nymph! to mourn the ravished hair 
Which adds new glory to the shining sphere! 
185 Not all the tresses that fair head can boast 
Shall draw such envy as the lock you lost. 
For, after all the murders of your eye, The star will be an 
When, after millions slain, your self shall die; ether Vine (esi 
When those fair suns shall set, as set they must, ; 
190 And all those tresses shall be laid in dust; 
This lock, the Muse shall consecrate to fame, 
And midst the stars inscribe Belinda’s name! 


~ 
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59. tweezer cases: elaborate cases with grooming aids. 

60. riband [rib’ and]: decorative ribbon. 

61. Rome’s.. . . withdrew: Rome’s founder, according to legend, is Romulus, 
who was snatched up into heaven. 

62. Proculus: a Roman who claimed to have seen Romulus being taken up to 
heaven. 

63. Berenice’s: referring to the Queen of Ancient Cyrene and Egypt (c. 273- 
221 3.c.), whose husband named a comet after her, “Berenice’s Hair.” 

64. beau monde [b6 mond’ }: fashionable world. 

65. mall: fashionable place for walking. 

66. Partridge: the astrologer John Partridge (1644-1715), who every year 
mistakenly predicted the downfall of the King of France (“Louis”) and of the 
Pope (“Rome”). 

67. Galileo: Galiieo Galilei (1564-1642), the great Italian astronomer who 
vastly improved the newly invented telescope. 
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STUDY QUESTIONS 


Recalling 

1. From what do mighty quarrels often rise, ac- 
cording to line 2 of Canto |? 

2. According to line 20, where is Belinda at the 
opening of Canto |? 

3. In lines 63-70 of Canto I, where is she and 
what is she doing when the baron cuts her 
hair? Who aids the baron in his quest? 

4. According to lines 136-137 of Canto If, what 
does Belinda throw at the baron? What hap- 
pens to the lock in the end, according to lines 
172-178? What does the Muse do with the 
lock and with Belinda’s name? 


Interpreting 

5. Reread tines 23 —32 and lines 49-62 in Canto 
|. From the details Pope presents, describe the 
characters of Belinda and the Baron. 

6. in Canto I, lines 103 -122, how does Pope use 
tone and diction to satirize the rape of the 
lock? 

7, In Canto Il, lines 185-192, compare Belinda’s 
fate to the fate of her lock. Does Pope offer 
adequate consolation for her loss? 


VIEWPOINT 


ee 


Critic Cleanth Brooks does not believe that 
Pope is simply satirizing Belinda. He argues 


that Belinda’s dressing table does glow with 
a special radiance and charm, and that 
Pope, though amused by the vanity which it 
represents, is at the same time thoroughly 
alive to a beauty which it actually pos- 
sesses. 


ff Do you agree that Pope both appreciates Be- 
linda’s beauty and satirizes it? Point to specific 
passages to explain your answer. 


LITERARY FOCUS 


Loma aRERERaHRIN Neri 


The Mock-Epic 

The mock-epic is exactly what the word im- 
plies: an imitation epic, or long narrative poem, 
that makes fun of a society that cannot live up to 
the standards of the classical heroic epic. The 
mock-heroic style makes a trivial subject appear 
tidiculous by using elevated language to describe 
amundane event. The mock-epic uses epic con- 


ventions to imitate in a comic way the characters, 
events, and linguistic structures that had become 
traditional in such classical epics as Homer's /liad 
and Virgil’s Aeneid (see Part Two of this book). 
Some of the most important epic conventions 
are a hero whose bravery allows him to overcome 
great trials, a major battle scene, a discussion of 
the hero’s weapon, gods who participate in or di- 
rect the action, and epic similes in which the 
things compared are each elaborately and length- 
ily described. 


Thinking About the Mock-Epic 

1. What in The Rape of the Lock corresponds to 
the epic hero, battle scene, and description of 
the weapon, which were conventional in clas- 
sical epics? 

2. Find one example of a mock-epic simile. 

3. Find one specific example of lines in which 
Pope uses elevated language to describe 
something trivial. Explain how the language 
makes the thing described appear ridiculous. 


COMPOSITION 


aor CRANK RCNNEESURANOR RA BUDO 


Writing About lrony 

#8 Throughout The Rape of the Lock Pope juxta- 
poses (places side by side) for ironic effect 
both grand and ridiculous ideas, events, and 
images. Write a brief essay in which you first 
describe and explain these ironic juxtaposi- 
tions. Then discuss the way in which they re- 
late to the larger purpose of the poem. You 
might want to look especially at some of the 
following lines: Canto |, lines 69-70, 75-76, 
77-78, 85-86, 107-110, 121-124, 136-140; 
Canto Il, lines 3-8, 35-38, 160 —167. 


Writing a Mock-Heroic Description 

i Think of a trivial quarrel, and write a brief 
prose description of it using the most inflated 
language you can. Try to include a battle 
scene and an epic hero. 


COMPARING WRITERS 


= Compare and contrast the satire in Gulliver’s 
Travels and The Rape of the Lock. In discuss- 
ing the techniques of satire that Swift and 
Pope use, consider their tone, word choice, 
and treatment of plot, setting, character, and 
theme. 
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Much of Pope’s genius lay in his use of the heroic couplet (two 
rhymed lines in iambic pentameter) that was the basis of his 
poetry. Where in other poets the form, with its regular rhythms 
and insistent rhymes, seems heavy and labored, in Pope it seems 
light and effortless. The compact way in which he phrased old 
ideas into epigrams (brief philosophical sayings) makes him one of 
the most frequently quoted poets today. 


Alexander Pope 


Epigrams 


T’is education forms the common mind: 
Just as the twig is bent the tree’s inclined. 
—Moral Essays, Epistle IV, lines 247-248 


A little learning is a dangerous thing; 
Drink deep, or taste not the Pierian spring.’ 
—-Essay on Criticism, Part II, lines 15-16 


To err is human, to forgive divine. 
—lIbid., line 325 


True wit is Nature to advantage dressed, 
What oft was thought, but ne’er so well 
expressed. 
—Ibid., lines 97-98 


1. Pierian [pi ér’é on] spring: a spring in Macedonia, 
supposedly sacred to the Muses and an inspiration to 
poets and artists. 


Be not the first by whom the new are tried, 
Nor yet the last to lay the old aside. 
—Ibid., lines 135~-136 


For fools rush in where angels fear to tread. 
—lIbid., Part III, line 66 


Hope springs cternal in the human breast: 
Man never is, but always to be blessed. 
—Fssay on Man, Epistle I, lines 95-96 


Know then thyself, presume not God to scan; 
The proper study of mankind is man. 
—Jbid., Epistle IJ, lines 1-2 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


onc RRR ERNE UDR EO EH 


Recalling 
1. What is Pope’s definition of ‘true wit’? 
2. What, according to Pope, should people 


know? What does Pope believe people should 
study? 
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Interpreting 

3. What does Pope’s definition of true wit suggest 
about originality? 

4. Find at least two epigrams in which Pope rec- 
ommends moderation and carefulness. Explain 
his recommendations. 

5. Which of the epigrams are heroic couplets? 


Samuel Johnson — 1709-1784 


The second half of the eighteenth century, the period between Pope 
(page 276) and Wordsworth (page 326), is often called the Age of 
Johnson. It was so named after Samuel Johnson—critic, poet, 
playwright, lexicographer, essayist, and biographer—the period’s most 
learned, versatile, and influential literary figure. He was renowned as 
a superb conversationalist and respected as a moralist with a special 
insight into human experience. Johnson may not have been the 
greatest writer of his time, but his conservative values and his deep 
sensibility reflected the age and had a profound impact on it. 

Johnson was born in the northern cathedral town of Litchfield, 
where his father ran a small bookstore. The family was poor, and his 
father’s lack of money forced Johnson to leave Oxford University 
without taking a degree. Success for Johnson, as for Pope, came only 
with hardship, and for most of his life Johnson struggled against 
poverty. After he left Oxford, he supported himself and his new wife 
with a number of teaching and journalism jobs, none of which were 
a financial success and none of which could satisfy his literary 
ambitions. By the 1740s, however, he began to produce works of 
considerable importance, including the essays for his popular 
periodicals, The Rambler and The Idler, which critics praised as equal 
if not superior to Addison and Steele's Spectator. With the publication 
of the great Dictionary of the English Language (1755), his 
reputation was secure. Lives of the Poets (1779-1781), ten volumes of 
critical biographies written in his later years, had a deep influence 
on the critics who followed him. Unlike earlier biographers, Johnson 
insisted on the truth in his biographies, including the subjects’ 
shortcomings. 

In all his writings Dr. Johnson (so-called because of the honorary 
degrees bestowed upon him by Oxford and Dublin) held to a few 
general principles: A writer must both please and instruct; he must 
not offend against morality or religion; he must neither copy others 
nor attempt anything so original as to be odd. Even those who do 
not agree with these principles must admit to the wit and grace with 
which Johnson elaborated them. 

In 1746 Johnson published the Plan of his Dictionary, dedicating 
it to Lord Chesterfield, at that time an important secretary of state. 
Although Chesterfield showed some initial interest and made several 
suggestions, he offered no patronage, or monetary assistance, and 
Johnson was forced to proceed without Chesterfield’s help. After the 
Dictionary was completed, Chesterfield published two articles 
praising it (perhaps hoping that Johnson would, even after 
Chesterfield’s neglect, dedicate the work to him). Johnson responded 
with a famous letter, which appears on the following page. 
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Samuel Johnson 


Letter to Lord Chesterfield 


To the Right Honorable the Earl of Chesterfield 
February 7, 1755 


My Lord: 

I have been lately informed by the propri- 
etor of the World’ that two papers in which 
my Dictionary is recommended to the public 
were written by your Lordship. To be so dis- 
tinguished is an honor which, being very little 
accustomed to favors from the great, I know 
not well how to receive, or in what terms to ac- 
knowledge. 

When upon some slight encouragement I 
first visited your Lordship, I was overpowered 
like the rest of mankind by the enchantment of 
_ your address,” and I could not forbear to wish 
that I might boast myself “le vainqueur du 
vainqueur de la terre”;? that 1 might obtain 
that regard for which I saw the world contend- 
ing; but I found my attendance so little en- 
couraged that neither pride nor modesty would 
suffer me to continue it. When I had once ad- 
dressed your Lordship in public, I had ex- 
hausted all the art of pleasing which a retired 
and uncourtly scholar can possess. I had done 
all that I could; and no man is well pleased to 
have his all neglected, be it ever so little. 

Seven years, my Lord, have now passed 
since I waited in your outward rooms or was 
repulsed from your door, during which time I 
have been pushing on my work through diffi- 
culties of which it is useless to complain, and 
have brought it at last to the verge of publi- 


1. World: newspaper in which Lord Chesterfield had 
praised Johnson, 

2. address: conversation. 

3. le vainqueur. . . terre [la van kar’ dyoo van kar’ 
do la ter’]: French for “the conqueror of the conqueror 
of the earth.” 
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cation without one act of assistance, one word 
of encouragement, or one smile of favor. Such 
treatment I did not expect, for I never had a 
patron before. 

The shepherd in Virgil grew at last ac. 
guainted with Love, and found him a native of 
the rocks.‘ 

Is not a patron, my Lord, one who looks 
with unconcern on a man struggling for life in | 
the water and, when he has reached ground, 
encumbers him with help? The notice which 
you have been pleased to take of my labors, 
had it been early, had been kind; but it has 
been delayed till I am indifferent and cannot 
enjoy it; till I am solitary and cannot impart it, 
till I am known and do not want it. I hope it 
is no very cynical asperity not to confess obli- | 
gations where no benefit has been received, or 
to be unwilling that the public should consider 
me as owing that to a patron which Providence 
has enabled me to do for myself. q 

Having carried on my work thus far with so 
little obligation to any favorer of learning, | 
shall not be disappointed though I should con- 
clude it, if less be possible, with less; for I have | 
been Jong wakened from that dream of hope in 
which I once boasted myself with so much ex. 
ultation, my Lord, 


; 
4 


your Lordship’s most humble, 
most obedient servant, 
Sam: Johnson 


4. The shepherd. . . rocks: In a work by the Roman 
poet Virgil (70-19 s.c.) a shepherd complains that love 
was born among jagged rocks. 


Johnson's great Dictionary of the English Language, published in 
1755, was a truly exceptional accomplishment for one individual. 
To complete a similar French dictionary, over forty members of 
the French Academy had labored for over forty years. Yet Johnson, 
working alone in impoverished circumstances and frequently 
plagued by illness, produced in only seven years a dictionary that 
none had matched and that none would match for many years to 


come. It seemed a miracle, and Johnson was justly proud. 

In his Preface to the Dictionary, Johnson talks about his 
reasons for undertaking the project and his feelings on its 
completion. The definitions reprinted here show both the 
straightforwardness of most of the definitions and the author’s 
occasional turns into wit and satire. 


Samuel Johnson 


jon The Preface to A Dictionary 
of the English Lanquage 


In hope of giving longevity to that which 
its own nature forbids to be immortal, I have 
devoted this book, the labor of years, to the 
honor of my country that we may no longer 
yield the palm of philology without a contest 
to the nations of the continent. The chief glory 
of every people arises from its authors. 
Whether I shall add anything by my own writ- 
ings to the reputation of English literature 
/ must be left to time. Much of my life has been 
| lost under the pressures of disease; much has 
been trifled away; and much has always been 
E spent in provision for the day that was passing 
f over me; but I shall not think my employment 
F useless or ignoble, if by my assistance foreign 
| nations and distant ages gain access to the 
} propagators of knowledge and understand the 
| teachers of truth; if my labors afford light to 


the repositories of science and add celebrity to 
Bacon, to Hooker, to Milton, and to Boyle.’ 
When I am animated by this wish, I look 
with pleasure on my book, however defective, 
and deliver it to the world with the spirit of a 
man that has endeavored well. That it will im- 
mediately become popular I have not promised 
to myself. A few wild blunders and risible ab- 
surdities, from which no work of such multi- 
plicity was ever free, may for a time furnish 
folly with laughter and harden ignorance into 
contempt; but useful diligence will at last pre- 
vail, and there never can be wanting some who 
distinguish desert; who will consider that no 


1. Bacon. . . Boyle: writers whom Johnson quotes 
throughout the Dictionary. 
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dictionary of a living tongue ever can be per- 
fect, since while it is hastening to publication, 
some words are budding and some falling 
away; that a whole life cannot be spent upon 
syntax and etymology, and that even a whole 
life would not be sufficient; that he whose de- 
sign includes whatever language can express 
must often speak of what he does not under- 
stand; that a writer will sometimes be hurried 
by eagerness to the end and sometimes faint 
with weariness under a task which Scaliger? 
compares to the labors of the anvil and the 
mine; that what is obvious is not always known 
and what is known is not always present; that 
sudden fits of inadvertency will surprise vigi- 
lance, slight avocations will seduce attention, 
and casual eclipses of the mind will darken 
learning; and that the writer shall often in vain 
trace his memory at the moment of need for 
that which yesterday he knew with intuitive 
readiness and which will come uncalled into 
his thoughts tomorrow. 

In this work, when it shall be found that 
much is omitted, let it not be forgotten that 
much likewise is performed; and though no 
book was ever spared out of tenderness to the 
author and the world is little solicitous to 
know whence proceeded the faults of that 
which it condemns, yet it may gratify curiosity 


2. Scaliger: J. J. Scaliger (1540-1609) suggested that 
criminals be sentenced to writing dictionaries. 
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to inform it that the English Dictionary was 
written with little assistance of the learned and 
without any patronage of the great; not in the 
soft obscurities of retirement or under the 
shelter of academic bowers, but amidst incon: 
venience and distraction, in sickness and in 
sorrow. It may repress the triumph of malig. 
nant criticism to observe that if our language 
is not here fully displayed, I have only failed in 


an attempt which no human powers have hith | 


erto completed. If the lexicons of ancient 
tongues, now immutably fixed and comprised 
in a few volumes, be yet, after the toil of suc- 
cessive ages, inadequate and delusive; if the ag. 
gregated knowledge and co-operating diligence 
of the Italian academicians did not secure them 
from the censure of Beni;’ if the embodied 
critics of France, when fifty years had been 
spent upon their work, were obliged to change 


its economy’ and give their second edition an | 


other form, I may surely be contented without 
the praise of perfection, which, if I could ob- 


tain in this gloom of solitude, what would it | 


avail me? I have protracted my work till most 
of those whom I wished to please have sunk 
into the grave and success and miscarriage are 
empty sounds, I therefore dismiss it with frigid 
tranquillity, having little to fear or hope from 
censure or from praise. 


3. Beni: Paola Beni severely criticized the Italian 
Academy’s dictionary. 
4. economy: organization. 


Samuel Johnson 


fom A Dictionary of the English Lanquage 


anthology 7. A collection of flowers. 


club m. An assembly of good fellows, meeting under 
certain conditions. 
What right has any man to meet in factious clubs 
to vilify the government? 
Dryden, Medal, Dedication. 


imagination n. 1. Fancy; the power of forming ideal 
pictures; the power of representing things absent to 
one’s self or others. 2. Conception; image in the 
mind; idea. 3. Contrivance; scheme. 


kind adj, Benevolent, filled with general good-will. 
By the Rind gods, ’tis most ignobly done 
To pluck me by the beard. 
Shakespeare, King Lear. 


lexicographer 7. A writer of dictionaries; a harmless 
drudge that busies himself in tracing the original, and 
detailing the signification of words. 


man. 1. Human being. 
The king is but a man as I am; the violet smells to 
him as it doth to me; the element shows to him as 
it doth to me, all his senses have but human 
conditions. 
Shakespeare. 
2. Not a woman. 3. Not a boy. 4. A word of 
familiarity bordering on contempt. 5. Not a beast. 


nature x. 1. An imaginary being supposed to preside 
over the material and animal world. 2. The con- 
stitution of an animated body. 
We're not ourselves. 
When nature, being oppressed, commands the 
mind 
To suffer with the body. 
Shakespeare, King Lear. 

3. Disposition of mind; temper. 4. The regular course 
of things. 5. Natural affection, or reverence; native 
sensations. 6. Sort; species. 7. Physics; the science 
which teaches the qualities of things. 


oats 7, A grain, which in England is generally given 
to horses, but in Scotland supports the people.’ 


1. in Scotland . . . people: Johnson’s disdain for the 
Scottish was well known. 


pastern’ n. The knee of a horse. 
I will not change my horse with any that treads on 
four Pasterns. 
Shakespeare, Henry V. 


patron mn. One who countenances, supports, or 
protects. Commonly a wretch who supports with 
insolence, and is paid with flattery. 


pension n. An allowance made to anyone without an 
equivalent. In England it is generally understood to 
mean pay given to a state hireling for treason to his 
country. 


peppermint n. Mint eminently hot. 


slothful adj Idle; lazy; sluggish; inactive; indolent; 
dull of motion. 
The desire of the slothful killeth him; for his hands 
refuse to labor. Proverbs, xxi: 25. 


smoke n. The visible effluvium,’ or sooty exhalation 
from anything burning. 


sneeze n. Emission of wind audibly by the nose. 


wit n, 1. The powers of the mind; the mental 
faculties, the intellects. This is the original sig- 
nification. 2. Imagination; quickness of fancy. 
3. Sentiments produced by quickness of fancy. 4. A 
man of fancy. 5. A man of genius. 6. Sense and 
judgment. 7. In the plural. Sound mind; intellect not 


crazed. 8. Contrivance; strategem; power of 
expedients. 
yawn v. 1. To gape; to oscitate; to have the mouth 


opened involuntarily by fumes, as in sleepiness. 


youth n. The part of life succeeding to childhood 
and adolescence; the time from fourteen to twenty- 


eight. 


2. pastern: actually part of a horse’s foot. When an 
acquaintance asked Johnson why he had defined it as a 
knee, instead of making an elaborate defense, he 
answered, “Ignorance, Madam, pure ignorance.” 

3. effluvium: disagreeable vapor. 
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STUDY QUESTIONS 


TR SCO TRIES ENE 


Letter to Lord Chesterfield 


Recalling 


1. 


2. 


According to paragraphs 1 and 2, why is John- 
son writing this letter? 

Why did Johnson first visit Lord Chesterfield? 
Summarize his impression of Chesterfield and 
treatment by him. 


. How many years passed between that first 


meeting and Johnson’s writing of this letter? 
What did Johnson do in the interim? 

What is Johnson’s definition of a patron, ac- 
cording to paragraph 57 


interpreting 


5. 


In what specific ways does Johnson’s defini- 
tion of a patron relate to his situation with Lord 
Chesterfield? 


. In your own words explain how Johnson feels 


about the notice Lord Chesterfield has taken of 
his work. 

What appears to be the real purpose of John- 
son's letter? 


from Preface; from Dictionary 


Re 
{ 


2. 


3. 


calling 
. According to paragraph 1, why has Johnson 


written the Dictionary? 

Give four reasons why no dictionary can ever 
be perfect. 

According to the last paragraph, under what 
conditions was the Dictionary written? 


Interpreting 


4. 


What argument against the Dictionary does 
Johnson anticipate and address in the Pre- 
face? Is his justification convincing? Why or 
why not? 

What does Johnson’s definition of /exicogra- 
pher suggest about his presentation of him- 
self? Compare the tone of this definition with 
the tone in the Preface. 

Which definitions seem especially sarcastic or 
satiric? Explain. 


Extending 


7. 


Look up in a modern dictionary two of the 
words Johnson defines. How do the modern 
definitions differ from Johnson’s? What do the 
differences suggest about the changes in the 
meaning of the word? 
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VOCABULARY 


sirmanemcmEce pM EES 


Antonyms 


Antonyms are words that have opposite or 


nearly opposite meanings. For example, bright 
and dim are antonyms. The words in capital let- 
ters are from “Letter to Lord Chesterfield” and 
the Preface to A Dictionary of the English Lan- 
guage. Choose the word that is most nearly the 
opposite of each word in capitals, as the word is 
used in the selection. 


1. 


ENCUMBERS: (a) burdens (b) surrounds 
(c) relieves (d) lavishes 


2. ASPERITY: (a) courtesy (b) compliment (c) hope 
(d) bitterness 

3. RISIBLE: (a) ridiculous (b) invisible (c) serious 
(d) hostile 

4. INADVERTENGY: (a) caution (b) error 
(c) singlemindedness (d) flawlessness 

5. VIGILANCE: (a) precision (b) violence 
(c) carelessness (d) humility 

COMPOSITION 


Developing a Thesis Statement 
{ Develop a thesis statement about Samuel 


Johnson's “Letter to Lord Chesterfield,” and in 
a brief essay defend your thesis with examples 
from the letter. To develop your statement, you 
may wish to consider Johnson's use of events, 
point of view, or tone. For help with this as- 
signment, refer to Lesson 7 in the Writing 
About Literature Handbook at the back of this 
book. 


Writing Definitions 
@ Write four definitions in the style of Samuel 


Johnson. You may define any words of your 
own choosing, but some possibilities are | 
friendship, education, politics. Illustrate your 
definitions with brief quotations from literature. 


COMPARING WRITERS 


esoRoR ene ee RRR AER ORHAN 


a 


Show how the writings of Addison and Steele 
and Johnson are typical of the eighteenth 
century. Discuss four characteristics of the 
period, and cite quotations and specific de- 
tails in support of each from the works you 
have read. 


James Boswell = 1740-1795 


The modern art of biography would not be what it is today were it 
not for James Boswell, author of The Life of Samuel Johnson (1791), 
considered the world’s greatest biography. For many years he was 
known only as Johnson’s biographer. Now Boswell is known to be a 
fascinating literary personality in his own right due to the unexpected 
discovery from the 1920s through 1940s of an abundance of his 
personal papers (in such odd places as an abandoned croquet box 
and a disused barn at a castle in Ireland). 

Boswell was a gentleman in the full eighteenth-century meaning 
of the word. He came from a wealthy and ancient Scottish family and 
was heir to a Jarge estate, circumstances that helped him gain entry 
into the upper circles of London society. In addition, he was 
charming, personable, an excellent listener, and somehow able to 
make people feel they could share their deepest secrets with him. 
Yet these qualities alone did not make him a natural biographer, 
Boswell also had a lifelong habit of keeping a diary and observing 
and remembering an event or conversation until he had time to 
write it down. He developed an outstanding memory for detail and a 
style of writing that could capture and interpret in a few sentences 
the character of an individual. 

Boswell’s first important literary work, An Account of Corsica, was 
published in 1768. As part of a tour of Europe, he had visited the 
island. His journal documents his experiences and includes an 
account of his visit to the Corsican patriot General Pascal Paoli. 

Boswell’s natural habitat, however, was intellectual and socially 
vigorous London. Although he spent some time in Scotland 
establishing a successful law practice and raising a family, he could 
not stay away from London for long. Because of his social status and 
personal charm, he was able to mingle with such men as the painter 
Sir Joshua Reynolds, the playwright and novelist Oliver Goldsmith, 
and of course the great sage, scholar, and critic Dr. Johnson. 

In 1763, when he was twenty-two, Boswell met the fifty-three-year- 
old Johnson. The two were friends until Johnson’s death in 1784, and 
Boswell devoted close to thirty years to collecting information for his 
monumental biography of over 500,000 words. He scrutinized 
Johnson's every move and questioned him on any topic, even asking 
him, “What would you do, sir, if you were locked up in a tower 
with a baby?” In 1773 the two traveled to the Scottish highlands and 
the Hebrides Islands. Boswell described the events of the trip in his 
Journal of a Tour to the Hebrides, which he published a year after 
Johnson’s death. Eight years later he published his Life of Johnson. 
Thanks to Boswell’s vast descriptive and interpretive skill, the account 
of their friendship allows us a glimpse into the life and relationship 
of two great eighteenth-century minds. 
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Detail, Dr. Jobnson in Anteroom of Lord Chesterfield, Waiting for an Audience, E. M. Ward, 1748. 


James Boswell 


from The Life of Samuel Johnson 


To write the life of him who excelled ail 
mankind in writing the lives of others,’ and 
who, whether we consider his extraordinary 
endowments, or his various works, has been 
equalled by few in any age, is an arduous and 
may be reckoned in me a presumptuous task. 

Had Dr. Johnson written his own life, in 
conformity with the opinion which he has 
given that every man’s life may be best written 
by himself; had he employed in the preserva- 
tion of his own history that clearness of nar- 
ration and elegance of language in which he 
has embalmed so many eminent persons, the 
world would probably have had the most per- 
fect example of biography that was ever exhib- 
ited. But although he at different times, in a 
desultory manner, committed to writing many 


1. writing . . . others: Johnson wrote a series of 
biographical essays entitled The Lives of the Poets. 


296 English Literature: The Eighteenth Century 


particulars of the progress of his mind and for- 
tunes, he never had persevering diligence 
enough to form them into a regular composi- 
tion. Of these memorials a few have been pre. 
served; but the greater part was consigned by 
him to the flames, a few days before his death. 

As I had the honor and happiness of enjoy- 
ing his friendship for upwards of twenty years; 
as I had the scheme of writing his life con- 
stantly in view; as he was well apprised of this 
circumstance, and from time to time obligingly 
satisfied my inquiries, by communicating to me 
the incidents of his early years; as I acquired a 
facility in recollecting, and was very assiduous 
in recording, his conversation, of which the ex- 
traordinary vigor and vivacity constituted one 
of the first features of his character; and as | 
have spared no pains in obtaining materials 
concerning him, from every quarter where | 
could discover that they were to be found, and 


have been favored with the most liberal com- 
munications by his friends; I flatter myself that 
few biographers have entered upon such a 
work as this, with more advantages, inde- 
pendent of literary abilities, in which I am not 
vain enough to compare myself with some 
great names who have gone before me in this 
kind of writing. 

Had his other friends been as diligent and 
ardent as I was, he might have been almost en- 
tirely preserved. As it is, I will venture to say 
that he will be seen in this work more com- 
pletely than any man who has ever yet lived. 

What I consider as the peculiar value of the 
following work is the quantity that it contains 
of Johnson’s conversation, which is universally 
acknowledged to have been eminently instruc- 
tive and entertaining, and of which the speci- 
mens that I have given upon a former occasion 
have been received with so much approbation 
that I have good grounds for supposing that 
the world will not be indifferent to more am- 
ple communications of a similar nature. 

Of one thing I am certain, that considering 
how highly the small portion which we have of 
the table talk and other anecdotes of our cel- 
ebrated writers is valued, and how earnestly it 
is regretted that we have not more, I am jus- 
tified in preserving rather too many of John- 
son’s sayings, than too few; especially as from 
the diversity of dispositions it cannot be 
known with certainty beforehand, whether 
what may seem trifling to some, and perhaps to 
the collector himself, may not be most agree- 
able to many; and the greater number that an 
author can please in any degree, the more 
pleasure does there arise to a benevolent mind. 


1763. This is to me a memorable year; for 
in it I had the happiness to obtain the ac- 
quaintance of that extraordinary man whose 
memoirs I am now writing; an acquaintance 
which I shall ever esteem as one of the most 
fortunate circumstances in my life. Though 
then but two-and-twenty, I had for several 
years read his works with delight and instruc- 
tion, and had the highest reverence for their 
author, which had grown up in my fancy into 


a kind of mysterious veneration, by figuring to 
myself a state of solemn elevated abstraction, 
in which I supposed him to live in the im- 
mense metropolis of London. Mr. Gentleman,’ 
a native of Ireland, who passed some years in 
Scotland as a player, and as an instructor in the 
English language, a man whose talents and 
worth were depressed by misfortunes, had 
given me a representation of the figure and 
manner of Dictionary Johnson as he was then 
generally called; and during my first visit to 
London, which was for three months in 1760, 
Mr. Derrick’? the poet, who was Gentleman’s 
friend and countryman, flattered me with 
hopes that he would introduce me to Johnson, 
an honor of which I was very ambitious. But 
he never found an opportunity; which made 
me doubt that he had promised to do what 
was not in his power; till Johnson some years 
afterwards told me, ‘Derrick, Sir, might very 
well have introduced you. I had a kindness for 
Derrick, and am sorry he is dead.” 

In the summer of 1761 Mr. Thomas Sheri- 
dan was at Edinburgh, and delivered lectures 
upon the English Language and Public Speaking 
to large and respectable audiences. I was often 
in his company, and heard him frequently ex- 
patiate upon Johnson’s extraordinary knowl- 
edge, talents, and virtues, repeat his pointed 
sayings, describe his particularities, and boast 
of his being his guest sometimes till two or 
three in the morning. At his house I hoped to 
have many opportunities of seeing the sage, as 
Mr. Sheridan obligingly assured me I should 
not be disappointed... . 

Mr. Thomas Davies* the actor, who then 
kept a bookseller’s shop in Russel Street, Cov- 
ent Garden,’ told me that Johnson was very 
much his friend, and came frequently to his 
house, where he more than once invited me to 
meet him: but by some unlucky accident or 
other he was prevented from coming to us. 


2. Mr. Gentleman: Francis Gentleman (1728-1784), 
actor and dramatist. 

3. Mr. Derrick: Samuel Derrick (1724-1769), author. 
4. Mr. Thomas Davies: actor, bookseller, and author 
(1712-1785). 

5. Covent Garden: area of London with many 
booksellers. 
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At last, on Monday the 16th of May, when 
I was sitting in Mr. Davies’s back parlor, after 
having drunk tea with him and Mrs. Davies, 
Johnson unexpectedly came into the shop; and 
Mr. Davies having perceived him through the 
glass door in the room in which we were sit- 
ting, advancing towards us—he announced his 
awful approach to me, somewhat in the man- 
ner of an actor in the part of Horatio, when he 
addresses Hamlet on the appearance of his fa- 
ther’s ghost,° “Look, my Lord, it comes.” I 
found that I had a very perfect idea of John- 
son’s figure, from the portrait of him painted 
by Sir Joshua Reynolds’ soon after he had pub- 
lished his Dictionary, in the attitude of sitting 
in his easy chair in deep meditation; which was 
the first picture his friend did for him, which 
Sir Joshua very kindly presented to me, and 
from which an engraving has been made for 
this work. Mr. Davies mentioned my name, and 
respectfully introduced me to him. I was much 
agitated; and recollecting his prejudice against 
the Scotch, of which I had heard much, I said 
to Davies, “Don’t tell where I come from.” 

“From Scotland,” cried Davies, roguishly. 
“Mr. Johnson (said I), I do indeed come from 
Scotland, but I cannot help it.” 

I am willing to flatter myself that I meant 
this as light pleasantry to soothe and conciliate 
him, and not as an humiliating abasement at 
the expense of my country. But however that 
might be, this speech was somewhat unlucky; 
for with that quickness of wit for which he was 
so remarkable, he seized the expression “come 
from Scotland,” which I used in the sense of 
being of that country; and, as if I had said that 
I had come away from it, or left it, retorted, 
“That, Sir, I find, is what a very great many of 
your countrymen cannot help.” 

This stroke stunned me a good deal; and 
when we had sat down, I felt myself not a little 
embarrassed, and apprehensive of what might 
come next. He then addressed himself to Dav- 
ies: “What do you think of Garrick?* He has re- 


6. Horatio . . . ghost: Shakespeare’s Hamlet is told of 
his father’s ghost by his friend Horatio. 

7. Sir Joshua Reynolds: great portrait painter. 

8. Garrick: the great actor David Garrick (1717-1779). 
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fused me an order for the play for Miss Wil- 
liams,’ because he knows the house will be 
full, and that an order would be worth three 
shillings.” 

Eager to take any opening to get into con- 
versation with him, I ventured to say, “O, Sir, 
I cannot think Mr. Garrick would grudge such 
a trifle to you.” 

“Sir (said he, with a stern look), I have known 
David Garrick longer than you have done: and I 
know no right you have to talk to me on the 
subject.” 

Perhaps I deserved this check; for it was 
rather presumptuous in me, an entire stranger, 
to express any doubt of the justice of his 
animadversion’® upon his old acquaintance and 
pupil. I now felt myself much mortified, and 
began to think, that the hope which I had long 
indulged of obtaining his acquaintance was 
blasted. And, in truth, had not my ardor been 
uncommonly strong, and my resolution uncom- 
monly persevering, so rough a reception might 
have deterred me forever from making any fur- 
ther attempts. Fortunately, however, I re- 
mained upon the field not wholly discomfited; 
and was soon rewarded by hearing some of his 
conversation, of which I preserved the follow. 
ing short minute, without marking the ques- 
tions and observations by which it was pro- 
duced. 

Speaking of one who with more than ordi- 
nary boldness attacked public measures and 
the royal family, he said, “I think he is safe 
from the law, but he is an abusive scoundrel; 
and instead of applying to my Lord Chief Jus- 
tice to punish him, I would send half a dozen 
footmen and have him well ducked.” . . . 

I was highly pleased with the extraordinary 
vigor of his conversation, and regretted that | 
was drawn away from it by an engagement at 
another place. I had, for a part of the evening, 
been left alone with him, and had ventured to 


9. Miss Williams: Garrick gave a benefit performance 
for his impoverished friend, the blind poet Anna 
Williams (1706-1783), also a friend of Johnson’s. 

10. animadversion [an’s mad’vur’zhon]: unfavorable 
comments. 

11. ducked: thrown into a body of water. 


make an Observation now and then, which he 
received very civilly; so that I was satisfied that 
though there was a roughness in his manner, 
there was no ill nature in his disposition. Dav- 
ies followed me to the door, and when I com- 
plained to him a little of the hard blows which 
the great man had given me, he kindly took 
upon him to console me by saying, “Don’t be 
uneasy. I can see he likes you very well.” 

A few days afterwards I called on Davies, 
and asked him if he thought I might take the 
liberty of waiting on Mr. Johnson at his cham- 
bers in the Temple. He said I certainly might, 
and that Mr. Johnson would take it as a com- 
pliment. So on Tuesday the 24th of May, after 
having been enlivened by the witty sallies of 
Messieurs Thornton, Wilkes, Churchill, and 
Lloyd,’? with whom I had passed the morning, 
I boldly repaired to Johnson. His chambers 
were on the first floor of No. 1, Inner Temple 
lane, and I entered them with an impression 
given me by the Reverend Dr. Blair,’® of Edin- 
burgh, who had been introduced to him not 
long before, and described his having “found 
the Giant in his den,” an expression which, 
when I came to be pretty well acquainted with 
Johnson, I repeated to him, and he was di- 
verted at this picturesque account of himself. 
Dr. Blair had been presented to him by Dr. 
James Fordyce.'* At this time the controversy 
concerning the pieces published by Mr. James 
Macpherson,’” as translations of Ossian, was at 
its height. Johnson had all along denied their 
authenticity; and, what was still more provok- 
ing to their admirers, maintained that they had 
no merit. The subject having been introduced 
by Dr. Fordyce, Dr. Blair, relying on the inter- 
nal evidence of their antiquity, asked Dr. John- 


12. Thornton . . . Lloyd: Bonnell Thornton, journalist; 
Charles Churchill, satirist; Robert Lloyd, poet and 

» essayist; John Wilkes, political radical. 

13. Reverend Dr. Blair: Hugh Blair (1718-1800), 
Professor at the University of Edinburgh. 

14. Dr. James Fordyce: a preacher in Scotland (1720- 
1796). 

15. Mt. James Macpherson: Macpherson (1736-1796) 
had published a group of poems which he claimed were 
tanslations of a Gaelic epic, ‘‘Ossian.”’ The work was 
probably partly authentic and partly of Macpherson’s 

. own composition. 


son whether he thought any man of a modern 
age could have written such poems. Johnson 
replied, “Yes, Sir, many men, many women, and 
many children.” . . . 

He received me very courteously: but, it 
must be confessed, that his apartment, and fur- 
niture, and morning dress, were sufficiently un- 
couth. His brown suit of clothes looked very 
rusty: he had on a little old shriveled unpow- 
dered wig, which was too small for his head; 
his shirtneck and knees of his breeches were 
loose; his black worsted stockings ill drawn up; 
and he had a pair of unbuckled shoes by way 
of slippers. But all these slovenly particularities 
were forgotten the moment that he began to 
talk. Some gentlemen, whom I do not recollect, 
were sitting with him; and when they went 
away, I also rose; but he said to me, “Nay, 
don’t go.” 

“Sir (said I), I am afraid that I intrude upon 
you. It is benevolent to allow me to sit and 
hear you.” 

He seemed pleased with this compliment, 
which I sincerely paid him, and answered, “Sir, 
I am obliged to any man who visits me.” 

I have preserved the following short minute 
of what passed this day... . 

Talking of Garrick, he said, “He is the first 
man in the world for sprightly conversation.” 

When I rose a second time, he again 
pressed me to stay, which I did. 

He told me that he generally went abroad 
at four in the afternoon, and seldom came 
home till two in the morning. I took the lib- 
erty to ask if he did not think it wrong to live 
thus, and not make more use of his great tal- 
ents. He owned it was a bad habit. 

Before we parted, he was so good as to 
promise to favor me with his company one 
evening at my lodgings: and, as I took my 
leave, shook me cordially by the hand. It was 
almost needless to add that I felt no little ela- 
tion at having now so happily established an 
acquaintance of which I had been so long am- 
bitious. 

My readers will, I trust, excuse me for 
being thus minutely circumstantial, when it is 
considered that the acquaintance of Dr. John- 
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son was to me a most valuable acquisition, and 
laid the foundation of whatever instruction and 
entertainment they may receive from my col- 
lections concerning the great subject of the 
work which they are now perusing. . . . 

On Friday, March 31, I supped with him 
and some friends at a tavern. One of the com- 
pany attempted, with too much forwardness, to 
rally him on his late appearance at the theater; 
but had reason to repent of his temerity. 

“Why, Sir, did you go to Mrs. Abington’s’® 
benefit? Did you see?” 

JOHNSON, “No, Sir.” 

“Did you hear?” 

JOHNSON. “No, Sir.” 

“Why, then, Sir, did you go?” 

JOHNSON. “Because, Sir, she is a favorite of 
the public; and when the public cares the 
thousandth part for you that it does for her, I 
will go to your benefit too.” 

Next morning I won a small bet from Lady 
Diana Beauclerk,’’ by asking him as to one of 
his particularities, which her Ladyship laid I 
durst not do. It seems he had been frequently 
observed at the club to put into his pocket the 
Seville oranges, after he had squeezed the juice 
of them into the drink which he made for him- 
self. Beauclerk and Garrick talked of it to me, 
and seemed to think that he had a strange un- 
willingness to be discovered. We could not di- 
vine what he did with them; and this was the 
bold question to be put. I saw on his table the 
spoils of the preceding night, some fresh peels 
nicely scraped and cut into pieces. 

“O, Sir (said I), I now partly see what you 
do with the squeezed oranges which you put 
into your pocket at the Club.” 

JOHNSON. “I have a great love for them.” 

BoswELL. “And pray, Sir, what do you do 
with them? You scrape them it seems, very 
neatly, and what next?” 

JOHNSON. “Let them dry, Sir.” 

BoswELL. “And what next?” 


16. Mrs. Abington’s: referring to Frances Abington 
(1737-1815), actress. 

17. Lady Diana Beauclerk: amateur artist (1734- 
1808). 
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JOHNSON. “Nay, Sir, you shall know their 
fate no further.” 

BoswELL. “Then the world must be left in 
the dark. It must be said (assuming a mock sol- 
emnity), he scraped them and let them dry, 
but what he did with them next, he never 
could be prevailed upon to tell.” 

JOHNSON. ‘“‘Nay. Sir, you should say it more 
emphatically:—he could not be prevailed upon, 
even by his dearest friends, to tell... .” 

Talking of biography, I said, in writing a 
life, a man’s peculiarities should be mentioned, 
because they mark his character. 

Jounson. “Sir, there is no doubt as to pe- 
culiarities: the question is, whether a man’s 
vices should be mentioned. . . .” 

When Lord Hailes and he sat one morning 

calmly conversing in my house at Edinburgh, | 
well remember that Dr. Johnson maintained 
that, “If a man is to write a panegyric,’® he 
may keep vices out of sight; but if he professes 
to write a life, he must represent it really as it 
was... .” 
He sometimes could not bear being teased 
with questions. I was once present when a gen- 
tleman asked so many, as, “What did you do, 
Sir?” “What did you say, Sir?” that he at last 
grew enraged, and said, ‘I will not be put to 
the question. Don’t you consider, Sir, that 
these are not the manners of a gentleman? | 
will not be baited with what and why; what is 
this? what is that? why is a cow’s tail long? why 
is a fox’s tail bushy?” 

The gentleman, who was a good deal out of 
countenance, said, “Why, Sir, you are so good, 
that I venture to trouble you.” 

JOHNSON, “Sir, my being so good is no rea- 
son why you should be so #/i. . . .” 

The gentleman who had dined with us at 
Dr. Percy’s’? came in. Johnson attacked the 
Americans with intemperate vehemence of 
abuse. I said something in their favor; and add- 
ed, that I was always sorry, when he talked 
on that subject. This, it seems, exasperated 


18. panegyric: poem or other work of praise. 
19. Dr. Percy’s: referring to Thomas Percy (1729- 
1811), editor. 


him; though he said nothing at the time. The 
cloud was charged with sulfurous vapor, which 
was afterwards to burst in thunder. We talked 
of a gentleman who was running out his for- 
tune in London; and I said, “We must get him 
out of it. All his friends must quarrel with him, 
and that will soon drive him away.” 

JOHNSON. “Nay, Sir, we'll send you to him. 
If your company does not drive a man out of 
his house, nothing will.” 

This was a horrible shock, for which there 


was no visible cause. I afterwards asked him 
why he had said so harsh a thing. 

JOHNSON. “Because, Sir, you made me angry 
about the Americans.” 

BOSWELL. “But why did you not take your 
revenge directly?” 

JOHNSON (smiling). “Because, Sir, I had 
nothing ready. A man cannot strike till he has 
his weapons.” 

This was a candid and pleasant confession. 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


Nec 


Recalling 

1. Name three advantages that Boswell cites as 
qualifications for being Johnson’s biographer. 

2. What peculiar value does Boswell feel his bi- 
ography has? What justifies Boswell in ‘‘pre- 
serving rather too many of Johnson’s sayings, 
than too few”? 

3. Briefly summarize the circumstances of Bos- 
well's first encounter with Johnson. 

4. What compliment does Johnson pay Boswell at 
the end of the anecdote about the Seville or- 
anges? 


Interpreting 

5. Describe and explain one instance of John- 
son’s wit. 

6. On the whole, how does Johnson regard Bos- 
well? Are his emotions consistent or do they 
vary? Refer to specific conversations in the se- 
lection. 


LITERARY FOCUS 
Biography and Autobiography 

A biography is an account of a person’s life 
and character. As the form has developed, biog- 
raphies have become more personal, conveying 
more of the subject’s day-to-day life, ideas, and 
telationship to society. The modern biography of- 
fen has a psychological orientation and attempts 
to describe the subconscious motivations of its 
subject. 

When Dr. Johnson suggested that each per- 


son’s life is best related by that individual, he was 
recommending autobiography, a person’s nar- 
rative of his or her own life. Autobiographies are 
not always the most accurate accounts; a person 
may forget events or wish to hide certain facts. 
They can, however, offer intricate insights into a 
person’s self-concept. 


Thinking About Biography and Autobiography 

1. Do you agree that a biographer should be ab- 
solutely truthful? Why or why not? 

2. How would you describe Boswell’s aititude to- 
ward Johnson? Do you think he presents 
Johnson with an unbiased point of view? 

3. In what ways might The Life of Johnson have 
been different had it been an autobiography? 


COMPOSITION 


Citing Evidence 

#6 Write a brief essay in which you describe 
Johnson. Begin with a physical description, 
then discuss his character traits, and then his 
beliefs. Be sure to cite as evidence for your 
points specific details from Boswell’s work. For 
help with this assignment, refer to Lesson 3 in 
the Writing About Literature Handbook at the 
back of this book. 


Writing a Biographical Sketch 

& Write a brief biographical sketch, using specific 
situations to portray the character of a person. 
Use some of Boswell’s techniques, such as in- 
cluding dialogue, using detail to describe sur- 
roundings, and recording your own reactions. 
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Thomas Gray = 1716-1771 


Although Thomas Gray wrote few poems during his lifetime, his 
place in eighteenth-century literature is distinctive and assured 
primarily because of one poem, “Elegy Written in a Country 
Churchyard.” Gray is also perhaps the most important transitional 
figure between the neoclassical writers of the seventeenth and 
eighteenth centuries (those who applied the literary standards and 
forms of ancient Greece and Rome to their writing) and the 
Romantic poets of the early nineteenth century. While Gray used 
many traditional neoclassical techniques—personified concepts such 
as Fame and Fate, elevated poetic language, and classical forms—his 
love of nature and belief in the common man anticipated important 
ideals of the Romantic poets. 

Gray was, before anything else, a scholar. He studied Greek and 
Latin intensively and eventually became a professor at Cambridge 
University. However, like some other professors of his day, he never 
gave a single lecture. Rather than teaching, he spent his time advising 
students and exploring the libraries, where his studies led him to 
discover the little-known beauties of English and Scottish ballads and 
Welsh and Norse literature that would later become important to the 
Romantics. 

Gray was not eager to have his poetry published. In 1748 a friend 
sponsored the anonymous publication of Gray’s first three poems. In 
1751 Gray allowed his “Elegy Written in a Country Churchyard” to 
be printed only because he had heard that an imperfect version was 
about to be published without his consent. Because he felt that a 
gentleman should not accept payment for writing poetry, he let his 
publisher keep all the profits. In 1757 he was offered the position of 
poet laureate (poet to the royal family), an honor he declined. He 
published several more small volumes of poetry before his death in 
1771. 

Gray’s poetic Output was small because he composed each poem 
with painstaking care, phrasing and rephrasing until he felt that each 
was perfect. Despite the fact that his language is often artificial (he 
believed that “the language of the age is never the language of 
poetry’), his poems are clear and genuine expressions of deep 
feeling. 

Gray's “Elegy Written in a Country Churchyard,” which was begun 
after the death of his close friend Richard West, took Gray nine vears 
to complete. The “Elegy” remains his best-known and most beloved 
poem. Even Samuel Johnson, who in general did not admire Gray's 
work, wrote, “The Churchyard abounds with images which find a 
mirror in every mind, and with sentiments to which every bosom 
returns an echo.” Indeed, the “Elegy” is one of the world’s most 
famous poems and has been translated into many languages. 
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Thomas Gray 


Elegy Written in a 
Country Churchyard 


The curfew tolls the knell of parting day, 
The lowing herd wind slowly o’er the lea,’ 
The plowman homeward plods his weary way, 
And leaves the world to darkness and to me. 


5 Now fades the glimmering landscape on the sight, 
And all the air a solemn stillness holds, 
Save where the beetle wheels his droning flight, 
And drowsy tinklings lull the distant folds; 


Save that from yonder ivy-mantled tower 
10 The moping owl does to the moon complain 
Of such, as wandering near her secret bower, 
Molest her ancient solitary reign. 


Beneath those rugged elms, that yew-tree’s shade, 
Where heaves the turf in many a moldering heap, 
+; Each in his narrow cell forever laid, 
The rude? forefathers of the hamlet sleep. 


The breezy call of incense-breathing Morn, 
The swallow twittering from the straw-built shed, 
The cock’s shrill clarion, or the echoing horn,” 
20 No more shall rouse them from their lowly bed. 


For them no more the blazing hearth shall burn, 
ict busy housewife ply her evening care; 

No children run to lisp their sire’s return, 
Jr climb his knees the envied kiss to share. 


26 Oft did the harvest to their sickle yield, 
Their furrow oft the stubborn glebe* has broke; 
How jocund did they drive their team afield! 
How bowed the woods beneath their sturdy stroke! 


Let not Ambition mock their useful toil, 
.% Their homely joys, and destiny obscure; 


1. lea: meadow. 3. horn: hunter’s horn. 
2. rude: uneducated. 4. glebe: soil. 
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Nor Grandeur hear, with a disdainful smile, 
The short and simple annals of the poor. 


The boast of heraldry,’ the pomp of power, 
And all that beauty, all that wealth e’er gave, 
35 Awaits alike the inevitable hour. 
The paths of glory lead but to the grave. 


Nor you, ye proud, impute to these the fault, 
If Memory o’er their tomb no trophies® raise, 
Where through the long-drawn aisle and fretted vault’ 
40 The pealing anthem swells the note of praise. 


Can storied urn® or animated’ bust 

Back to its mansion call the fleeting breath? 
Can Honor’s voice provoke’® the silent dust, 

Or Flattery southe the dull cold ear of Death? 


45 Perhaps in this neglected spot is laid 
Some heart once pregnant with celestial fire; 
Hands that the rod of empire might have swayed, 
Or waked to ecstasy the living lyre. 


But Knowledge to their eyes her ample page 
50 Rich with the spoils of time did ne’er unroll; 
Chill Penury repressed their noble rage, 
And froze the genial current of the soul. 


Full many a gem of purest ray serene, 
The dark unfathomed caves of ocean bear: 
55 Full many a flower is born to blush unseen, 
And waste its sweetness on the desert air. 
Some village Hampden,"’ that with dauntless breast 
The little tyrant of his fields withstood; 


5. heraldry: coat of arms; noble birth. 

6. trophies: pictures or figures symbolizing the 
achievements of the dead person. 

7. fretted vault: church ceiling decorated with 
a pattern of intersecting straight lines. 

8. storied urn: funeral urn bearing a story of 
the deceased in pictures. 

9. animated: lifelike. 

10. provoke: move to life. 

11. Hampden: John Hampden (1594-1643), a 
heroic statesman who fought against unfair 
taxation. 
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60 


65 


70 


fab 


a0 


85 


90 


Some mute inglorious Milton’* here may rest, 


Some Cromwell’® guiltless of his country’s blood. 


The applause of listening senates to command, 
The threats of pain and ruin to despise, 

To scatter plenty o’er a smiling land, 
And read their history in a nation’s eyes, 


Their lot forbade: nor circumscribed alone 
‘Their growing virtues, but their crimes confined; 
Forbade to wade through slaughter to 4 throne, 
And shut the gates of mercy on mankind, 


The struggling pangs of conscious truth to hide, 
To quench the blushes of ingenucus shame, 
Or heap the shrine of Luxury and Pride 
With incense kindlcd at the Muse’s flame. 


Far from the madding'* crowd’s ignoble strife, 
Their sober wishes never learned to stray; 
Along the cool sequestered vale of life 
They kept the noiseless tenor of their way. 


Yet ev’n these bones from insult to protect 
Some frail memorial still erected nigh, 


With uncouth’? rhymes and shapeless sculpture decked, 


Implores the passing triiute of a sigh. 


Their name, their years, spelt by the unlettered Muse, 


The place of fame and elegy supply: 
And many a holy text around she strews, 
That teach the rustic moralist to die. 


For who to dumb Forgetfulness a prey, 
This pleasing anxious being e’er resigned, 
Left the warm precincts of the cheerful day, 
Nor cast one longing, lingering look behind? 


On some fond breast the parting soul relies, 
Some pious drops the closing eye requires; 


12. Milton: John Milton (1608-1674), one of the 
greatest English poets. 

13. Cromwell: Oliver Cromwell (1599-1658), 
great English statesman and general who was 
nonetheless responsible for much bloodshed. 

14. madding: frenzied. 

15. uncouth: innocently artless. 
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Ev’n from the tomb the voice of Nature cries, 
Ev’n in our ashes live their wonted fires. 


For thee,’° who mindful of the unhonored dead 
Dost in these lines their artless tale relate; 
95 If chance, by lonely contemplation led, 
Some kindred spirit shall inquire thy fate, 
Haply'” some hoary-headed"*® swain may say, 
“Oft have we seen him at the peep of dawn 
Brushing with hasty steps the dews away 
100 To meet the sun upon the upland lawn. 


“There at the foot of yonder nodding beech 
That wreathes its old fantastic roots so high, 
His listless length at noontide would he stretch, 
And pore upon the brook that babbles by. 


105 “Hard by yon wood, now smiling as in scorn, 
Muttering his wayward fancies he would ‘ove, 
Now drooping, woeful wan, like one forlorn, 
Or crazed with care, or crossed in hopeless love. 


“One morn I missed him on the customed hill, 
110 Along the heath, and near his favorite tree; 
Another came; nor yet beside the rill, 
Nor up the lawn, nor at the wood was he; 


“The next with dirges due in sad array 
Slow through the churchway path we saw him borne. 
i+; Approach and read (for thou canst read) the lay, 
Graved on the stone beneath yon aged thorn.”’” 


The Epitaph” 
Here rests bis head upon the lap of Earth 
A youth to Fortune and to Fame unknown. 
Fair Science frowned not on his bumble birth, 
120 And Melancholy marked him for ber own. 


16, thee: Gray is addressing himself. 

17. Haply: perhaps. 

18. hoary-headed: white-haired. 

19. thorn: hawthorn tree. 

20. Epitaph: an inscription on a tombstone; a 
brief poem composed in memory of someone 
who has died. 
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; 
i 


Large was his bounty, and his soul sincere, 
Heaven did a recompense as largely send: 
He gave to Misery all be had, a tear, 
He gained from Heaven (‘twas all he wished) a friend. 


125 No farther seek his merits to disclose, 
Or draw his frailties from their dread abode 
(There they alike in trembling hope repose), 
The bosom of bis Father and his God. 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


Recalling 

1. According to lines 13-16, what lies beneath 
the rugged elms and the yew-tree’s shade? 

2. Name five of the ‘homely joys” from lines 17- 
30 that will no longer be experienced. 

3. In lines 33-36 what do heraldry, power, 
beauty, and weaith all await? What path will 
they all follow? 

4. In lines 45-48 and lines 57-60 what does 
Gray speculate that some of the country peo- 
ple might have had the potential to become? 
In lines 73-76 what does he say the country 
people did? 

5. To whom is Gray referring in lines 93-116? 
What observations does the swain make in 
lines 97-116? 


Interpreting 

6. What kind of person is described in the epi- 
taph? What does this person have in common 
with the other kinds of people mentioned in the 
elegy? 

7, What kinds of life does Gray refer to in the el- 
egy? How do they differ? Which does Gray 
seem to prefer? 

8. What truths common to all humankind do you 
think Gray is expressing? 


Extending 
9. In what ways are Gray’s statements about hu- 
man nature siill valid in today’s world? 


LITERARY FOCUS 


egancanuc tb alonsaeiisacit: 


The Elegy : 
Although the elegy has a long tradition dating 


from Latin and Greek literature, it was only in the 
sixteenth century that it gained its modern defini- 
tion: a serious poem lamenting the death of an in- 
dividual or a group of individuals. The elegy is a 
poem of mourning, but the poet often finds con- 
solation in contemplation of’a common human 
truth. The elegiac stanza, a form often but not 
always used in the elegy, consists of four iambic 
pentameter lines rhyming abab. 


Thinking About the Elegy 

—& What does Gray’s “Elegy” mourn? Is it just the 
death of one individual or does it go beyond? 
Cite evidence from the poem. 


VOCABULARY 
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Expressive Verbs and Adjectives 

In “Elegy Written in a Country Churchyard” 
Thomas Gray uses a rich variety of strong, ex- 
pressive verbs and adjectives. Select five 
verbs and five adjectives from the following list 
of words from Gray’s poem, and write five sen- 
tences of your own, using a different combina- 
tion of verb and adjective for each one. 


Verbs Adjectives 
plods glimmering 
wheels droning 
lull moldering 
heaves breezy 
rouse jocund 

ply fleeting 
drive - serene 
impute dauntless 
implores sequestered 
strews artless 
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Robert Burns 1759-1796 


Robert Burns, still celebrated as a Scottish national hero, wrote 
simple lyrics that continue to capture the imagination of readers 
around the world. Although dignified literary circles immediately 
recognized Burns’s genius, his poetic voice was that of the Scottish 
peasant. Even when he was fully accepted by Edinburgh high society, 
he never lost his connection to the land and to the simple people 
who ‘inspired his poetry. 

Burns, the son of a poor farmer, spent his childhood reading not 
only the great body of English literature but also all the traditional 
Scottish poets. Although he liked to portray himself as an artist 
whose work was the spontaneous overflow of natural feeling, he was 
actually quite well educated by the time he began to write, and his 
work reflects his wide reading. Songs that seem naive are actually 
elaborately crafted lyrics based on a long Scottish tradition. Poems 
that appear to be simple commentaries on day-to-day life are in 
reality subtle satires in the best neoclassical tradition. Burns was not 
altogether unaware of the conflict between his image as poet of the 
common people and the reality of his acceptance by high society. 
Although he spent much time in Edinburgh after the brilliant success 
of his first volume of poems, he soon realized that once the novelty 
of being the “peasant-poet” wore off, the upper classes with whom 
he mingled might lose interest. In 1788 he returned to farming and 
became a devoted father and family man, but he continued to write 
and edit several collections of Scottish songs. 

Burns wrote many poems in standard English, but his best work 
is in Scottish dialect that, if difficult to understand today, nonetheless 
evokes the true spirit of the Scottish peasant. There is a heartiness to 
his language, a generosity that is underscored by a tenderness for 
both the natural and the human worlds. Burns was a great believer 
in the values of the American and French revolutions: democracy, 
equality, and justice. These values infuse both his long lyrics and his 
more than three hundred songs. The songs, on which his reputation 
rests, celebrate the joy of being human, of loving, working, laughing 
with friends, or standing up for one’s country. On the basis of his 
songs, which talk of common people in common language, Burns is 
often called a pre-Romantic, a precursor to Wordsworth (page 326). 

Sadly enough, Burns’s devotion to his country and to the peasant 
life was the cause of his early death. He had developed a heart 
disease from overly strenuous work on his father’s farm as a boy, 
and he finally succumbed to it at the age of thirty-seven. But Burns 
the poet lives on in spirit when every year on New Year's Eve 
people join hands and sing his beautiful song, “Auld Lang Syne.” 
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Robert Burns 


A Man’s a Man for A’ That 


Is there, for honest poverty, 
That hangs his head, and a’ that? 
The coward slave, we pass him by, 
We dare be poor for a’ that! 
5 For a’ that, and a’ that, 
Our toils obscure, and a’ that; 
The rank is but the guinea’s stamp,’ 
The man’s the gowd? for a’ that. 


What tho’ on hamely fare we dine, 
i 10 Wear hodden-gray,’ and a’ that; 
Gie fools their silks, and knaves their wine, 
A man’s a man for a’ that: 
For a’ that, and a’ that, 
Their tinsel show, and a’ that; 
4 The honest man, though e’er sae poor, 
Is king o’ men for a’ that. 


Ye see yon birkie,* ca’d a lord, 
Wha struts, and stares, and a’ that; 
Though hundreds worship at his word, 


1, guinea’s stamp: picture stamped superficially 
on a coin to show its value. 

2. gowd: gold. 

3. hodden-gray: the coarse gray cloth of the 
poor. 

4. birkie: young man. 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


Recalling 

1, In stanza 2 who does Burns say is the king? 

2, How does the independent man respond to the 
lord who struts, according to stanza 3? 

3, Name three qualities that place the honest 
man above the marquis and duke, according to 
stanza 4. 

4, In the last stanza for what does Burns pray? 
What does he say is yet to come? 


20 He's but a coof? for a’ that: 
For a’ that, and a’ that, 
His riband, star, and a’ that 
The man of independent mind, 
He looks and laughs at a’ that. 


25 A prince can mak a belted knight, 
A marquis, duke, and a’ that; 
But an honest man’s aboon® his might, 
Guid faith he mauna fa’’ that! 
For a’ that, and a’ that, 
30 Their dignities, and a’ that, 
The pith o’ sense, and pride o° worth, 
Are higher rank than a’ that. 


Then let us pray that come it may, 
As come it will for a’ that, 
35 That sense and worth, o’er a’ the earth, 
May bear the gree,® an’ a’ that. 
For a’ that, and a’ that, 
It’s coming yet, for a’ that, 
That man to man, the warld o’er 
40 Shall brothers be for a’ that. 


. coof: fool. 

aboon: above. 

mauna fa’: must not get. 

bear the gree: get the reward. 


DUAW 


Interpreting 

5. Which characteristics does Burns suggest be- 
long only to the rich? Only to the poor? 

6. Which does Burns seem to favor, the rich or 
the poor? Support your answer. 

7. Explain the views of brotherhood that Burns 
expresses in the poem. 


Extending 
8. Do you think Burns’s views of the rich in any 
way contradict his idea of brotherhood? 
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Robert Burns 


To a Mouse > 


On Turning Her up in Her Nest with 
the Plow, November, 1785 


Wee, sleekit, cow’rin, tim’rous beastie, 
O, what a panic’s in thy breastie! 
Thou need na start awa sae hasty 
Wi’ bickering brattle!' 
I wad be laith? to rin an’ chase thee 
Wi’ murd’ring pattle!’ 


I’m truly sorry man’s dominion 

Has broken Nature’s social union, 

An’ justifies that ill opinion 
Which makes thee startle 

At me, thy poor, earth-born companion, 
An’ fellow-mortal! 


I doubt na, whiles,* but thou may thieve; 
What then? poor beastie, thou maun’” live! 
A daimen-icker in a thrave® 

*S a sma’ request: 
I'll get a blessin wi’ the lave,’ 

An’ never miss ’t! 


Thy wee-bit housie, too, in ruin! 

Its silly wa’s the win’s are strewin’! 

An’ naething, now, to big® a new ane, 
O’ foggage” green! 


Wi’. . . brattle: in sudden flight. 

wad be laith: would be loath. 

pattle: paddle used to clean a plow. 

. whiles: sometimes. 

maun: must. 

daimen. . . thrave: an occasional ear of 
grain from a shock. 

7. lave: rest. 

8. big: build. 

9. foggage: rough grass. 


AWRY N 
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An’ bleak December’s winds ensuin’, 
Baith snell'® an’ keen! 


25 Thou saw the fields laid bare and waste, 


An’ weary winter comin’ fast, 

An’ cozie here, beneath the blast, 
Thou thought to dwell, 

Till crash! the cruel coulter’’ passed 


30 Out-through thy cell. 


35 To thole’™* the winter’s sleety dribble, 


40 Gang aft a-gley,’’ 


45 But och! I backward cast my e’e 


10. 
11. 
12. 
13. 
14. 
15. 
16. 
17. 


That wee-bit heap o’ leaves an’ stibble | 

Hast cost thee mony a weary nibble! 

Now thou’s turned out, for a’ thy trouble, 
But’? house or hald,'* 


An’ cranreuch’® cauld! 


But Mousie, thou art no thy lane," 
In proving foresight may be vain: 
The best-laid schemes ©’ mice an’ men 


An’ lea’e us nought but grief an’ pain, 
For promised joy. 


Still thou art blest, compared wi’ me! 
The present only toucheth thee: 


On prospects drear! 
An’ forward though I canna see, 
T guess an’ fear! 


snell: sharp. 

coulter: cutter on a plow. 

But: without. 

hald: home. 

thole: withstand. 

cranreuch: frost. 

no thy lane: not alone. 

Gang . . . a-gley: go often awry. 


John Anderson My Jo 


John Anderson my jo,’ John, 
When we were first acquent, 

Your locks were like the raven, 
Your bonie? brow was brent: 

5 But now your brow is beld,* John, 
Your locks are like the snow; 
But blessings on your frosty pow,’ 

John Anderson my Jo. 


1, jo: joy (friendly address). 
2. bony: beautiful 

3, brent: unwrinkled. 

4. beld: bald. 

5. pow: head. 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


To a Mouse 


Recalling 

1. According to stanza 2, what has man’s domin- 
ion broken? Who are fellow-mortals? 

2. What has happened to the mouse’s house, ac- 
cording to stanza 4? 

4. According to stanza 7, what often happens to 
the “best-laid schemes”? What are we left 
with in the end? 

4,Why is the mouse blessed compared with 
Burns, according to the last stanza? 


Interpreting 

§. What is Burns’s view of the mouse’s misfor- 
tune? What does this view suggest about his 

attitude toward nature? 

; 6. What do Burns’s comments about the mouse’s 

plight reveal about his own personality? 


John Anderson my jo, John, 

10 We clamb® the hill thegither; 
And mony’ a canty® day, John, 
We've had wi’ ane anither: 

Now we maun? totter down, John, 
And hand in hand we'll go, 
15 And sleep thegither at the foot, 
John Anderson, my Jo. 


. Clamb: climbed. 
mony: many. 
canty: cheerful, merry. 
maun: must. 


ODD 


John Anderson My Jo 


Recalling 

1. Describe John Anderson as he is depicted in 
stanza 1. Describe him as depicted in stanza 
2. 

2. According to stanza 2, what did John Ander- 
son and the speaker do together? 


Interpreting 

3. What is the main difference in John Anderson 
from stanza 1 to stanza 2? 

4. What might the hill and the foot of the hill each 
represent? 

5. What does the poem suggest about Burns's at- 
titude toward old age? 


Extending 
6. Why do you think Burns’s poems appealed so 
much to Scottish peasants? 
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William Blake — 1757-1827 


William Blake was a poet, artist, and mystic—a transitional figure in 
English literature who followed no style but his own. Blake grew up 
in the middle of London, surrounded by the grit and poverty of the 
new industrial age. His family was poor, and Blake received virtually 
no education as a child. When he was ten, however, his father was 
wble ta send him ta cirawing school, and at fourteen he was 
apprenticed to an engraver. As an apprentice he had time to read 
widely and began to write the first of his poetry, realizing early that 
he was not content to follow the artistic and literary values of the 
day. 

In 1778, when he had completed his apprenticeship, Blake 
became a professional engraver and earned a living over the next 
twenty years by supplying booksellers and publishers with 
copperplate engravings. In 1789 he published a volume of lyrical 
poems called Songs of Innocence. Songs of Experience, a companion 
volume to Songs of Innocence, meant to be read in conjunction with 
it, followed in 1794. The two works contrast with each other: One 
deals with good, passivity, and reason; the other, with evil, violence, 
and emotion. They were the first of Blake’s books to be illustrated, 
engraved, and printed on copperplates by a process of his own. 
Blake’s engravings and paintings are an important part of his artistic 
expression, for the verbal and visual work together to evoke one 
unified impression. Blake himself manufactured all his poems that 
appeared during his lifetime. 

As Blake grew older, he became more and more caught up in his | 
mystical faith and his visions of a heavenly world. As a child he was 
fascinated by the Bible and by the ideas of the German mystic Jacob 
Boehme. Blake’s heavily symbolic later works, including The Marriage | 
of Heaven and Hell (1790), The Gates of Paradise (1793), and 
Jerusalem (1804), reflect his ever-deepening reflections about God 
and man. His interest in the supernatural and his imaginative 
experimentation with his art and verse classify him, like Robert 
Burns, as a pre-Romantic. During the last twenty years of his life, 
Blake’s genius as an artist. especially evident in his illustrations of | 
Chaucer's Canterbury pilgrims, Dante’s Divine Comedy, and the Book 
of Job, overshadowed his work as a poet. | 

| 


Toward the end of his life, Blake had a small group of devoted 
followers, but when he died at seventy his work was virtually 
unknown. The Romantics praised his Songs of Innocence and Songs 
of Experience, but the full extent of his creative genius went largely 
unrecognized for over half a century after his death. Although 
scholars today continue to puzzle over the complex philosophical | 
symbolism of his later works, all readers can appreciate the delicate 
lyricism of his Songs of Innocence and Songs of Experience. 
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in 


William Blake 


The Lamb 


Little Lamb, who made thee? 

Dost thou know who made thee? 
Gave thee life and bid thee feed, 
By the stream and o’er the mead;' 
Gave thee clothing of delight, 
Softest clothing woolly bright; 


The Tiger 


Tiger! Tiger! burning bright 
In the forests of the night, 
What immortal hand or eye 


Could frame thy fearful symmetry? 


5 In what distant deeps or skies 


. Burnt the fire of thine eyes? 
On what wings dare he aspire? 
What the hand, dare seize the fire? 


Gave thee such a tender voice, 
Making all the vales rejoice! 
Little Lamb who made thee? 
Dost thou know who made thee? 
And what shoulder and what art, 
10 Could twist the sinews of thy heart? 
And when thy heart began to beat, 
What dread hand? and what dread feet? 


Little Lamb I'll tell thee, 
Little Lamb Ill tell thee! 
He is called by thy name, 
For he calls himself a Lamb, 
5 He is meek and he is mild, 
He became a little child: 
1a child and thou a lamb, 
We are calléd by his name. 
Little Lamb God bless thee. 
Little Lamb God bless thee. 


What the hammer? what the chain? 
In what furnace was thy brain? 

15 What the anvil? what dread grasp 
Dare its deadly terrors clasp? 


When the stars threw down their spears, 
And water’d heaven with their tears, 
Did he smile his work to see? 

20 Did he who made the Lamb make thee? 


1. mead: wet, grassy land. 


Tiger! tiger! burning bright 
In the forests of the night, 
What immortal hand or eye 
Dare frame thy fearful symmetry? 


_ The title page from Songs of Innocence, a 
volume of poetry written, illustrated, and 
printed by William Blake. 


Weta dhake 


William Blake 


A Poison Tree 


I was angry with my friend: 

I told my wrath, my wrath did end. 
I was angry with my foe: 

I told it not, my wrath did grow. 


5 And I watered it in fears, 
Night and morning with my tears; 
And J sunnéd it with smiles, 
And with soft deceitful wiles. 


And it grew both day and night, 
10 Till it bore an apple bright. 

And my foe beheld it shine, 

And he knew that it was mine, 


And into my garden stole, 
When the night had veiled the pole; 
15 In the morning glad I see 


My foe outstretched beneath the tree. 


1. pole: sky; heavens. 


The Sick Kose 


O Rose, thou art sick. 
The invisible worm 

That flies in the night 
In the howling storm 


5 Has found out thy bed 
Of crimson joy, 
And his dark secret love 
Does thy life destroy. 
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STUDY QUESTIONS 
The Lamb 


Recalling 


1. 


In stanza 1 what does the speaker ask the 
lamb? What three things does the speaker say 
were given to the lamb? 

What adjectives describe the lamb? What ad- 
jectives describe his maker? 

According to stanza 2, what does the maker 
call himself? What did he become? 


Interpreting 


4. 


Who does the poem suggest made the lamb? 
By what name are the speaker and the lamb 
called? 

What do you think the lamb represents? Cite 
evidence from the poem to support your an- 
swer. 


6. Describe the overall tone of the poem. Which 
details contribute to this tone? 

The Tiger 

Recalling 


1. 


What question does the speaker ask at the 
end of the first stanza? What question does he 


.ask at the end of the last stanza? How is the 


wording of the questions different? 

In stanza 4 what does the speaker suggest 
has shaped the tiger’s ‘fearful symmetry”? 
What two questions does the speaker ask in 
stanza 5? 


Interpreting 


4. 


5. 


6. 


What central metaphor does the speaker use 
to describe the tiger’s maker? 

What might the tiger represent? Explain your | 
answer. 
How do you think the speaker would answer | 
the question, ‘Did he who made the Lamb 
make thee?” 
How is the meaning of the question in the first 
and last stanzas changed by the change in_ 
wording? What lines in the poem seem to in- ° 
spire the change in wording? 


A Poison Tree 


Recalling 


1. 


What happened to the anger the speaker felt 
for his friend? Why? What happened to the an- 
ger he felt for his foe? Why? | 


2. How did the speaker nurture his anger? What 
was finally produced? 

3. What did the foe do, and what was his fate? 
How did the speaker react? 


Interpreting 

4. Do you think the foe’s death in the fourth 
stanza is literal or symbolic? Explain your an- 
swer, 

5, What does the poem say about human nature? 
Which way of dealing with anger seems more 
sensible? 


The Sick Rose 


Recalling 

1. What adjective is used to describe the rose in 
line 1? What adjective describes the worm in 
line 2? 

2, What specifically destroys the rose’s life? 


Interpreting 

3. Write a sentence describing the literal, or ex- 
act, meaning of the poem. 

4, Write a sentence or two describing a more 
symbolic interpretation of the poem. What 
words and details suggest that something 
more than the literal meaning is intended? 


VIEWPOINT 


In a discussion of Blake’s Songs of Innocence 
and Songs of Experience, the critic Robert F. 
Gleckner writes that the point of view of the 
speaker 


is unobtrusive [does not call attention to it- 
self], but many times a faithful interpretation 
of the poem depends upon a correct deter- 
mination of the speaker and perspective. 


@ What different points of view can you find in 
the four Blake poems you have read? How 
does each relate to the meaning of the poem? 
Do you agree that the speaker’s point of view 
is unobtrusive? 


LITERARY FOCUS 


Symbolism 

A symboi is an object, person, piace, or ex- 
perience that stands for something more than it- 
self, Symbols are more complex than metaphors, 


for they often carry a wide range of connotations. 
For instance, a stop sign is not a symbol because 
it means only one specific thing: The motorist 
must stop. An American flag is a symbol, for it 
suggests not only the United States, but also the 
values of freedom, justice, and equality. 

The use of symbols in a literary work is called 
symbolism. Writers vary a great deal in their use 
of symbols. To one, the sun might be a symbol of 
monarchy and power, yet to another it might rep- 
resent the benevolent forces of nature. A symbol 
intensifies and elevates the meaning of what is 
being symbolized far beyond the importance of 
the individual item itself. 


4 


Thinking About Symbolism wie 

=] in “The Sick Rose” what might the rose sym-” 
bolize? What other qualities does the rose sug- 
gest? What might the worm symbolize? 


COMPOSITION 


BooRah ani Eee 


Writing About a ‘Symbol 

i Choose a symbol from one of Blake’s poems 
other than “The Sick Rose.” First explain the 
specific meaning of the symbol in the poem. 
Then discuss the significance of the symbol to 
the poem as a whole, and explain how it re- 
lates to the theme of the poem. For help with 
this assignment, see Lesson 5 in the Writing 
About Literature Handbook at the back of this 
book. 


Writing a Description 

3 On the basis of their imagery, visualize two of 
Blake’s poems as paintings, and write a de- 
scription of each. Specify the colors, style, and 
images in each painting as well as its overall 
mood. You may wish, instead, to make the ac- 
tual paintings. 


COMPARING WRITERS 


a Both Bums and Blake are considered pre-Ro- 
mantics. Romantic writers were experimental 
and imaginative. They used spontaneous, nat- 
ural diction to describe ordinary situations in- 
volving common people living in rural settings. 
Discuss why Burns and Blake can be consid- 
ered pre-Romantics. Cite examples from their 
poems to support your points. 
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READING FOR 
APPRECIATION 


Implication and Inference 


When we read, as when we 
listen, we can deepen our appre- 
ciation of what is being said by 
looking for implications and 
making inferences. Be careful 
not to confuse these two terms: 
Remember that the writer or 
speaker implies and the reader 
or listener infers. Drawing the 
proper inference, understanding 
the writer’s implication, is illu- 


minating and often pleasurable 


and is an important part of what 
makes literature an experience 
of discovery. 

In general, we can say that 
more intelligence, more pre- 
cision, more subtlety, more 
grace—in short, more artistry— 
are needed to imply a thought 
or an idea than to stand up, 
open wide one’s mouth, and bel- 
low it forth. A simple line draw- 
ing by a skillful artist can catch 
a person’s essence as well as or 
better than a copiously detailed 
painting. A gesture or a look can 
speak volumes. An implication 
can tell more than a bald state- 
ment and can tell it more di- 
rectly and more powerfully. 

Why is an implication more 
powerful? Rather than being 
told an idea, we discover it for 
ourselves. Arriving at a conclu- 
sion on our own, we understand 
it better and remember it 


longer. Because the idea has in a 
sense come to us from “within” 
(we have inferred it), its impact 
is immeasurably greater. 

Look, for example, at Samuel 
Johnson’s “Letter to Lord Ches- 
terfield.” Despite its brevity, this 
document expresses a_ great 
deal. It is a remarkable instance 
of the penetrating power of im- 
plication. The author begins re- 
spectfully enough and harm- 
lessly, but the second sentence 
already indicates that the letter 
will be no mere note of compla- 
cent thanks: 


. . . To be so distinguished is an 
honor which, being very little 
accustomed to favors from the 
great, I know not well how to 
receive, or in what terms to ac- 
knowledge. 


Johnson acknowledges that he 
has been honored, but at the 
same time he observes that such 
“favors from the great” have 
been few—so few, indeed, that 
he has no idea even how to 
react. He implies that the mat- 
ter extends far beyond grateful- 
ness for this particular favor. 
Lord Chesterfield is in for some- 
thing more. 

With extraordinary concise- 
ness, Johnson demonstrates the 
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essential falseness of the patron- 
age system. After all, Johnson 
explains that he has the arduous 
task of compiling the Dictionary 
without the least assistance from 
Chesterfield, who now wants to 
consider himself Johnson’s pa 
tron. Chesterfield has not given 
“one act of assistance, one word 
of encouragement, or one smile 
of favor.” 

Johnson seems to say, “So 
this is what patrons do—noth- 
ing! So this is what patronage is 
all about: Now I know!” 

To reinforce these _ senti- 
ments, he then alludes to Virgil's 
eighth Eclogue: 


The shepherd in Virgil grew at 
last acquainted with Love, and 
found him a native of the rocks. 


The shepherd bitterly laments 
that love must have been bom 
among barren rocks. By way of 
analogy, Johnson implies that at 
last he has learned the true 
meaning of patronage, and it 
proves most cold and hard, dry 
and unyielding. 

Samuel Johnson _ showed 
great skill in writing a letter 
bristling with implications. A 
careful reader must use skills to | 
untangle, or infer, Johnson's 
meaning and tone. 


IIR TS MT eT reer mm 


THE ENGLISH 


VOICE 


A Human Perspective 


The eighteenth century—the 
age of reason, neoclassicism, or- 
der, and elegance—was a time 
particularly conscious of per- 
spective. In literary and cultural 
terms perspective is a sense of 
pfoportion, of the relationship 
of one thing to another, of one 
person or class or idea or atti- 
tude to another. It was a sense 
of perspective that gave rise to a 
century of reasoned essays, ob- 
jective criticism, and elegant 
satire. 

The eighteenth century de- 
manded not only a_ balanced 
perspective but a human one. 
People were the gauge of what 
was important or what was triv- 
ial, of what was possible and 
what was not. 


Swift 

He observed, how contemptible 
a thing was buman grandeur, 
which could be mimicked by 
such diminutive insects as I. 


Steele 

The imagination took a lovely 
impression Of what was great 
and good; and they who never 
thought of setting up for the art 
of imitation, became them- 
selves imitable characters. 


Addison 
It should be my care... in 
particular that those may not 


make the most noise who have 
the least to sell. 


Pope 

Know then thyself, presume not 
God to scan; 

The proper study of mankind is 
man. 


Johnson 

In this work, when it shall be 
found that much is omitted, let 
it not be forgotten that much 
likewise is performed. 


Gray 
The paths of glory lead but to 
the grave. 


Burns 
The best-laid schemes o’ mice 
an’ men, 


Gang aft a-gley. 


Addison and Steele put Eng- 
lish society into perspective for 
their readers. Swift and Pope did 
more: They put the whole hu- 
man race into perspective. In 
the preface to his Dictionary, 
Johnson used the model of a 
great literary endeavor to put all 
of human endeavor into per- 
spective. Gray and Burns used 
nature to achieve the same vi- 
sion: a human perspective, nei- 
ther too high nor too low, nei- 
ther too large nor too small, but 
balanced, ordered, reasoned. 


Key to Illustrations appears on page 401 


THE 
ROMANTIC 
AGE 


1798-1837 


The intellectuals who lived from 1798 
to about 1837 knew there was some- 
thing unique and dramatic about their 
times, even if no one officially named 
the period the Romantic Age until much 
later in the 1800s. Said one of them, the 
preat essayist William Hazlitt, “There 
was a mighty ferment in the heads of 
statesmen and poets, kings and pceo- 
ple. . . . It was a time Of promise, a re- 
newal of the wortd—and of letters.” 
During this period much of Europe in- 
cluding England—and eventually “Amer- 
ica—expertienced a monumental up- 
heaval in political, economic, social, and 
philosophical systems. Revolutionary at- 
titudes crashed across the Old World, 
and out of the new energy came a new 
literature. 


The Political Background 


During the early 1800s the French situ- 
ation dominated England’s foreign pol- 
icy. The French Revolution had begun in 
1789 as a protest against royal despo- 
tism, an assertion of the equality of peo- 
ple. In its early phases the French Reyo- 
lution had seemed to offer great hope 
for common people. At the outbreak of 
the French Revolution, most enlightened 
people in Great Britain had felt sympa- 
thy for the democratic ideals of the rev- 
olutionaries in France, Yet once the rev- 
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olutionary government in France 
had achieved power, it resorted 
to brutality. The violence—no- 
tably, the massacres of impris- 
oned nobility; the execution of 
King Louis XVI and his wife, 
Marie Antoinette; and the guil- 
lotining of thousands during the 
Reign of Terror (1793-1794) 
under Robespierre—made con- 
tinued English sentiment in fa- 
vor of the French Revolution 
difficult, if not completely im- 
possible. 

Furthermore, in 1793 revo- 
lutionary France declared war 
on England. From that point un- 
til 1815, with no more than a brief 
respite, England and France 
were engaged in the Napoleonic 
Wars. Napoleon Bonaparte—a 
brilliant young Corsican, one 
of the most successful military 
Strategists the world has ever 
known, and originally a cham- 
pion of the French Revolution— 
gained control of France and be- 
came emperor in 1804. 

The British fought Napoleon 
on land and sea. Admiral Horatio 
Nelson became a British national 
hero by completely annihilating 
French naval power at the Battle 
of Trafalgar (1805) off the coast 
of Spain. Napoleon remained 
victorious on land until another 
British hero, the Duke of Wel- 
lington, beat Napoleon’s armies 
in Spain and then, in the fatal 
blow, at the Battle of Water- 
loo, in 1815. Subsequently, the 
peace conference, the Congress 
of Vienna, restored the absolute 
monarchies to France and to 
other European nations whose 


Detail, 7he Battle of Trafalgar, 21 October 
1805, |. M. W. Turner, 1823. 


had 


royalty Napoleon over- 
thrown in his attempt to domi- 
nate Europe. With the return of 
France to its prerevolutionary 
condition, the hopes of demo- 
cratic idealists were crushed. 

During this period of conflict 
with France, England had severe 
domestic political problems as 
well. To begin with, England’s 
Hanoverian king, George II, was 
on the throne (from 1760 to 
1820), but in 1811 he was de- 
clared permanently and incur- 
ably insane. His son George, the 
Prince of Wales, was made re- 
gent, or stand-in ruler, until the 
father’s death in 1820. Then he 
was crowned George IV and be- 
gan a ten-year reign. He became 
a fiercely intolerant foe of the 
liberal minority. 

Domestic repression against 
political reformers and agitators 
grew severe as the Napoleonic 
Wars with France continued. 
Measures were enacted to re- 
Strict freedoms of assembly, of 
speech, and of the press. 

After Napoleon’s defeat, dis- 
sent and agitation for reform 
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continued, but during the years 
1815 to 1820, the conservative 
Tory party exhibited an unyield- 
ingly repressive attitude toward 
the call for reform from Eng- 
land’s liberals. Workers had no 
legal recourse, for labor unions 
were illegal, nor did workers 
have a vote, and the government 
maintained a policy of Jaissez 
faire, or noninterference. 

In 1830 George IV died and 
was succeeded by his more lib- 
eral brother, William IV. During 
William’s reign the growing 
need for parliamentary reform 
was finally addressed when the 
Parliament passed the historic 
First Reform Bill of 1832. This 
bill extended the right to vote— 
not to the working class but at 
least to much of the newly well. 
to-do middle class. In 1800 less 
than 5 percent of adult males in 


| 


e 


England had the right to vote i 


for Parliament. Finally, in 1832, 
more Englishmen for the first 
time gained the right to elect 
their leaders. 


Life in England During the 
Romantic Age 


The Industrial Revolution had 
begun in the 1760s, ‘and cer. 
tainly by the end of the Roman 
tic Age its effects had produced 
drastic social and economic 
changes. New machines and 
power tools replaced hand tools, 
transforming an agricultural na 
tion into an urbanized, indus- 
trialized one. In rural England 
home industry was destroyed, 
agricultural laborers were paid 


| 


less than subsistence wages, and 
land fell into fewer, more pow- 
erful hands. In the cities a large 
new working class developed. 
Most of these people were poor 
factory workers who faced a life 
of drudgery, squalor, long hours, 
harsh treatment, and bad health. 
Children suffered exploitation 
because they were a cheap 
source of labor, easy to disci- 
pline and easy to recruit. 

For the rich, the Regency 
(1811-1820) was a time of ex- 
travagance and lavish social dis- 
play. In fashion, men’s styles 
were influenced by the tastes of 
George “Beau” Brummel, who 
introduced the practices of stitf- 
ening cravats and wearing dark 
clothing instead of the formerly 
colorful knee britches, vests, and 
coats. Women abandoned tight 
bodices and stiff corsets in favor 
of high-waisted, flowing gowns 
such as those worn by Napo- 
leon’s empress, Josephine. Be- 
ginning in the 1790s, hairpow- 
der and wigs were largely 
discarded. Men and women 
wore their hair in classical curls 
—is can be seen in portraits of 
lord Byron. 

However, it would be a mis- 
take to assume that all English- 
men of comfortable means were 
oblivious to the plight of the 
poor. Among liberal intellec- 
tuals, like the poet Lord Byron 
and the social philosopher Wil- 
liam Godwin, and among re- 
form-minded members of the 
Church of England, there was a 
sowing humanitarian feeling. 
Slave trade in the British colo- 


The Factory Children from The Costume of 
lorkshire, George Walker, 1814. 


nies was made illegal in 1807, 
and slavery itself was abolished 
throughout Britain’s overseas 
colonies in 1833. On the whole, 
though, the rich were largely in- 
different to the deprivation and 
suffering of the poor. 

Scientific achievements in 
the areas of geology, chemistry, 
physics, and astronomy flour- 
ished during the Romantic Age. 
The drop in the country’s death 
rate was attributable to some 
limited advances in medicine in- 
cluding the reduction of small- 
pox, the increase of hospitals, 
and better medical treatment in 
childbirth. However, the general 
state of medicine was still poor, 
and people did not clearly un- 
derstand the relationship be- 
tween dirt and disease. 

In sum, the Romantic Age in 
England saw excruciating liv- 
ing conditions as well as the 
possibility for relief and im- 
provement. The strength of the 
common working people and 
the promise of freedom from 
oppression were keenly felt by 
the Romantic poets. 
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Poetry and Essays in the 
Romantic Age 


The literary movement called 
Romanticism represented a re- 
newal of progressive thought 
and emotion, which had existed 
before the 1700s and which had 
never totally died out. While Ro- 
manticism in the 1800s signaled 
a new mood, the world had wit- 
nessed earlier cultural move- 
ments that also merit the name 
Romanticism. Specifically, the 
ancient Greek epics (see Part 
Two of this book) can be called 
Romantic, as can much litera- 
ture of the Medieval Period 
(page 31) and of the Renais- 
sance, or Elizabethan Age (page 
81). All these writings—and 
the writings of the English Ro- 
mantic Age under study here— 
emphasize human adventure, 
passion, delight, love of splen- 
dor, of extravagance, and of the 
supernatural. The Romantic tra- 
dition in all these periods can 
be viewed in contrast to another 
main literary tradition—Classi- 
cism or neoclassicism. The pen- 
dulum of literary taste seems to 
swing between the two tradi- 
tions. 

Examine the following lists, 
which contgast elements, out- 
looks, and concerns associated 
with the neoclassicism of the 
1700s and the Romanticism of 
the early 1800s. Keep in mind 
also that’ although earlier literary 
periods can indeed be seen as 
typically Romantic, the period 
discussed here (1798-1837) is 
considered the Romantic Age. 
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Neoctassical Ramantic 
tradition experiment 
society individual 
urban rural 
artificial nature loving 
intellect, imayination, 
reason emotion 
public private, 
subjective 
logical, solid mysterious, 
supernatural 
aristocratic common 
cultivated primitive 
conformist independent 
constraint spontaneity 


formal diction — natural diction 
Three notable poets of the 
1700s—Thomas Gray, William 
Blake, and Robert Burns—were 
in many respects as “romantic” 
as any poets of the Romantic 
Age, but the work of these three 
was isolated. Why did English 
literature change its views and 
philosophies, its aims and sub- 
ject matter, so decisively at just 
the turn of the! century? 
Certainly, the historical is- 
sues and developments of the 
time played a major role in pro- 
voking and shaping the new lit- 
“erary movement of Romanti- 
cism: One critic has said, “The 
French Revolution and Napo- 
leon made a clean sweep, after 
them it was no longer possible 
to think, act, or write as if the 
old forms stil} had life.” Also, the 
Industrial Revolution, its urban- 


Detail. ‘ke Windermere, William Linton 
(8791-1876). 


ization of English life, and its 
abuses against the working class 
called for a change in literary 
concerns and style. The Roman- 
tic poets in England also owed 
much to the Swiss-born French 
philosopher, Jean Jacques Rous- 
seau (1712~—1778). In his philos- 
ophies Rousseau rebelled against 
the cold logic of the 1700s and 
championed freedom and exper- 
imentation. He believed that 
man was most perfect in a state 
of nature, free from artificial so- 
cietal restraints. 

The Romantic Age in English 
literature begins in 1798 with 
the publication of Lyrical Bal- 
lads, the product of a great cre- 
ative collaboration between the 
poets William Wordsworth and 
Samuel Taylor Coleridge. This 
volume revolutionized poetry— 
both in its theory and its subject 
matter. 

In the Preface accompanying 
the second edition of Lyrical 
Ballads, Wordsworth  enunci- 
ated his aims, among which was 
his belief that poetry should re- 
flect spontaneity and emotion 
rather than the more sedate, or- 
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dered tones of the previous 
generation. Wordsworth also 
stressed a desire to depict com- 
monplace situations involving 
common people living in natural 
settings. Coleridge chose to con. 
centrate his efforts on the super- 
natural. But both poets intended 
that their work—whether a 
treatment of the ordinary or of 
the mysterious—would | stimu- 
late an awareness of the work- 
ings of the human mind and per- 
sonality. With respect-to poetic 
form, they advocated using nat: 
ural, ordinary speech over the 
formal, stylized diction of the 
1700s. 

Perhaps it is in their view of 
nature and natural phenomena 
and in their treatment of the su- 
pernatural and mysterious that 
the Romantics differed most 
profoundly from the neoclassi- 
cists. Partly as a reaction against 
the urbanizing, dehumanizing ef: 
fects of the Industrial Revolu- 
tion, the Romantic poets re: 
garded nature in a_ fresh light 
and abandoned the well-tended 
gardens of the 1700s for the wil- 
derness. 

V Though Romanticism shared 
with neoclassicism an interest in 
the past, Romanticism empha 
sized Ancient Greece over An 
cient Rome. Furthermore, the 
Romantic concern with the past 
encompassed a reneweil interest 
in the Middle Ages. Finally, the 
Romantics paid greater attention 
to the works of Shakespeare, 
Spenser, and Milton than had lit 
erary critics of the neoclassical 
era. 
The Sines of the English 


j 
1 


Romantic Age is contained in 
the works of five poets—Words- 
worth and Coleridge constitut- 
ing the so-called first generation 
of Romantic poets, and Percy 
Bysshe Shelley, Lord Byron, and 
John Keats composing the sec- 
ond generation. These poets also 
wrote essays and letters explain- 
ing their ideas about poetry. In 
addition, Charles Lamb, William 
Hazlitt, and Thomas de Quincey 
wrote personal and subjective 
essays On a wide range of sub- 
jects. 


Drama in the Romantic Age 


Drama-did not flourish during 
the Romantic Age. Only two 
theaters—Drury Lane and Cov- 
ent Garden—were licensed to 
produce spoken drama. Audi- 
ences at both theaters were usu- 
aly bvisterous and unrefined. 
Thus, the main type of drama 
produced was simplistic, ex- 
treme melodrama in which all 
the poor are good and all the 
tich are evil. 

Still, some of the leading Ro- 
mantic poets wrote so-called 
closet drama, poetic drama 
written to be read rather than 
produced. Among the better 
known plays of this type are 
Shelley’s tragedy The Cenci, By- 
ron's Manfred, and Coleridge’s 
Remorse. 


The Novel in the 
Romantic Age 


The gothic novel became in- 
creasingly popular during the 
Romantic Age. This kind of 


Mary Shelley (1797-1851), Richard 
Rothwell, 1841. 


novel often involved the super- 
natural and was set against fore- 
boding backgrounds such as 
haunted castles and gloomy 
ruins. Perhaps the most famous 
gothic novel published during 
this time was Frankenstein, 
written by Mary Shelley, the 
wife of the Romantic poet Percy 
Bysshe Shelley. Frankenstein 
goes beyond the gothic interest 
in the supernatural to explore 
the nature of evil and the possi- 
ble consequences of mechaniza- 
tion in the new industrial age. 
Two of the most popular and 
respected novelists in English 
literature wrote during the Ro- 
mantic Age. One, the Scottish 
Sir Walter Scott (1771-1832), 
wrote novels of adventure. He 
was immensely popular during 
his lifetime and is now consid- 
ered the father of the historical 
i 
novel. Reflecting the Romantic 
— . 
interest in the past, he set many 
of his novels in England and 
Scotland of old. For example, 
Scott wrote about thirteenth- 
century England in /vanboe, a 
complex. romance. Like Rous- 
seau, Scott believed there was 
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more to life than reason alone 
and incorporated his fascination 
with the marvelous and uncom- 
mon into his work. In this and 
in his love of nature and of a 
legendary past, Scott was a true 
product of the Romantic Age. 
The other major novelist 
writing during the Romantic Age 
was Jane Austen. Austen's novels 
were drastically different from 
Scott’s. Though she wrote dur- 
ing the height of this period, she 
remained remarkably unaffected 
by Romantic literary influences. 
Her plots concerned domestic 
situations, with sensitivity and 
manners dominant. Her most fa- 
mous novel, Pride and Preju- 
dice, is about a genteel eight- 
eenth-century family in an Eng- 
lish country town. Realistic in 
tone, graceful, and deliberately 
decorous in the fashion of the 
novel of manners, Austen’s 
novels usually revolve around 
the business of finding appropri- 
ate husbands for marriageable 
daughters. Much of the plot un- 
folds through brilliant conversa- 
tions, as in the dialogue of a 
play. This dialogue reveals char- 
acter and directs plot in a styl- 
ish, “modern” way. Austen had a 
kecu ear for conversation and a 
wit tuned to satire. She was 
truly more representative of the 
neoclassical tradition of eight- 
eenth-century literature than of 
the Romantic Period. Although 
she received little public recog- 
nition during her lifetime, Aus- 
ten is now one of the best-loved 
English novelists and one who— 
in her use of dialogue—helped to 
develop the modern novel. 
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TIME LINE 


1798-1837 BRITISH EVENTS 


1798 


William Wordsworth and 
Samuel Coleridge, Lyrical 
Ballads 


1800 
1801 Act of Union of Great Britain 
and Ireland 
1RO-+ 
1805 Battle of Trafalgar; Admiral 
Nelson defeats Napoleon 
1807 First gaslights on London 
‘streets 
Charles and Mary Lamb, Tales 
from Shakespeare 
1809 
1811 Regency period begins 
1812 New Drury Lane Theatre iBl2 
erected in London 
1813 Jane Austen, Pride and I8l3 
Prejudice 
1814 First practical steam 1814 
locomotive constructed 
1815 Duke of Wellington leads final 1815 
defeat of Napoleon at 
Waterloo 
1816 Samuel Taylor Coleridge, 
“Kubla Khan” 
1817 William Hazlitt, The 
Characters af Shakespeare's 
Plays fe Vet 
tA! 
1818 George Gordon, Lord Byron " Ne y, 


begins Don Juan % te 


Mary Wollstonecraft Shelley, 
Frankenstein or the Modern 
Prometheus 


WORLD EVENTS 


1798-1837 


America: Washington, D.C.. 
becomes the new capital 


France: Napuleon crowns 
himself emperor 


Austria: German composer 
Ludwig van Beethoven, 
Synphony No. > 

America: Washington Irving 
Rip Van Winkle 


America: War declared on 
Great Britain 


Germany: The Brothers 
Grimm, Fairy Fates 


Mexico: Independence is 
declared 


Amcrica: British forces buen 
Washington, D.C. 


Austria: Congress of Vienna 


France: Bourbons restored to 
throne 


i 1818 Germany: Friedrich W. 
Bessel, catalog of 3,222 stars 
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1798-1837 


1820 John Keats, “Ode to a 


1825 


1826 


1829 


1830 


1832 


1834 


1835 


Nightingale” 
Sir Walter Scott, Juanboe 


Percy Bysshe Shelley, 
Prometheus Unbound 


Charles Lamb begins Essays of 
Elia 

George III dies; George IV 
becomes king 


Workers are allowed to form 
labor unions 


First railroad tunnel built for 
Liverpool—Manchester Railway 


Royal Zoological Society is 
founded 


Metropolitan police force 
established in London by Sir 
Robert Peel 


William IV ascends the throne 


Britain occupies the Falkland 
Islands 


Two-wheeled, one-horse 
hansom cabs introduced 


W. H. Fox Talbot takes the 
earliest negative 
photograph 


Victoria ascends the throne 


First railway telegraph 
installed in London 


BRITISH EVENTS 


1820 


[Bau 


1831 


1832 


1834 


1835 


1836 


WORLD EVENTS 1798-1837 


Greece: Discovery of Venus 
de Milo, classical statue 
carved about 150 bc. 


America: Missouri 
Compromise 


Russia: Bolshoi Ballet 
established in Moscow 


America: James Fenimore 
Cooper, The Last of the 
Mohicans 


America: First passenger and 
freight railroad constructed 


America: Noah Webster, 
American Dictionary of the 
English Language 


Austria: Frédéric Chopin's 
debut in Vienna 


Germany: Johann Wolfgang 
von Goethe completes Farsi 
Amecica: First horse-drawn 
trolleys in New York 
America: Cyrus MeCormick 
patents reaper 

France; Louis Braille perfects 
system of characters enabling 
the blind to read 


Deomark: Hans Christian 
Andersen, Fairy Tales 


America: Phineas T. Barnum 
holds his first exhibitien 


America: Davy Crockett killed 
at the Alamo 
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William Wordsworth — 1770-1850 


William Wordsworth in collaboration with his friend and colleague 
Samuel Taylor Coleridge (page 339) was the first poet to announce 
the literary ideals of the English Romantic Age. Wordsworth was born 
in England’s Lake District, a land of breathtaking scenery, and the 
most beautiful region in the entire country. His mother died when 
he was eight, and he, along with his three brothers, was sent to 
study at the excellent grammar school at Hawkshead, also in the Lake 
District. There he grew up, free to wander through the countryside, 
hiking and skating. As we shall see, these early opportunities to 
commune with nature would have a profound effect on much of 
Wordsworth’s poetry. He received a fine education, both at the 
grammar school and at Cambridge University, from which he was 
graduated in 1791. 

While in France during 1791 and 1792, he became an ardent 
supporter of the French Revolution, which he (and many other 
liberal Englishmen) enthusiastically interpreted as championing the 
cause Of human liberty. During this time he also fell passionately in 
Jove with a French girl, Annette Vallon. Though he wished to remain 
in France because of the revolution and because of his love for 
Annette, lack of money forced his departure for England. The 
outbreak of war between England and France in 1793 prevented 
Wordsworth’s immediate return to France, and his conscience 
plagued him, his loyalties divided between the two countries. Then 
he grew ever more disillusioned with the course of the French 
Revolution as events there became increasingly violent and the 
revolution departed drastically from the original democratic ideals he 
had so admired. Guilt over his inability to marry Annette, 
unhappiness at not finding suitable employment, and the growing 
certainty that the French Revolution was not the example for. 
humankind that he had once thought it could be brought 
Wordsworth to the brink of mental collapse. He fell into a period of 
deep depression. 

In 1795, almost three years after returning from a second visit to 
France, he came into enough money to move into a small cottage 
with his sister, Dorothy, who was his close friend and confidant. 
Soon afterward, he met Coleridge, and this meeting resulted in what 
is certainly the most significant friendship in all of English literature. 
With the companionship and support of Dorothy and Coleridge, who 
deeply admired Wordsworth’s poetry and convinced him of its worth, 
Wordsworth recovered from the despair that had engulfed him for 
several years. 

“All good poetry is the spontaneous overflow of powerful 
feelings.” This remark occurs in the course of Wordsworth’s Preface 
to Lyrical Ballads of 1800. Spontaneity, excess, power, and emotion: 
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Those are the traits of Romanticism, subscribed to by Wordsworth in 
that slim volume of poems entitled Lyrical Ballads, first published in 
1798, written jointly by him and Coleridge. That book is the 
cornerstone of English Romanticism. Late in the eighteenth century 
other poets—Gray and Burns and Blake—had reacted against the 
strict demands of neoclassicism. Yet none rebelled as consciously, as 
consistently, and as influentially as did Wordsworth, working closely 
with his friend Coleridge. Wordsworth’s Preface, written for the 
second edition of Lyrical Ballads in 1800, explains the principles 
underlying his and Coleridge’s new approach to poetry and may thus 
serve as the formal announcement of a new literary age. 

Dryden, Pope, and Johnson—giants of neoclassicism—had seen 
poetry as an aristocratic pursuit, calculated rather than spontaneous, 
more a matter of wit than power, an endeavor more of the mind 
than the heart. Through poetry, aristocrats spoke to aristocrats. To 
Wordsworth, however, and to Coleridge, poetry was more properly 
regarded as people speaking to people—and not in heroic couplets 
but in whatever form might be suitable to a particular occasion. 
Wordsworth, in particular, called for the use of natural, commonplace 
diction in literary works. 

Unlike the neoclassicists, Wordsworth was convinced of the 
importance of subjectivity in poetry. He believed that poetry “takes its 
origin from emotion recollected in tranquillity.” In other words, true 
poetry, conceived in spontaneous emotion, takes on meaning and 
shape as the poet contemplates the subject. Thus poetry reflects the 
poet's subjective reactions and reasoned reflections. Nor should poets 
choose for their subjects lords and ladies, with all their courtly 
afectations. Instead, they should write, so Wordsworth felt, of 
“humble and rustic” people, whose feelings were genuine and 
unspoiled, living out their lives close to nature. Clearly nature, which 
had been a major element of the poet’s youth, had a substantial 
influence on Wordsworth’s poetic inspiration. The response of the 
individual human mind to the simple, universal truths and beauty 
revealed in nature fascinated Wordsworth. He focused on the natural 
and ordinary in an attempt to explore the relationship between 
nature and our inner life. 

Wordsworth spent most of his long life back in the beautiful Lake 
District with his wife, Mary (who had been a childhood friend), and 
his beloved sister, Dorothy. Although he continued to compose 
poetry into old age, his greatest poems had been written by then, 
most of them done in a single remarkable decade—between 1797 
and 1807—while he and Coleridge were consciously altering the 
direction of English literature. 


William Wordsworth 
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“One afternoon in 1801,’ Wordsworth recalled, “my sister read to 
me the sonnets of Milton. I had long been well acquainted with 
them, but I was particularly struck on that occasion with the 
dignified simplicity and majestic harmony that runs through most 
of them. .. .” The experience was so inspiring that the poet 
proceeded to write three sonnets of his own that same day. In the 
course of his lifetime, Wordsworth went on to write more than 
130 sonnets—including some of the very best in the language. He 
returned the sonnet form to the prestigious position from which it 
had fallen during the eighteenth century. Wordsworth wrote the 
greatest of his sonnets by 1807, when he published his collected 
Poems in Two Volumes. 


William Wordsworth 


The World Is 
Too Much with Us 


The world is too much with us; late and soon, 
Getting and spending, we lay waste our powers; 
Little we see in Nature that is ours; 
We have given our hearts away, a sordid boon!’ 
5 This sea that bares her bosom to the moon, 
The winds that will be howling at all hours, 
And are up-gathered now like sleeping flowers, 
For this, for everything, we are out of tune; 
It moves us not.—Great God! Id rather be 
10 A Pagan suckled in a creed outworn; 
So might I, standing on this pleasant lea,’ 
Have glimpses that would make me less forlorn; 
Have sight of Proteus® rising from the sea; 
Or hear old Triton* blow his wreathéd horn. 


1, boon: gift, favor. 

2. lea {lé]: meadow. 

3. Proteus [prd/té as]: in classical mythology, a sea god who 
could assume various forms. 

4, Triton [trit’an]: in classical mythology, a figure who was 
half man and half fish and blew upon a conch-shell horn. 
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London, 1802 


Milton! thou shouldst be living at this hour: 
England hath need of thee: she is a fen’ 

Of stagnant waters: altar, sword, and pen, 
Fireside, the heroic wealth of hall and bower, 
Have forfeited their ancient English dower’ 
Of inward happiness. We are selfish men; 

Oh! raise us up, return to us again; 

And give us manners, virtue, freedom, power. 
Thy soul was like a Star, and dwelt apart; 
Thou hadst a voice whose sound was like the sea: 
Pure as the naked heavens, majestic, free, 

So didst thou travel on life’s common way, 
In cheerful godliness; and yet thy heart 

The lowliest duties on herself did lay. 


1. fen: swamp, bog. 
2. dower: gift, endowment. 


It Is a Beauteous Evening, 
Calm and Free 


It is a beauteous evening, calm and free, 

The holy time is quiet as a Nun 

Breathless with adoration; the broad sun 

Is sinking down in its tranquility; 

The gentleness of heaven broods o’er the Sea: 
Listen! the mighty Being is awake, 

And doth with his eternal motion make 

A sound like thunder—everlastingly. 

Dear Child! dear Girl! that walkest with me here, 
If thou appear untouched by solemn thought, 
Thy nature is not therefore less divine: 

Thou liest in Abraham’s bosom’ all the year, 
And worship’st at the Temple’s inner shrine, 
God being with thee when we know it not. 


1. Abraham’s bosom: heaven (Luke 16: 22). 


William Wordsworth 
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William Wordsworth 


Composed upon Westminster 
Bridge, September 3, 1802 


Earth has not anything to show more fair: 
Dull would he be of soul who could pass by 
A sight so touching in its majesty; 
This City now doth, like a garment, wear 

5 The beauty of the morning; silent, bare, 
Ships, towers, domes, theaters, and temples lie 
Open unto the fields, and to the sky; 
All bright and glittering in the smokeless air. 
Never did sun more beautifully steep’ 

10 In his first splendor, valley, rock, or hill; 
Ne’er saw I, never felt, a calm so deep! 
The river glideth at his own sweet will: 
Dear God! the very houses seem asleep; 
And all that mighty heart is lying still! 


1. steep: saturate. 


The Houses of Parliament, Winslow Homer, 188). 
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STUDY QUESTIONS 


"AOU emma goers temas el RSNA 


The World Is Too Much with Us 


Recalling 

1. What do we do that causes us to ‘lay waste 
our powers” (line 2)? 

2, According to lines 5-7, with what, specifically, 
are we “out of tune’? 

3. Beginning in the middle of line 9 (in the sestet 
of the sonnet), what kind of life and what kinds 
of sights would make the speaker “less for- 
Jorn”? 


Interpreting 

4, What aspect of the world “is too much with 
us,’ according to this poem? In general terms, 
what does the speaker suggest we turn to in- 
stead? : 

5. In the context of the poem, what do Proteus 
and Triton represent? How might an older, pa- 
gan creed enable the speaker to have a 
greater feeling of identity with nature? 

6. What emotion can you attribute to this poem’s 
speaker? Explain your reasoning. 


Extending 
7. Explain why this poem remains relevant. 


London, 1802 


Recalling 

1, Why should Milton, the seventeenth-century 
poet, be living during Wordsworth’s day, ac- 
cording to line 2? 

2. According to lines 5—6, what have the English 
forfeited? 

3. What Miltonic characteristics, listed in line 8, 
are longed for by the poet (recently returned 
from France and struck by “the vanity and pa- 
rade” of England)? 


Interpreting 

4, What is conveyed about English society of the 
time by the image of England as ‘a fen/Of 
stagnant waters’? 

§. What do altar, sword, pen, and fireside stand 
for? 


6. Based on the second part of the sonnet (lines 


9-14), what do you think Wordsworth most 
admires about Milton? ; 


Extending 
7. Compare the pictures of London in “Composed 


upon Westminster Bridge” and in ‘London, 
1802.” How can the pictures be so different? 


it ls a Beauteous Evening, Calm and Free 


Recalling 


1. 


2. 
3. 


What adjectives and nouns in lines 1-5 de- 
scribe the mood of the evening? 

What does the speaker hear in lines 6-8? 
With whom does the speaker walk, and how 
does that person appear? 


Interpreting 


4. 


5. 


6. 


How does Wordsworth give nature a spiritual 
significance in the sonnet’s first eight lines? 
What contrast exists between the sonnet’s first 
eight lines and its last six? 

What is the speaker’s feeling about childhood, 
implicit in the final four lines of this sonnet? 


Composed upon Westminster Bridge 


Recalling 


1. 


2. 


What two statements of praise for London 
does the speaker offer in lines 1-3? 

At what time of day is London being described 
in this poem, which Wordsworth later said was 
“composed on the roof of a coach, on my way 
to France’? What specific elements of the 
London landscape does the speaker applaud 
in lines 5-8? 

According to line 11, what is the dominant at- 
mosphere of London at this time? 


Interpreting 


4. 


What is the city being likened to in lines 4-5? 
What is the city being compared to in lines 9—- 
10? Expiain the personification in lines 12-14. 


. What is surprising about the picture of the city 


in this poem? Consider in your answer the 
contrast between “touching” and “majesty” 
(line 3). 
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This is one of five poems on a similar subject, written during the 
winter of 1798-1799 while Wordsworth was in Germany with his 
sister, Dorothy, and his friend Coleridge, who was studying 
German philosophy at the University of Gottingen. They are known 
as the Lucy poems—the name mentioned in three of them. 


William Wordsworth 


A Slumber Did 
My Spirit Seal 


A slumber did my spirit seal; 
I had no human fears: 

She seemed a thing that could not feel 
The touch of earthly years. 


5 No motion has she now, no force; 
She neither hears nor sees; 
Rolled round in earth’s diurnal’ course, 
With rocks, and stones, and trees. 


1. diurnal [di urn’ al]: daily. 


Detail, Near Dunkeld, John Samuel Raven (1829-1877). 


“No poem of mine,” writes Wordsworth, “was composed under 
circumstances more pleasant for me to remember than this.” He 
had brought his sister to visit a beautiful rural landscape— 
complete with an abbey, or church building—just over the Welsh 
border. Five years earlier, in 1793, the poet had passed through 
the same region alone. Now, under these pleasant circumstances, 
he began composing verses in his head, completing a poem in the 
course of this second walking tour. “Not a line of it was altered, 
and not any part of it written down till I reached Bristol.” 


Lines Composed a Few Miles 
Above Tintern Abbey 


Five years have passed; five summers, with the length 

Of five long winters! and again I hear 
These waters, rolling from their mountain springs 
With a soft inland murmur. Once again 

5 Do I behold these steep and lofty cliffs, 
That on a wild secluded scene impress 
Thoughts of more deep seclusion; and connect 
The landscape with the quiet of the sky. 
The day is come when I again repose 

10 Here, under this dark sycamore, and view 
These plots of cottage ground, these orchard tufts, 
Which at this season, with their unripe fruits, 
Are clad in one green hue, and lose themselves 
‘Mid groves and copses.’ Once again I see 

15 These hedgerows, hardly hedgerows, little lines 
Of sportive wood run wild; these pastoral farms, 
Green to the very door; and wreaths of smoke 
Sent up, in silence, from among the trees! 
With some uncertain notice, as might seem 

20 Of vagrant dwellers in the houseless woods, 
Or of some Herinit’s cave, where by his fire 
The Hermit sits alone. 

These beauteous forms, 

Through a long absence, have not been to me 


1. copses [kops’9z]: grove of small trees or bushes. 


William Wordsworth 333 


As is a landscape to a blind man’s eye; 
25 But oft, in lonely rooms, and ’mid the din 
Of towns and cities, I have owed to them, 
In hours of weariness, sensations sweet, 
Felt in the blood, and felt along the heart; 
And passing even into my purer mind, 
With tranquil restoration—feelings too 
Of unremembered pleasure; such, perhaps, 
As have no slight or trivial influence 
On that best portion of a good man’s life, 
His little, nameless, unremembered acts LF Se 
a5 Of kindness and of Jove. Nor less, [ trust, ' 

To them I may have owed another gift, 

Of aspect more sublime; that blessed mood, 

In which the burthen’ of the mystery, 

In which the heavy and the weary weight 
40 Of all this unintelligible worid, 

Is lightened—that serene and blessed mood, 

In which the affections gently lead us on— 

Until, the breath of this corporeal frame? 

And even the motion of our human blood 
45 Almost suspended, we are laid asleep 

In body, and become a living soul; 

While with an eye made quiet by the power 

Of harmony, and the deep power of joy, 

We see into the life of things. 

If this 

50 Be but a vain belief, yet, oh! how oft— 

In darkness and amid the many shapes 

Of joyless daylight; when the fretful stir 

Unprofitable, and the fever of the world, 

Have hung upon the beatings of my heart— 
58 How oft, in spirit, have J turned to thee, 

O sylvan* Wye!* thou wanderer through the woods, 

How often has my spirit turned to thee! 


ww 
o 


And now, with gleams of half-extinguished thought 
With many recognitions dim and faint, 
60 And somewhat of a sad perplexity, 
The picture of the mind revives again; 
While here I stand, not only with the sense 
Of present pleasure, but with pleasing thoughts 


That in this moment there is life and food ay 
a -h hs i 

2. burthen: burden. a ce | 

3. corporeal [kor pér’é al] frame: physical body. ny Ek -iBENI 

4. sylvan {sil’ von]: wooded. 

5. Wye [wi]: river that runs near Tintern Abbey. 
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65 For future years. And so I dare to hope, 
Though changed, no doubt, from what I was when first 
I came among these hills; when like a roe® 
I bounded o’er the mountains, by the sides 
Of the deep rivers, and the lonely streams, 

70 Wherever nature led—more like a man 
Flying from something that he dreads than one 
Who sought the thing he loved. For nature then 
(The coarser pleasures of my boyish days, 
And their glad animal movements all gone by) 

75 To me was all in all—I cannot paint 
What then I was. The sounding cataract’ 
Haunted me like a passion; the tall rock, 
The mountain, and the deep and gloomy wood, 
Their colors and their forms, were then to me 

80 An appetite; a feeling and a love, 
That had no need of a remoter charm, 
By thought supplied, nor any interest 
Unborrowed from the eye.—That time is past, 
And all its aching joys are now no more, 

85 And all its dizzy raptures. Nor for this 
Faint” 1, nor mourn nor murmur; other gifts 
Have followed; for such loss, I would believe, 
Abundant recompense. For I have learned 
To look on nature, not as in the hour 

90 Of thoughtless youth; but hearing oftentimes 
The still, sad music of humanity, 
Nor harsh nor grating, though of ample power 
To chasten and subdue. And I have felt 
A presence that disturbs me with the joy 

95 Of elevated thoughts; a sense sublime 
Of something far more deeply interfused, 
Whose dwelling is the light of setting suns, 
And the round ocean and the living air, 
And the blue sky, and in the mind of man: 

i100 A motion and a spirit, that impels 
All thinking things, all objects of all thought, 
And rolls through all things. Therefore am I still 
A lover of the meadows and the woods, 
And mountains; and of all that we behold 

i05 From this green earth; of all the mighty world 
Of eye, and ear—both what they half create, 
And what perceive; well pleased to recognize 
In nature and the language of the sense 


6. roe: kind of deer. 
7. cataract: waterfall. 
8. Faint: lose heart or courage; become depressed. 
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The anchor of my purest thoughts, the nurse, 
‘10 The guide, the guardian of my heart, and soul 
Of all my moral being. 

Nor perchance, 

If I were not thus taught, should I the more 
Suffer? my genial’® spirits to decay: 
For thou art with me here upon the banks 
Of this fair river; thou my dearest Friend,"' 
My dear, dear Friend; and in thy voice I catch 
The language of my former heart, and read 
My former pleasures in the shooting lights 
Of thy wild eyes. Oh! yet a little while 
120 May I behold in thee what I was once, 

My dear, dear Sister! and this prayer I make, 

Knowing that Nature never did betray 

The heart that loved her; ’tis her privilege, 

Through all the years of this our life, to lead 
‘25 From joy to joy: for she can so inform’? 

The mind that is within us, so impress 

With quietness and beauty, and so feed 

With lofty thoughts, that neither evil tongues, 

Rash judgments, nor the sneers of selfish men, 
<2 Nor greetings where no kindness is, nor all 

The dreary intercourse of daily life, 

Shall e’er prevail against us, or disturb 

Our cheerful faith, that all which we behold 

Is full of blessings. Therefore let the moon 
125 Shine on thee in thy solitary walk; 

And let the misty mountain winds be free 

To blow against thee: and, in after years, 

When these wild ecstasies shall be matured 

Into a sober pleasure; when thy mind 
+49 Shall be a mansion for all lovely forms, 

Thy memory be as a dwelling place 

For all sweet sounds and harmonies; oh! then, 

If solitude, or fear, or pain, or grief 

Should be thy portion, with what healing thoughts 
145 Of tender joy wilt thou remember me, 

And these my exhortations! Nor, perchance— 

If I should be where I no more can hear 

Thy voice, nor catch from thy wild eyes these gleams 

Of past existence—wilt thou then forget 


9. Suffer: allow. 

10. genial: relating to “genius” (natural disposition or powers). 
11. Friend: Dorothy Wordsworth, the poet's sister. 

12. inform: inspire. 
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150 That on the banks of this delightful stream 
We stood together; and that I, so long 
A worshiper of Nature, hither came 
Unwearied in that service: rather say 
With warmer love—oh! with far deeper zeal 


155 


Of holier love. Nor wilt thou then forget 


That after many wanderings, many years 

Of absence, these steep woods and lofty cliffs, 
And this green pastoral landscape, were to me 
More dear, both for themselves and for thy sake! 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


A Slumber Did My Spirit Seal 


Recalling 

1. Into what state did the speaker’s spirit seal 
him? While in that state, why, according to 
lines 3 and 4, did the speaker have no earthly 
fears? 

2. In the second stanza what has happened to 
the “she” of the poem? 


Interpreting 

3. What does the speaker learn by the second 
stanza? 

4, Is the language of the poem complex or sim- 
ple? What is the effect of such diction in this 
context? a: 


fF Unes Composed a Few Miles Above Tintern 

f Abbey 

; Recalling 

1. What is impressed ‘‘on a wild secluded 
scene” (lines 6-7), and what does the 
speaker notice now that five years have 
passed? 

2, In lines 25-26 where does the speaker say 
he spent the five years? According to lines 
26-41, in what two ways has this scene of 
nature influenced the speaker during the five 

_ years since he first viewed it? 

F 3 What thoughts, described in lines 63-65, 

does the poet experience in addition to his 

“sense of present pleasure” while standing at 

} the Wye river? 

| 4, According to line 75, what role did nature 


play for the speaker in his adolescence? 
In place of his earlier view of nature, what 
does the speaker now see in nature (lines 
93-111)? 

What does the speaker wish for his sister in 
lines 116-120? In lines 134-146? 

Why does the speaker consider nature dear 
to him, according to the last line? 


Interpreting 
7. In what terms would you describe the open- 


10. 


ing scene of the poem? What effect is sug- 
gested by the speaker’s ‘repose’ (line 9)? 
Based on lines 12-13, in what season would 
you say the speaker is revisiting the Wye 
valley? 

How does the speaker convey the impression 
that he first hears and then sees the scenes 
described in lines 2-5? 

What do you suppose is that “something” the 
speaker refers to in line 96 when looking on 
nature? 

In the context of the poem, what is the mean- 
ing of “Nature never did betray/The heart that 
loved her’ (lines 122-123)? 


Extending 


11. 


Can you think of temporary enthusiasms— 
fads or interests—that, unlike Nature, might 
“betray” their adherents because of their im- 
permanence or lack of real value? 


VIEWPOINT 


a: 


Matthew Arnold (page 433) wrote of Words- 


worth’s poetry: 


William Wordsworth 337 


The cause of its greatness is simple, and 
may be told quite simply. Wordsworth’s po- 
etry is great because of the extraordinary 
power with which Wordsworth feels the joy 
offered to us in nature, the joy offered to us 
in the simple primary affections and duties; 
and because of the extraordinary powers 
with which, in case after case, he shows us 
this joy, and renders it so as to make us 
share it. 


f= Which of Wordsworth’s poems presented here 
best convey that sense of joy? What specific 
phrases impart joy so vividly that we are led to 
share it? 


Structure 

Structure refers to the units of thought that 
make up a literary work—the building blocks by 
means of which the work is put together in an or- 
ganized and meaningful fashion. Thus, structure 
involves far more than the poem’s verse form and 
arrangement: It is the sequence of thoughts and 
images that work together to impart the meaning 
of the poem. Perceiving the structure, or organiz- 
ing principle, of a literary work helps us to under- 
stand it better—al] the more so when the work is 
long and complex. 

The structure of “A Slumber Did My Spirit 
Seal’ (page 332) is as simple as the poem itself, 
and this simplicity contributes enormously to the 
power of the poem. In’that poem the structure co- 
incides with the stanzas: two units of thought, one 
in the past (‘‘did,” ‘‘had,” ‘“seemed’’) and one in 
the present (“now” and the present tense). All of 
stanza 1 refers to what “She” was; all of stanza 
2 refers to what “She” is now. 

“Tintern Abbey” is made more accessible if 
we follow the larger units of thought by means of 
which the poem moves forward. Wordsworth be- 
lieved that poetry ‘takes its origin from emotion 
recollected in tranquillity.” Two emotional re- 
sponses to a particular scene are reported in 
“Tintern Abbey,” and these responses serve as 
the poem's organizing principle. 

Clearly the first twenty-two lines of the poem 
are grouped around a single idea, or purpose: to 
describe a natural scene. The end of that descrip- 
tion is signaled by the gathering together of the 
various details in the summarizing phrase ‘These 
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beauteous forms” (line 22). What follows, for a 
number of lines, concerns the recollection of this 
same scene during the past five years: where thal 
recollection has taken place and what its effect 
has been. Then Wordsworth presents a related 
thought, which, paraphrased, suggests, “Whether 
the memory of this beautiful landscape has been 
all | think it has or not, it is true that | have 
thought about it often.” ‘And now. . . ” (line 58} 
signals the commencement of yet another unit of 
thought—back to the present. 

We must be alert to language that signals 
such thought shifts in a work. “Therefore” is one 
such word (lines 102, 134), drawing a conclusion 
from what has gone before. “Nor” (lines 111 and 
146) is another. By becoming more sensitive to 
larger blocks of meaning—to the structure of a 
poem or story—we are better able to understand 
details within and related to those meanings. 


Thinking About Structure 

1. Line 111 introduces to the poem a new éle- 
ment that continues through to its conclusion. 
What is that new element? 

2. That unit of thought from line 111 to the end 
of the poem might be subdivided at line 134, 
How do the two parts of the larger unit relate 
to each other? How do they differ? 


COMPOSITION 


ate NEN 


Writing About Literature and Its Period 
2@ Write a brief essay that begins with this state- . 
ment: “‘Lines Composed a Few Miles Above 
Tintern Abbey’ typifies Romantic poetry.” Iden- 
tify at least three aspects of the poem that 
mark it as Romantic, perhaps dealing with 
each aspect in a paragraph of its own. Suppor | 
each point with quotations and specific details 3 
from the poem. For help with this assignment, | 
refer to Lesson 10 in the Writing About Litera 
ture Handbook at the back of this book. 


Describing a Scene 

“| Think of a scene that awakens a strong emo- 
tion: of delighted awe, as in “Tintern Abbey,” 
or of fright or exhilaration or disgust. In a par: 
agraph or two describe the scene by choosing 
details that awaken the appropriate emotion in 
your reader, without mentioning specifically 
what that emotion is. You may begin with de} 
tails of sound and work up to details of sight. | 


Samuel Taylor Coleridge 
1772-18354 


Samuel Taylor Coleridge is the other great figure besides 
Wordsworth in what is known as the first generation of Romantics. 
These two poets (distinguished from the so-called second generation: 
Byron, Shelley, and Keats) were close friends and collaborators, 
though their personal lives were in marked contrast and their literary 
accomplishments explored quite different areas of human experience. 

Coleridge was born in England’s Devonshire countryside. His 
father was a clergyman, and when he died, Samuel, then nine years 
old, was sent to school in London. While he was still quite young, 
tales such as Robinson Crusoe and the Arabian Nights enthralled 
Coleridge, and from an early age he enjoyed the worlds of fantasy 
and the exotic. At school he was an outstandingly brilliant student 
and, in 1791, went on to study at Cambridge University. There, 
however, he became increasingly unhappy and disillusioned with 
university life. In 1793 he left school to enlist in the army under the 
alias Silas Tomkyn Comberbacke, a pseudonym whose first initials 
were the same as his real ones. It was immediately apparent that 
Coleridge was completely and hopelessly unfit for army service, and, 
through the intervention of his brothers, he was discharged. Though 
he returned to Cambridge, he left the university in 1794 without 
obtaining a degree. 

As a young man Coleridge was quite an idealist—in particular 
about the French Revolution. Only later, as the course of the 
revolution changed undeniably, did his idealism give way to 
disillusionment and disappointment. 

In 1795 Coleridge met Wordsworth for the first time. The meeting 
proved momentous, and Wordsworth and his sister, Dorothy, soon 
moved to Somerset to be near Coleridge, who lived in the 
neighborhood with his wife, Sara. The two poets spent endless hours 
in each other's company and began their famous poetic collaboration. 
For Coleridge this period—leading up to their publication of Lyrical 
Ballads in 1798—was the happiest and most fulfilling of his life. 

While Wordsworth’s life was in its broadest outlines serene, 
Coleridge’s was tormented, in part because early in life he developed 
rheumatism. Opium was then a standard medical treatment for such 
a painful malady, and in the course of persistent attacks, Coleridge 
became dependent on the drug. “Yet to my fellow men,” he wrote, 
“I may say that I was seduced into the accursed Habit ignorantly.” 

Despite a life filled with illness and depression, Coleridge did a 
prodigious amount of work. He was the greatest literary critic of his 
age and one of the two or three greatest critics in the history of 
English literature; no one has more acute things to say on 
Shakespeare than does Coleridge. According to the testimony of many 
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who heard him, he was also the finest conversationalist since Samuel 
Johnson. He was a noted lecturer, an influential philosopher, a 
theologian, and a journalist as well. The collected work of this 
towering figure (who faulted himself for not doing more) fills twenty 
volumes and seven notebooks. Included in that work are several 
poems supreme of their kind in the whole range of English 
literature. 

The direction in which Coleridge’s imagination led him resulted 
in a kind of Romantic poetry with notable differences from 
Wordsworth’s. Wordsworth wrote poetry that strove “to give the 
charm of novelty to things of every day.” Coleridge, on the other 
hand, directed his attention to “persons and characters supernatural, 
or at least romantic,” but in a way that made them credible, that 
gave them “a semblance of truth sufficient to procure for these 
shadows of imagination that willing suspension of disbelief. . . 
which constitutes poetic faith.” One poet dealt with the familiar; the 
other, with the strange and unfamiliar. Yet both exulted in expressing 
the sense of wonder that delights Romantics, whether found far off | 
or close at hand. 


Introducing Kubla Khan 


Coleridge apparently had two explanations for the composition of 
this poem. On the one hand, he testifies that he devised this 
fragment under the influence of a painkiller (opium), prescribed for 
him “in consequence of a slight indisposition.” According to this 
account, he had been reading about Kubla Khan [koo’blo kn} the 
thirteenth-century founder of the Mongol dynasty in China—in a 
travel book when, due to the drug’s influence, he fell asleep. Upon 
waking from a three-hour dream, he found himself possessed of 
some two to three hundred lines of vivid poetry, which he began 
immediately to set down—only to be interrupted by “a person on 
business from Porlock,” a nearby town. By the time the visitor had 
left, he had forgotten the rest of the poem. According to the other, 
more likely account of Coleridge’s composition of “Kubla Khan,” the 
poem was conceived during a daydream and did not come to him 
as a finished product after a dream. 

Regardless of which account of Coleridge’s inspiration is accurate, 
we should realize that the poem is a product of the poet’s 
imagination and thus could be composed only because of his 
previous conscious and diligent work. The poem is a haunting 
elaboration of the passage Coleridge had been reading when he 
either fell asleep or into a daydream, specifically these words (as he 
recalled them) from Purchas His Pilgrimage (1613): “Here the Khan » 
Kubla commanded a palace to be built, and a stately garden 
there-unto. And thus ten miles of fertile ground were enclosed with 
a wall.” 
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25 


30 


Samuel Taylor Coleridge 


Kubla Khan 


In Xanadu’ did Kubla Khan 
A stately pleasure dome decree: 
Where Alph,’ the sacred river, ran 
Through caverns measureless to man 
Down to a sunless sea. 
So twice five miles of fertile ground 
With walls and towers were girdled round: 
And there were gardens bright with sinuous rills,* 
Where blossomed many an incense-bearing tree; 
And here were forests ancient as the hills, 
Enfolding sunny spots of greenery. 


But oh! that deep romantic® chasm which slanted 
Down the green hill athwart® a cedarn’ cover! 
A savage place! as holy and enchanted 
As e’er beneath a waning moon was haunted 
By woman wailing for her demon lover! 
And from this chasm, with ceaseless turmoil seething, 
As if this earth in fast thick pants were breathing, 
A mighty fountain momently® was forced: 
Amid whose swift half-intermitted burst 
Huge fragments vaulted like rebounding hail, 
Or chaffy grain beneath the thresher’s flail: 
And ’mid these dancing rocks at once and ever 
It flung up momently the sacred river. 
Five miles meandering with a mazy motion 
Through wood and dale the sacred river ran, 
Then reached the caverns measureless to man, 
And sank in tumult to a lifeless ocean: 
And ’mid this tumult Kubla heard from far 
Ancestral voices prophesying war! 

The shadow of the dome of pleasure 

Floated midway on the waves; 


1. Xanadu [zan’9 doo’): an indefinite region in Asia and 
Europe. 

2. decree: order to be built. 

3. Alph: probably the Greek river, Alpheus, or a reference 
to the classical Greek river god of that name. 

. rills: small streams, brooks. 

. romantic: having imaginative appeal. 

. athwart: across. 

. cedarn: made of cedar. 

. momently: from moment to moment. 
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35 


40 


Where was heard the mingled measure 
From the fountain and the caves. 

It was a miracle of rare device,’ 

A sunny pleasure dome with caves of ice! 


A damsel with a dulcimer’® 
In a vision once I saw: 
It was an Abyssinian" maid, 
And on her dulcimer she played, 
Singing of Mount Abora.’” 
Could I revive within me 
Her symphony and song, 
To such a deep delight ’twould win me, 


45 That with music loud and long, 
I would build that dome in air, 
That sunny dome! those caves of ice! 
And all who heard should see them there, 
And all should cry, Beware! Beware! 
50 His flashing eyes, his floating hair! 
Weave a circle round him thrice, 
And close your eyes with holy dread, 
For he on honeydew hath fed, 
And drunk the milk of Paradise. 


9. device: design. 


10. dulcimer [dul’sa mar]: stringed musical instrument 
played by striking the strings with light hammers. 

11. Abyssinian [ab'a sin’é an]: from Ethiopia in Africa. 
12. Mount Abora: probably Mount Amara in Abyssinia. 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


Recalling 


1. 


What are the distinctive details of the pleasure 
dome in Xanadu, as described in the first 
eleven lines? 


. What images in the second stanza then em- 


phasize that the world outside the dome is “A 
savage place” (line 14)? 

What do the “Ancestral voices” (in line 30) 
predict? 

What vision is introduced at line 37? What as- 
pect of the vision does the speaker long to re- 
cover? What does he want to build? 
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interpreting 

5. To which different senses does the poem's 
opening description appeal? 

6. What or whom do you suppose the damsel of 
the vision represents to the speaker? 


Extending 

7. “Kubla Khan” presents an exotic world—one 
that is strange and distant. How does the ex: 
otic continue to have an appeal? What curren 
books or movies focus on mysterious, alien, or 
magical settings, characters, or situations? 


Initially Wordsworth collaborated with Coleridge on the 
composition of “The Rime of the Ancient Mariner.” Before 
dropping out of the joint venture, Wordsworth suggested several 
memorable details, including the shooting of the albatross and the 
ship’s navigation by dead men. ‘The Rime” is an account of a sea 
voyage to distant places, with crime, death, and inhuman suffering 
as parts of the ghastly adventure. Some years after completing the 
poem, Coleridge himself wrote prose explanations for the margins 
to help the reader follow the movement of the narrative. 


Samuel Taylor Coleridge 


The Kime of the Ancient Mariner 


ARGUMENT 


How a Ship having passed the Line was driven by storms to the cold Coun- 
iry towards the South Pole, and how from thence she made her course to 
the tropical Latitude of the Great Pacific Ocean, and of the strange things 


that befell: and in what manner the Ancyent Marinere came back to his 
own Country. 


PART I 

It is an ancient Mariner, An ancient Mariner 

And he stoppeth one of three. meeteth three Gallants 
% P ‘ bidden to a wedding 

—‘By the long gray beard and glittering eye, 


feast, and detaineth one. 
Now wherefore stopp’st thou me? 


5 ‘The Bridegroom’s doors are opened wide, 
And Iam next of kin, 
The guests are met, the feast is set: 
May’st hear the merry din.” 


He holds him with his skinny hand; 

0 “There was a ship,” quoth he. 
“Hold off! unhand me, graybeard loon!” 
Eftsoons' his hand dropped he. 


He holds him with his glittering eye— The Wedding Guest ts 
The Wedding Guest stood still, ee the eye of 
% 2 eo. Seagjarin., 
i And listens like a three years’ child: aa 


and constrained to hear 
The Mariner hath his will. his tale. 


1. Eftsoons: at once. 
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The Wedding Guest sat on a stone: 
He cannot choose but hear; 

And thus spake on that ancient man, 
The bright-eyed Mariner. 


“The ship was cheered, the harbor cleared, 
Merrily did we drop 

Below the kirk,” below the hill, 

Below the lighthouse top. 


“The Sun came up upon the left, 

Out of the sea came he! 

And he shone bright, and on the right 
Went down into the sea. 


“Higher and higher every day, 
Till over the mast at noon*—” 
The Wedding Guest here beat his breast, 
For he heard the loud bassoon. 


The bride hath paced into the hail, 
Red as a rose is she; 

Nodding their heads before her goes 
The merry minstrelsy. 


The Wedding Guest he beat his breast, 
Yet he cannot choose but hear; 

And thus spake on that ancient man, 
The bright-eyed Mariner. 


“And now the Storm-blast came, and he 
Was tyrannous and strong; 

He struck with his o’ertaking wings, 
And chased us south along. 


“With sloping masts and dipping prow, 

As who pursued with yell and blow 

Still treads the shadow of his foe, 

And forward bends his head, 

The ship drove fast, loud roared the blast, 
And southward aye’ we fled. 


“And now there came both mist and snow, 
And it grew wondrous cold: 

And ice, mast-high, came floating by, 

As green as emerald. 


. kirk: Scottish for “church.” 


The Mariner tells bow 
the ship sailed 
southward with a good 
wind and fair weather, 
till it reached the Line.? 


The Wedding Guest 
heareth the bridal music; 
but the Mariner 
continueth his tale. 


The ship driven by a 
storm toward the South 
Pole. 


2 

3. Line: equator. 

4. over. . . noon: Sun’s position indicates that ship has reached equator. 
5. aye: ever. 
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“And through the drifts the snowy clifts 
Did send a dismal sheen: 
Nor shapes of men nor beasts we ken°— 
The ice was all between. 


“The ice was here, the ice was there, 

The ice was all around: 

It cracked and growled, and roared and howled, 
Like noises in a swound!’ 


“At length did cross an Albatross, 
Thorough’ the fog it came; 
As if it had been a Christian soul, 
We hailed it in God’s name. 


“It ate the food it ne’er had eat,” 
And round and round it flew. 

The ice did split with a thunder-fit; 
The helmsman steered us through! 


“And a good south wind sprung up behind; 
The Albatross did follow, 

And every day, for food or play, 

Came to the mariners’ hollo! 


“In mist or cloud, on mast or shroud,’° 

It perched for vespers’’ nine; 

Whiles all the night, through fog-smoke white, 
Glimmered the white Moon-shine.” 


“God save thee, ancient Mariner! 

From the fiends, that plague thee thus!— 
Why look’st thou so?””??—“With my crossbow 
I shot the Albatross!”’ 


PART II 


“The Sun now rose upon the right:'* 
Out of the sea came he, 

Still hid in mist, and on the left 
Went down into the sea. 


. ken: Scottish for “saw”; “knew.” 

. swound: fainting fit, swoon. 

. Thorough: through. 

. eat [et]: old form of past participle of eat. 

10. shroud: rope supporting the mast. 

11. vespers: evenings. 

12. “God . . . so?”: spoken by the Wedding Guest. 
13. The Sun . 


OOr~IN 


The land of ice, and of 
fearful sounds, where no 
living thing was to be 
seen, 


Till a great sea bird, 
called the Albatross, 
came through the snow- 
fog, and was received 
with great joy and 
bospttality. 


And lo! the Albatross 
proveth a bird of good 
omen, and followeth the 
ship as it returned 
northward through fog 
and floating ice. 


The ancient Mariner 
inhospitably killeth the 
pious bird of good 
omen. 


. . right: The sun’s position indicates that ship is traveling north. 
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“And the good south wind still blew behind, 
But no sweet bird did follow, 
Nor any day for food or play 
Came to the mariners’ hollo! 


“And I had done a hellish thing, His shipmates cry out 

And it would work ’em woe: ae ys pie . 
‘ 7 ariner for Rilling t 

For all averred, I had killed the bird bird of good tech ‘ 


That made the breeze to blow. 
Ah, wretch! said they, the bird to slay, 
That made the breeze to blow! 


“Nor dim nor red, like God’s own head, But when the fog cleared 

The glorious Sun uprist:"* Off they justify the same, 
: : and thus make 

Then all averred, I had killed the bird themselves accomplices 

That brought the fog and mist. in the crime. 


’Twas right, said they, such birds to slay, 
That bring the fog and mist. 


“The fair breeze blew, the white foam flew, The fair breeze 
The furrow’® followed free; pe Neicris sie ae 

i enters e Facific Ocean, 
We were the first that ever burst and sails northward 
Into that silent sea. even till it reaches the 

Line. 

“Down dropped the breeze, the sails dropped down, = The ship hath been 
’Twas sad as sad could be; suddenly becalmed. 


And we did speak only to break 
The silence of the sea! 


“All in a hot and copper sky, 

The bloody Sun, at noon, 

Right up above the mast did stand, 
No bigger than the Moon. 


“Day after day, day after day, 

We stuck, nor breath nor motion; 
As idle as a painted ship 

Upon a painted ocean. 


“Water, water, everywhere, And the Albatross begins 
And all the boards did shrink; to be avenged. 

Water, water, everywhere, 

Nor any drop to drink. 


14. uprist: uprose. 
15. furrow: ship’s wake. 
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Engraving by Gustave Doré (1832-1883). 
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“The very deep did rot: O Christ! 
That ever this should be! 

125 Yea, slimy things did crawl with legs 
Upon the slimy sea. 


“About, about, in reel and rout'® 
The death-fires'’ danced at night; 
The water, like a witch’s oils, 

130 Burned green, and blue and white. 


“And some in dreams assuréd were 

Of the Spirit that plagued us so; 

Nine fathom’® deep he had followed us 
From the land of mist and snow. 


135 “And every tongue, through utter drought, 
Was withered at the root; 
We could not speak, no more than if 
We had been choked with soot. 


“Ah! well-a-day! what evil looks 

140 Had I from old and young! 
Instead of the cross, the Albatross 
About my neck was hung. 


PART III 


“There passed a weary time. Each throat 
Was parched, and glazed each eye. 
145 A weary time! a weary time! 
How glazed each weary eye, 
When looking westward, I beheld 
A something in the sky. 


“At first it seemed a little speck, 

150 And then it seemed a mist; 
It moved and moved, and took at last 
A certain shape, I wist.'® 


“A speck, a mist, a shape, I wist! 
And still it neared and neared: 

155 As if it dodged a water sprite, 
It plunged and tacked and veered. 


16. rout: disorderly crowd. 


17. death-fires: St. Elmo’s fire, an electrical effect lighting masts 
of ships; believed by seamen to be a portent of disaster. 


18. fathom: unit of measure equal to six feet. 
19, wist: knew. 
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A Spirit had followed 
them; one of the 
invistble inhabitants of 
this planet, neither 
departed souls nor 
angels, They are very 
numerous, and there is 
no climate or element 
without one or more. 


The shipmates, in their 
sore distress, would fain 
throw the whole guilt 
on the ancient Mariner: 
in sign whereof they 
bang the dead sea bird 
round his neck. 


The ancient Mariner 
beholdeth a sign in the 
element afar off. 


“With throats unslaked, with black lips baked, 
We could nor laugh nor wail; 

Through utter drought all dumb we stood! 

I bit my arm, I sucked the blood, 

And cried, A sail! a sail! 


“With throats unslaked, with black lips baked, 
Agape they heard me call: 

Gramercy!”° they for joy did grin, 

And all at once their breath drew in, 

As they were drinking all. 


“See! see! (1 cried) she tacks no more! 
Hither to work us weal,?' 

Without a breeze, without a tide, 

She steadies with upright keel! 


“The western wave was all aflame, 

The day was well nigh done! 

Almost upon the western wave 

Rested the broad bright Sun; 

When that strange shape drove suddenly 
Betwixt us and the Sun. 


“And straight the Sun was flecked with bars, 
(Heaven’s Mother send us grace!) 

As if through a dungeon grate he peered 
With broad and burning: face. 


“Alas! (thought I, and my heart beat loud) 
How fast she nears and nears! 

Are those ber sails that glance in the Sun, 
Like restless gossameres?”” 


“Are those her ribs through which the Sun 
Did peer, as through a grate? 

And is that Woman all her crew? 

Is that a Death? and are there two? 

Is Death that woman’s mate? 


“Her lips were red, ber looks were free, 
Her locks were yellow as gold: 

Her skin was as white as leprosy, 

The Nightmare Life-in-Death was she, 
Who thicks man’s blood with cold. 


20. Gramercy [gro mur/sé]: great thanks. 
21. work us weal: do us good, benefit us. 
22. gossameres: spiderwebs. 


At its nearer approach, 
it seemeth him to be a 
ship; and at a dear 
ransom he freeth his 
speech from the bonds 
Of thirst. 


A flash of joy; 


And horror follows. For 
can it be a ship that 
comes onward without 
wind or tide? 


It seemeth him but the 
skeleton of a ship. 


And its ribs are seen as 
bars on the face of the 
setting Sun. The Specter- 
Woman and her Death 
mate, and no other on 
board the skeleton ship. 


Ltke vessel, like crew! 
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“The naked hulk alongside came, 

And the twain were casting dice; 

‘The game is done! I’ve won! I’ve won!’ 
Quoth she, and whistles thrice. 


“The Sun’s rim dips; the stars rush out: 
At one stride comes the dark, 

With far-heard whisper, o’er the sea, 
Off shot the specter bark. 


“We listened and looked sideways up! 
Fear at my heart, as at a cup, 

My lifeblood seemed to sip! 

The stars were dim, and thick the night, 


The steersman’s face by his lamp gleamed white; 


From the sails the dew did drip— 

Till clomb”* above the eastern bar 

The hornéd’* Moon, with one bright star 
With the nether’’ tip. 


“One after one, by the star-dogged Moon,”° 


Too quick for groan or sigh, 


Each turned his face with a ghastly pang, 


And cursed me with his eye. 


“Four times fifty living men, 

(And I heard nor sigh nor groan) 
With heavy thump, a lifeless lump, 
They dropped down one by one. 


“The souls did from their bodies fly— 
They fled to bliss or woe! 

And every soul, it passed me by 

Like the whizz of my crossbow!” 


PART IV 


“T fear thee, ancient Mariner! 

I fear thy skinny hand! 

And thou art long, and lank, and brown, 
As is the ribbed sea-sand. 


“I fear thee and thy glittering eye, 
And thy skinny hand, so brown.”— 


23. clomb: climbed. 

24. hornéd: crescent. 

25. nether: lower. 

26. star-dogged Moon: sign of impending evil. 
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Death and Life-in-Death 
have diced for the ship’s 
crew, and she (the 
latter) winneth the 
ancient Mariner. 


No twilight, within the 
courts of the Sun. 


At the rising of the 
Moon, 


One after another, 


His shipmates drop 
down dead, 


But Life-in-Death begins 
her work on the anctent 
Mariner. 


The Wedding Guest 
feareth that a Spirtt is 
talking to bim; 
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“Fear not, fear not, thou Wedding Guest! 
This body dropped not down. 


“Alone, alone, all, all alone, 
Alone on a wide wide sea! 
And never a saint took pity on 
My soul in agony. 


“The many men, so beautiful! 

And they all dead did lie: 

And a thousand thousand slimy things 
Lived on; and so did I. 


“I looked upon the rotting sea, 
And drew my eyes away; 

I looked upon the rotting deck, 
And there the dead men lay. 


“{ looked to heaven, and tried to pray; 
But or’’ ever a prayer had gushed, 

A wicked whisper came, and made 

My heart as dry as dust. 


“I closed my lids, and kept them close, 

And the balls like pulses beat; 

For the sky and sea, and the sea and the sky 
Lay like a load on my weary eye, 

And the dead were at my feet. 


“The cold sweat melted from their limbs, 
Nor rot nor reek did they: 

The look with which they looked on me 
Had never passed away. 


“An orphan’s curse would drag to hell 

A spirit from on high, 

But oh! more horrible than that 

Is a curse in a dead man’s eye! 

Seven days, seven nights, I saw that curse, 
And yet I could not die. 


“The moving Moon went up the sky, 
And nowhere did abide: 

Softly she was going up, 

And a star or two beside— 


27. or: before. 


But the ancient Mariner 
assureth him of bis 
bodily life, and 
proceedeth to relate his 
horrible penance. 


He despiseth the 
creatures of the calm. 


And envteth that they 
should live, and so 
many lie dead. 


But the curse liveth for 
him in the eye of the 
dead men. 


in bis loneliness and 
fixedness he yearneth 
towards the journeying 
Moon, and the stars that 
still move onward; and 
everywhere the blue sky 
belongs to them, and is 
their appointed rest, and 
their native country and 
their own natural 
homes, which they enter 
unannounced, as lords 
that are certainly 
expected, and yet there 
is a silent joy at their 
arrival. 
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“Her beams bemocked the sultry main, 
Like April hoar-frost spread; 

But where the ship’s huge shadow lay, 
The charméd water burned alway 

A still and awful red. 


“Beyond the shadow of the ship, 

I watched the water snakes: 

They moved in tracks of shining white, 
And when they reared, the elfish light 
Fell off in hoary flakes. 


“Within the shadow of the ship 

I watched their rich attire: 

Blue, glossy green, and velvet black, 
They coiled and swam; and every track 
Was a flash of golden fire. 


“O happy living things! no tongue 
Their beauty might declare: 

A spring of love gushed from my heart, 
And I blessed them unaware; 

Sure my kind saint took pity on me, 
And I blessed them unaware. 


“The selfsame moment J could pray; 
And from my neck so free 

The Albatross fell off, and sank 

Like lead into the sea.” 


PART V 

“Oh sleep! it is a gentle thing, 
Beloved from pole to pole! 

To Mary Queen the praise be given! 
She sent the gentle sleep from Heaven, 
That slid into my soul. 


“The silly** buckets on the deck, 

That had so long remained, 

I dreamed that they were filled with dew; 
And when I awoke it rained. 


“My lips were wet, my throat was cold, 
My garments all were dank; 


28. silly: plain, simple. 
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By the light of the Moon 
he beholdeth God's 
creatures of the great 
calm. 


Their beauty and their 
happiness. 


He blesseth them in his 
heart. 


The spell begins to 
break. 


By grace of the boly 
Mother, the ancient 
Mariner is refreshed with 
rain. 
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Sure I had drunken in my dreams, 
And still my body drank. 


“I moved, and could not feel my limbs: 
I was so light—almost 

I thought that I had died in sleep, 

And was a blessed ghost. 


“And soon I heard a roaring wind: He heareth sounds and 

It did not come anear: seeth strange sights and 
P ‘ Sy : commotions in the sky 

But with its sound it shook the sails, and the elements. 

That were so thin and sere. 


“The upper air burst into life! 

And a hundred fire-flags”’ sheen,*® 
To and fro they were hurried about! 
And to and fro, and in and out, 

The wan stars danced between. 


“And the coming wind did roar more loud, 

And the sails did sigh like sedge;”’ 

And the rain poured down from one black cloud; 
The Moon was at its edge. 


“The thick black cloud was cleft, and still 
The Moon was at its side: 

Like waters shot from some high crag, 
The lightning fell with never a jag, 

A river steep and wide. 


“The loud wind never reached the ship, The bodies of the ship's 

Yet now the ship moved on! negestd inspired,” and 
. F e ship moves on; 

Beneath the lightning and the Moon a 

The dead men gave a groan. 


“They groaned, they stirred, they all uprose, 
Nor spake, nor moved their eyes; 

It had been strange, even in a dream, 

To have seen those dead men rise. 


“The helmsman steered, the ship moved on; 
Yet never a breeze up-blew; 
The mariners all ‘gan work the ropes, 


29. fire-flags: the aurora australis, or southern lights. 
30. sheen: shone. 

31. sedge: marsh grass. 

32. inspired: filled with a spirit. 
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Where they were wont”® to do; 
They raised their limbs like lifeless tools— 
We were a ghastly crew. 


“The body of my brother’s son 
Stood by me, knee to knee: 

The body and I pulled at one rope, 
But he said nought to me.” 


“T fear thee, ancient Mariner!” 

“Be calm, thou Wedding Guest! 

’Twas not those souls that fled in pain, 
Which to their corses** came again, 
But a troop of spirits blessed: 


“For when it dawned—they dropped their arms, 
And clustered round the mast; 
Sweet sounds rose slowly through their mouths, 
And from their bodies passed. 


“Around, around, flew each sweet sound, 


5 Then darted to the Sun; 


Slowly the sounds came back again, 
Now mixed, now one by one. 


“Sometimes a-dropping from the sky 

I heard the skylark sing; 

Sometimes all little birds that are, 

How they seemed to fill the sea and air 
With their sweet jargoning!** 


“And now ‘twas like all instruments, 
Now like a lonely flute; 

And now it is an angel’s song, 

That makes the heavens be mute. 


“It ceased; yet still the sails made on 
A pleasant noise till noon, 

A noise like of a hidden brook 

In the leafy month of June, 

That to the sleeping woods all night 
Singeth a quiet tune. 


33. wont: accustomed. 
34. corses: corpses. 
35. jargoning: warbling. 
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But not by the souls of 
the men, nor by demons 
of earth or middle air, 
but by a blessed troop 
of angelic spirits, sent 
down by the invocation 
of the guardian saint, 
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“Till noon we quietly sailed on, 
Yet never a breeze did breathe: 
Slowly and smoothly went the ship, 
Moved onward from beneath. 


“Under the keel nine fathom deep, 
From the land of mist and snow, 
The Spirit slid: and it was he 

That made the ship to go. 

The sails at noon left off their tune, 
And the ship stood still also. 


“The Sun, right up above the mast, 
Had fixed her to the ocean: 

But in a minute she ’gan stir, 

With a short uneasy motion— 
Backwards and forwards half her length 
With a short uneasy motion. 


“Then like a pawing horse let go, 
She made a sudden bound: 

It flung the blood into my head, 
And I fell down in a swound. 


“How long in that same fit I lay, 
I have not®® to declare; 

But ere my living life returned, 

I heard, and in my soul discerned, 
Two voices in the air. 


“Is it he?’ quoth one, ‘Is this the man? 
By him who died on cross, 

With his cruel bow he laid full low 
The harmless Albatross. 


“The Spirit who bideth by himself 
In the land of mist and snow, 

He loved the bird that loved the man 
Who shot him with his bow.’ 


“The other was a softer voice, 

As soft as honeydew: 

Quoth he, ‘The man hath penance done, 
And penance more will do.’” 


36. have not: have not the ability or knowledge. 


The lonesome Spirit 
from the South Pole 
carries on the ship as 
far as the Line, in 
obedience to the angelic 
troop, but still requireth 
vengeance. 


The Polar Spirit’s fellow 
demons, the invisible 
inhabitants of the 
element, take part in his 
wrong; and two of them 
relate, one to the other, 
that penance long and 
heavy for the ancient 
Mariner hath been 
accorded to the Polar 
Spirit, who returneth 
southward. 
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FIRST VOICE 

410 ‘‘But tell me, tell me! speak again, 
Thy soft response renewing— 
What makes that ship drive on so fast? 
What is the ocean doing?’ 


SECOND VOICE 


“Still as a slave before his lord, 
415 The ocean hath no blast; 

His great bright eye most silently 

Up to the Moon is cast— 


“If he may know which way to go; 
For she guides him smooth or grim. 

4290 See, brother, see! how graciously 
She looketh down on him.’ 


FIRST VOICE 
‘““But why drives on that ship so fast, The Mariner hath been 
Without or wave or wind?’ cast into a trance; for 
the angelic power 
causeth the vessel to 
SECOND VOICE drive northward faster 
a ote than human life could 
The air is cut away before, endure. 
425 And closes from behind.’ 
““Fly, brother, fly! more high, more high! 
Or we shall be belated:*” 
For slow and slow that ship will go, 
When the Mariner’s trance is abated.’ 
430 “I woke, and we were sailing on The supernatural motion 
As ina gentle weather: ts retarded; the Mariner 


awakes, and his penance 


*Twas night, calm night, the moon was high; beatns ‘gneth 


The dead men stood together. 


“All stood together on the deck, 
435 For a charnel-dungeon”® fitter: 

All fixed on me their stony eyes, 

That in the Moon did glitter. 


“The pang, the curse, with which they died, 
Had never passed away: 


37. belated: made Sate. 
38. charnel-dungeon: vault to hold bones of the dead. 
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I could not draw my eyes from theirs, 
Nor turn them up to pray. 


“And now this spell was snapped: once more The curse ts finaily 
I viewed the ocean green, expiated.” 

And looked far forth, yet little saw 

Of what had else been seen— 


“Like one, that on a lonesome road 
Doth walk in fear and dread, 

And having once turned round walks on, 
And turns no more his head; 

Because he knows, a frightful fiend 

Doth close behind him tread. 


“But soon there breathed a wind on me, 
Nor sound nor motion made: 

Its path was not upon the sea, 

In ripple or in shade. 


“It raised my hair, it fanned my cheek 
Like a meadow-gale of spring— 

It mingled strangely with my fears, 
Yet it felt like a welcoming. 


“Swiftly, swiftly flew the ship, 

Yet she sailed softly too: 

Sweetly, sweetly blew the breeze— 
On me alone it blew. 


“Oh! dream of joy! is this indeed And the ancient Mariner 
The lighthouse top I see? beboldeth his native 
Is this the hill? is this the kirk? nia: 


Is this mine own countree? 


“We drifted o’er the harbor bar, 
And I with sobs did pray— 

O let me be awake, my God! 
Or let me sleep alway. 


“The harbor bay was clear as glass, 
So smoothly it was strewn!” 

And on the bay the moonlight lay, 
And the shadow of the Moon. 


“The rock shone bright, the kirk no less, 
That stands above the rock: 


39. expiated: paid for, made amends for. 
40. strewn: spread. 
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The moonlight steeped in silentness 
The steady weathercock. 


480 “And the bay was white with silent light 
Till, rising from the same, 
Full many shapes, that shadows were, The angelic spirits leave 
In crimson colors came. the dead bodies, 


“A little distance from the prow 
485 Those crimson shadows were: 

I turned my eyes upon the deck— 

Oh, Christ! what saw I there! 


“Each corse lay flat, lifeless and flat, 
And, by the holy rood!*" 

490 A man all light, a seraph*? man, And appear in their own 
On every corse there stood. forms of light. 


“This seraph band, each waved his hand: 
It was a heavenly sight! 
They stood as signals to the land, 

495 Each one a lovely light; 


“This seraph band, each waved his hand, 
No voice did they impart— 

No voice; but oh! the silence sank 

Like music on my heart. 


500 “But soon I heard the dash of oars, 
I heard the Pilot’s cheer; 
My head was turned perforce** away, 
And I saw a boat appear. 


“The Pilot and the Pilot’s boy, 
505 I heard them coming fast: 

Dear Lord in Heaven! it was a joy 

The dead men could not blast. 


“I saw a third—I heard his voice: 
It is the Hermit good! 
810 He singeth loud his godly hymns 
That he makes in the wood. 
He'll shrieve** my soul, he’ll wash away 
The Albatross’s blood.” 


41. rood: cross. 

42. seraph: highest in the rank of angels. 

43. perforce: of necessity. 

44. shrieve [shrév]: hear confession, grant forgiveness, impose penance. 
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PART VII 


“This Hermit good lives in that wood The Hermit of the wood. 


‘8 Which slopes down to the sea. 


How loudly his sweet voice he rears! 
He loves to talk with mariners 
That come from a far countree. 


“He kneels at morn, and noon, and eve— 
He hath a cushion plump: 

It is the moss that wholly hides 

The rotted old oak stump. 


“The skiff boat neared: I heard them talk, 
‘Why, this is strange, I trow!* 

Where are those lights so many and fair, 
That signal made but now?’ 


“Strange, by my faith!’ the Hermit said— Approacheth the ship 
‘And they answered not our cheer! with wonder. 

The planks looked warped! and see those sails, 

How thin they are and sere! 

I never saw aught like to them, 

Unless perchance it were 


“Brown skeletons of leaves that lag 

My forest-brook along; 

When the ivy tod® is heavy with snow, 
And the owlet whoops to the wolf below, 
That eats the she-wolf's young.’ 


“Dear Lord! it hath a fiendish look,’ 
(The Pilot made reply) 

‘T am a-feared’—‘Push on, push on!’ 
Said the Hermit cheerily. 


“The boat came closer to the ship, 
But I nor spake nor stirred; 

The boat came close beneath the ship, 
And straight*’ a sound was heard. 


“Under the water it rumbled on, The ship suddenly 
Still louder and more dread: sinketh. 

It reached the ship, it split the bay; 

The ship went down like lead. 


45. trow: believe. 
46. ivy tod: ivy bush. 
47. straight: straightaway, immediately. 
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. “Stunned by that loud and dreadful sound, 
Which sky and ocean smote, 

Like one that hath been seven days drowned 
My body lay afloat; 

But swift as dreams, myself I found 


- Within the Pilot’s boat. 


“Upon the whirl, where sank the ship, 
The boat spun round and round; 

And all was still, save that the hill 
Was telling of the sound. 


“I moved my lips—the Pilot shrieked 
And fell down in a fit; 

The holy Hermit raised his eyes, 
And prayed where he did sit. 


“I took the oars: the Pilot’s boy, 

Who now doth crazy go, 

Laughed loud and long, and all the while 
His eyes went to and fro. 

‘Ha! ha!’ quoth he, ‘full plain I see, 

The Devil knows how to row.’ 


“And now, all in my own countree, 

I stood on the firm land! 

The Hermit stepped forth from the boat, 
And scarcely he could stand. 


““O shrieve me, shrieve me, holy man! 
The Hermit crossed his brow.* 
‘Say quick,’ quoth he, ‘I bid thee say— 
What manner of man art thou” 


“Forthwith this frame of mine was wrenched 
With a woeful agony, 

. Which forced me to begin my tale; 

And then it left me free. 


“Since then, at an uncertain hour, 
That agony returns; 

And till my ghastly tale is told, 

- This heart within me burns. 


“I pass, like night, from land to land; 
I have strange power of speech; 
That moment that his face I see, 


48. crossed his brow: made the sign of the cross on his forehead. 
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The ancient Mariner ts 
saved in the Pilot’s boat. 


The ancient Mariner 
earnestly entreateth the 
Hermit to shrieve him; 
and the penance of life 
falls on him. 


And ever and anon 
throughout his future 
life an agony 
constraineth him to 
travel from land to 
land, 


590 


595 


600 


605 


610 


615 


620 


I know the man that must hear me: 
To him my tale I teach. 


“What loud uproar bursts from that door! 
The wedding guests are there: 

But in the garden-bower the bride 

And bridemaids singing are: 

And hark the little vesper bell, 

Which biddeth me to prayer! 


“O Wedding Guest! this soul hath been 
Alone on a wide, wide sea: 

So lonely ’twas, that God himself 
Scarce seeméd there to be. 


“Oh sweeter than the marriage feast, 
‘Tis sweeter far to me, 

To walk together to the kirk 

With a goodly company!— 


“To walk together to the kirk, 

And all together pray, 

While each to his great Father bends, 
Old men, and babes, and loving friends, 
And youths and maidens gay! 


“Farewell, farewell! but this I tell And to teach by his own 
To thee, thou Wedding Guest! RAGUIDIE OVE GH 

reverence to all things 
He prayeth well, who loveth well that God made and 
Both man and bird and beast. lovetb. 


“He prayeth best, who loveth best 
All things both great and small; 
For the dear God who loveth us, 
He made and loveth all.” 


The Mariner, whose eye is bright, 
Whose beard with age is hoar, 

Is gone: and now the Wedding Guest 
Turned from the bridegroom’s door. 


He went like one that hath been stunned, 
And is of sense forlorn:* 
A sadder and a wiser man, 


625 He rose the morrow morn. 


49. forlorn: bereft, stripped of. 
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STUDY QUESTIONS 


Recalling 

1. In Part | what happens to the wedding guest? 
Summarize the voyage as described by the 
ancient Mariner in Part |, noting his admis- 
sion in lines 81-82. 

2. In the beginning of Part II, explain the im- 
mediate consequence of the crime, and then 
tell what happens to the ship in the loneliness 
of the Pacific. How do the ancient Mariner’s 
fellow crewmen single him out for punish- 


ment? 
3. Who are the two people aboard the strange 
vessel in Part Ill, and what are they doing? 


What is the outcome of their activity? 

4. In Part IV what happens when the Mariner 
prays? 

5. What reasons are given at lines 402—405 for 
the actions of the lonesome Polar Spirit? 
What is the Mariner's fate, according to lines 
408 - 409? 

6. By what miraculous means, detailed in Part 
VI, does the Mariner’s ship return home? 
What does the Mariner hope for in lines 512— 
5137 

7. According to lines 582-590, what has been 
the fate of the Mariner since returning to 
shore? What, according to lines 612-617, is 
the moral of the Mariner's story? 


Interpreting 

8. What do you think is meant by the term “‘Life- 
in-Death,” introduced in Part Hl when Death 
wins all the crew except for one? How does 
the phrase “Life-in-Death”’ describe the Mari- 
ner’s life subsequently? 

9. Identify at least three vivid details and im- 
ages that help Coleridge succeed in making 
the reader willingly “suspend disbelief’ and 
accept the possibility of the story. 

10. How do we know that the Mariner’s penance 
is for his act of contempt against a living 
creature? How is this illustrated throughout 
the poem? 

Extending 

11. Coleridge here is imitating the ballad form 
that ‘Sir Patrick Spens” (page 39) exempli- 
fies. What similarities—in stanza form, in dic- 
tion, in subject matter, and in style—do you 
see between the two? What variations on the 
basic four-line stanza does Coleridge allow 
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himself? How do you account for the varia 
tions? 


VIEWPOINT 


Robert Penn Warren has explained “The Rime 
of the Ancient Mariner” is in part a statemeni 
about sin, punishment, repentance, and redemp- 
tion: 


The Mariner shoots the bird; suffers various 
pains, the greatest of which is loneliness 
and spiritual anguish; upon recognizing the 
beauty of the foul sea snakes experiences 
a gush of love for them and is able to pray; 
is returned miraculously to his home port, 
where he discovers the joy of human com- 
munion in God, and utters the moral, ‘He 
prayeth best, who loveth best... .” 


i What evidence can you point to that supports 
Warren's assertion concerning the Mariner's 
greatest pain? What relation do you see be- 
tween the sea snakes and the albatross? How 
does the Mariner bear his burden of repent: 
ance? 


LITERARY FOCUS 


ie 


Sound in Poetry | 
To be appreciated fully, a poem should be | 
read aloud, for its very sound contributes to its 
effectiveness and brings pleasure. Much of that 
pleasure comes from repetition of sound. 
Rhyme is the repetition of similar or identical 
vowels and succeeding consonants in words of a 
poem. If the words in question occur at the ends 
of lines, we have end rhyme, as when Khan, 
ran, and man rhyme in lines 1, 3, and 4 of “Kubla ; 
Khan.” If the rhyme occurs within a line, we have 
internal rhyme as in this example from ‘The Ar- | 
cient Mariner’: 


The guests are met, the feast is set. 


There are still other agreeable repetitions in 
poetry. Repetition of initial consonant sounds is | 
called (as explained with ‘‘Beowulf’”) alliteratlon: 
Kubla Khan, dome, decree, river ran, measure: : 
less to man, and sunless sea. 1 

Assonance is the repetition in two or mor, 
nearby words of similar vowel sounds: for exam: 
ple, the first vowel sound in “pleasure” and 
“measureless” and the vowels in ‘twice five; 


miles.” Consonance is the repetition in two or 
more nearby words of similar consonant sounds 
within the words: for example, the consonants in 
“Alone, alone, ail, all, alone.” 

A final important sound effect in poetry is on- 
omatopoeia, which refers to a word whose 
sound suggests its meaning. Buzz and hum are 
obvious examples of words with sounds that sug- 
gest their meaning. In addition, sometimes a 
whole line of poetry may be onomatopoeic: 


Five miles meandering with a mazy motion 


The very sound of the line imitates what is being 
described, a river flowing leisurely in the words. 


Thinking About Sound in Poetry 

1, Find at least two other examples of internal 
rhyme in “The Rime of the Ancient Mariner.” 

2. What example of alliteration do you find in the 
remaining lines of the first stanza of ‘Kubla 
Khan” (lines 6~—11)? 

3. What other examples of assonance do you find 
in “Kubla Khan’? 

4. Find an example of onomatopoeia in lines 59—- 
62 of “The Rime of the Ancient Mariner.” 


Archaic Words 

Coleridge used words that were already out of 
date by the late eighteenth century, when he 
wrote “The Rime of the Ancient Mariner.” We use 
the term archaic to describe words that are old- 
fashioned or that belong to an earlier period. For 
example, Coleridge used eftsoons (line 12), 
swound (line 62), and rood (line 489). In partic- 
ular, he used old past-tense forms of verbs. 


1. Find the archaic past-tense verb in each of the 
following lines, and explain its meaning: line 
19, line 98, line 152, line 209. 

2. Suggest why Coleridge chose to use archaic 
words. What effect do they create? 


COMPOSITION 


Writing About a Symbol 
& Discuss the symbolism of the albatross in “The 
Rime of the Ancient Mariner.’’ Begin by report- 


ing what the bird first represents (lines 63-78). 
Then describe what its murder causes and the 
possible meaning of hanging the dead bird 
around the Mariner’s neck. Conclude by ex- 
plaining when and why the albatross fell from 
the Mariner, and then briefly give the meaning 
of the expression an albatross around one’s 
neck. For help with this assignment, refer to 
Lesson 5 in the Writing About Literature Hand- 
book at the back of this book. 


Describing a Journey 

&@ Consider the progress of the ship’s journey in 
“The Rime of the Ancient Mariner.’ Describe 
the journey accurately in two or three para- 
graphs that cite relevant lines from the poem. 
In writing your paragraphs consider the follow- 
ing questions: How accurate is the description 
of the voyage? To begin with, why does the 
Mariner mention kirk, hill, and lighthouse top in 
that order in lines 23 —-24? Compare the order 
with that in the stanza beginning at line 464. 
What language in line 466 indicates that the 
ship is sailing from Scotland? In what direction 
is the ship going when the sun comes up upon 
the left (line 25)? Where is it when the sun is 
directly over the mast at noon (line 30?) What 
other lines in the poem help you to follow the 
progress of the ship? 


COMPARING WRITERS 


ap meaner 


1. It has been said that although Coleridge’s sub- 
ject matter is so different from Wordsworth’s 
the two poets create similar effects; that is, 
they both convey the Romantic spirit of won- 
der. What spirit, or sense, of wonder can you 
find in “The Rime of the Ancient Mariner’? In 
the poems included here by Wordsworth? 

2. While acknowledging that Wordsworth and 
Coleridge created worlds of wonder, comment 
on the realism in the poems by both these 
writers. Find examples of each poet’s realism 
of detail as he develops a picture or a mood. 

3. Find examples of Wordsworth’s turning to na- 
ture as a source of inspiration and assurance. 
Based on “Kubla Khan,’ when or how does 
nature offer comfort to Coleridge? 


ea rN CEREALS IRA 
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George Gordon, Lord Byron 
1788-1824 


Though his poetry is now regarded as the least representative of the 
Romantic movement with which he is identified, the image that his 
contemporaries had of George Gordon, Lord Byron was of the arch- 
Romantic, extraordinary in almost every way. Byron was uncommonly 
handsome; Coleridge said he had scarcely ever seen “so beautiful a 
countenance.” However, Byron had a handicap—a club foot—that 
both physically and psychologically distressed him all his life. To 
compensate for this impairment he became an outstanding athlete: a 
masterful swimmer, horseman, boxer, cricket player, and fencer. 

A descendant of two aristocratic but flamboyant and violent 
families, Byron unexpectedly inherited his title at the age of ten 
when his great-uncle, known as the Wicked Lord, died. Thereupon he 
was sent to Harrow, a famous private school. Later, as a student at 
Cambridge University, he was known for his lavish and fashionable 
life style and flamboyant behavior; he even kept a tame bear as a 
pet. After graduating from Cambridge, he embarked upon an 
adventurous journey, traveling on horseback across Portugal and 
Spain and on to distant lands that few Englishmen had visited, 
including such unfamiliar places as Asia Minor and mountainous 
Albania. Returning, he effortlessly wrote a poem in Spenserian 
stanzas, Childe Harold’s Pilgrimage—a travelogue, narrated by an 
eloquent but emotional fictitious tourist—that made him the toast of 
London society. In his own words, “I awoke one morning and found 
myself famous.” That was when he was twenty-four. In addition, 
Byron the poet was also a champion of liberal political causes, and, 
as a member of the House of Lords, he became an active spokesman 
for the extreme liberal faction of the Whig party. In this capacity he 
bravely defended the rebelling Nottingham weavers whose jobs had 
been threatened by new textile machines. 

Soon, however, his fame had turned to notoriety, as the dashing 
young poet became the center of scandals, including an early and 
much publicized separation from his very proper young wife. In 
1816, when he was twenty-eight, Byron went into self-imposed exile, 
never to return to England. The: rest of his brief life was lived on 
the Continent, mostly in Italy. During his travels he befriended the 
poet Percy Bysshe Shelley (page 371), with whom he developed a 
productive intellectual relationship. Always an outspoken defender of 
personal and political freedom, Byron died shortly after his thirty- 
sixth birthday, having exhausted his energies training Greek troops 
fighting for independence from Turkey. 

His life is assuredly a romantic one: His scandalous behavior, 
idealism, attractiveness, defiance of conventionality, and superlative 
gifts all contribute to our notion of Byron as the quintessential 
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Romantic. Yet in literary terms he now seems the least Romantic of 
the five great poets who best exemplify that movement of the early 
nineteenth century. While Byron wrote about the connection between 
nature and the individual, his treatment of this theme, unlike 
Wordsworth’s, focused on nature as a refuge for the human soul 
stricken with melancholy and alienation. Furthermore, he did not 
approve of any of his Romantic contemporaries except for Shelley. 
He believed that he, himself, and the other Romantics, were “upon a 
wrong revolutionary poetical system.” Byron’s love poems seem 
reminiscent of the Cavalier poets of the seventeenth century—easy 
and graceful compliments in the manner of a Richard Lovelace (page 
224), His greatest literary achievements seem more in the spirit of 
Alexander Pope and John Dryden, two neoclassicist poets whom 

Byron himself acknowledged as his masters. In short, Byron—that 
arch-Romantic in life-—in literature is deeply indebted to 

neoclassicism for his most impressive poetry. 

Why then is Byron considered a Romantic poet? The answer to 
this question lies in his chief contribution to his age, namely the 
creation of the so-called Byronic hero, a character who embodied the 
yearnings of all Romantics. Readers knew enough about Byron’s life— 
the scandals associated with his name, his passionate nature, his 
fierce hatred of oppression, and his self-imposed exile from 
England—to assume that the characters he created were all self- 
portraits. In most ways they were not, for Byron was usually a witty, 
gregarious, generous, and loyal man of the world. Nonetheless, that 
hardly mattered; what mattered was the extraordinary influence the 
Byronic hero had on the poet’s contemporaries and on successive 
generations of English and American writers. Ahab, the obsessed sea 
captain in the American novelist Herman Melville’s great whaling 
novel Moby-Dick, is a nineteenth-century Byronic hero. In the 
twentieth century Ernest Hemingway developed his own version of 
the same character type. 

What, or who, is a Byronic hero? In the poet’s own words, he is 
one in whom there is mixed much to love and to hate, one whose 
“silences formed a theme for other’s prate,” or chatter. The Byronic 
hero was an aloof wanderer, a moody, smoldering individual, isolated 
fom the common run of humanity An outsider, silent, passionate, 
gloomy, and mysterious: He seemed to be something new in 
literature. Actually Byron did not invent this character who scorned 
convention; in some ways he is a descendant of Miltun’s Satan in 
Paradise Lost. Yet it was Byron who ineradicably impressed the 
character on the world’s imagination: the restless, doom-driven, alien 
spirit, harboring some nameless, mysterious guilt from the past as he 


moves with quiet scorn and defiant individualism through the 
present. 


George Gordon, Lord Byron 
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This poem, written for music, was inspired by the sight of the 
poet’s cousin by marriage, the beautiful Lady Wilmot Horton, who 
appeared at a party dressed in a black mourning gown scattered 
with spangles, or bits of sparkling material. 


George Gordon, Lord Byron 


She Walks in Beauty 


1 


She walks in beauty, like the night 
Of cloudless climes and starry skies; 
And all that’s best of dark and bright 
Meet in her aspect and her eyes: 
Thus mellowed to that tender light 
Which heaven to gaudy day denies. 


on 


2 


One shade the more, one ray the less, 
Had half impaired the nameless grace 
Which waves in every raven tress, 
10 Or softly lightens o’er her face; 
Where thoughts serenely sweet express 
How pure, how dear their dwelling place. 


3 


And on that cheek, and o’er that brow, 
So soft, so calm, yet eloquent, 
15 The smiles that win, the tints that glow, 
But tell of days in goodness spent, 
A mind at peace with all below, 
A heart whose love is innocent! 
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Stanzas Written on the Koad 
Between Florence and Pisa 


Oh, talk not to me of a name great in story— 
The days of our youth are the days of our glory; 
And the myrtle’ and ivy” of sweet two-and-twenty 
Are worth all your laurels,’ though ever so plenty. 


5 What are garlands and crowns to the brow that is wrinkled? 
*Tis but as a dead-flower with May-dew besprinkled: 
Then away with all such from the head that is hoary! 
What care I for the wreaths that can only give glory! 


Oh Fame!—if I e’er took delight in thy praises, 

10 ‘Twas less for the sake of thy high-sounding phrases, 
Than to see the bright eyes of the dear one discover, 
She thought that I was not unworthy to love her. 


There chiefly I sought thee, there only I found thee; 
Her glance was the best of the rays that surround thee; 

15 When it sparkled o’er aught that was bright in my story, 
I knew it was love, and I felt it was glory. 


1. myrtle: a plant sacred to Venus, goddess of love in classical mythology. 
2. ivy: a plant sacred to Bacchus, god of wine in classical mythology. 
3. laurels: foliage of the laurel tree, an emblem of honor or distinction. 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


She Walks In Beauty. 


| Recalling 

| 1, How clearly does the poem picture its subject? 
What do her eyes look like? What color is her 
hair? What expression does she wear? 


Interpreting 

2, To what in the poem’s opening lines does the 
black gown worn by the beautiful woman cor- 
respond? To what do the spangles scattered 
on her dress correspond? 

3, Why is day described as “gaudy’’? 

| 4, How are the woman’s mind and heart reflected 

in her appearance? 


Stanzas Written on the Road Between Florence 
and Pisa 


Recalling 


1. 


In the first stanza, with what does the speaker 
equate glory? 


2. According to lines 5—9, what can give some- 
one glory? 

3. By the last stanza what does the speaker con- 
sider to be glory and to be worth more than 
fame? 

Interpreting 

4. What is the only delight that fame has pro- 


vided the speaker? 
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Byron was in Venice when he was moved to write this poem, 


which is based on the refrain of a Scottish song. Carnival season 
had just passed and the twentv-nine-year-old poet found himself in 
a period of reflection. 


George Gordon, Lord Byron 


So We'll Go No More 
A-Roving 


1 


So we'll go no more a-roving 
So late into the night, 

Though the heart be still as loving, 
And the moon be still as bright. 


Z 
For the sword outwears its sheath, 
And the soul wears out the breast, 


And the heart must pause to breathe, 
And Love itself have rest. 


a 
Though the night was made for loving, 
Cah, And the day returns too soon, 
nf Vo oe . 
Rg) Pi Pag Yet we'll go no more a-roving 


ct, ae oy as os By the light of the moon. 


10 


15 


20 


The achievement of Byron’s that has best stood the test of time is 
the long, unfinished mock epic, Don Juan. The work, considered 
Byron’s masterpiece, is written in ottava rima, a stanzaic form 
consisting of eight iambic pentameter lines, rhyming abababcc. The 
English poet thoroughly mastered this Italian form in the nearly 
two thousand stanzas that make up Don Juan. 

Based loosely on the character of a legendary fourteenth- 
century Spaniard, Byron’s Juan (pronounced joo’un) wanders from 
Spain to Greece, Russia, and England. The true delight of the work 
lies less in the story itself than in the speaker’s commentary, as 
often off the subject as on. Here, for example, are five stanzas in 
which the speaker abandons the hero to talk about himself. 


Self-Portrait from Don Juan 


But now at thirty years my hair is gray 
(I wonder what it will be like at forty? 
I thought of a peruke’ the other day )— 
My heart is not much greener; and, in short, I 
Have squandered my whole summer while ‘twas May, 
And feel no more the spirit to retort; I 
Have spent my life, both interest and principal, 
And deem not, what I deemed, my soul invincible. 


No more—no more—Oh! never more on me 
The freshness of the heart can fall like dew, 
Which out of all the lovely things we see 
Extracts emotions beautiful and new; 
Hived in our bosoms like the bag o’ the bee: 
Think’st thou the honey with those objects grew? 
Alas! ’twas not in them, but in thy power 
To double even the sweetness of a flower. 


No more—no more—Oh! never more, my heart, 
Canst thou be my sole world, my universe! 

Once all in all, but now a thing apart, 
Thou canst not be my blessing or my curse: 

The illusion’s gone for ever, and thou art 
Insensible, I trust, but none the worse, 

And in thy stead I’ve got a deal of judgment, 

Though heaven knows how it ever found a lodgment.* 


1. peruke [po rook’): wig. 
2. lodgment: dwelling place. 
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25 My days of love are over; me no more 
The charms of maid, wife, and still less of widow, 
Can make the fool of which they made before— 
In short, I must not lead the life I did do; 
The credulous hope of mutual minds is o’er, 
30 The copious use of claret is forbid too, 
So for a good old-gentlemanly vice, 
I think I must take up with avarice... . 
Ambition was my idol, which was broken 
Before the shrines of Sorrow, and of Pleasure; 
35 And the two last have left me many a token 
O’er which reflection may be made at leisure; 
Now, like Friar Bacon’s brazen head,’ I’ve spoken, 
“Time is, Time was, Time’s past:”—a chymic* treasure 
Is glittering youth, which I have spent betimes’°— 


40 My heart in passion, and my head on rhymes. 


3. Friar. . 


. head: The reference is to a play in which the medieval 


philosopher Roger Bacon is represented as having fashioned of brass a 


head that could speak. 


4. chymic [kim/ik]: alchemic; of counterfeit gold. 


5. betimes: early. 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


onl MEI NCNM RMU RR IMR 


So We'll Go No More A-Roving 


Recalling 


1. 


Despite what three things mentioned in the 
first and last stanzas will the speaker ‘‘go no 
more a-roving’? 


. The sheath covers the sword, as the body cov- 


ers the soul. In each case, which wears out 
first, according to stanza 2? 


Interpreting 


Don Juan 


Recalling 

1. Why does the speaker think of getting a wig? 

2. What power is attributed to the heart in lines 
15-16? In stanza 3 what has come to take the 
place of the illusions once fostered in the 
poet’s heart but now gone forever? 

3. What, according to the fourth stanza, must the 
“aging poet” give up? Which “good old-genile- 
manly vice” does he plan to take up? 

4. According to the last lines of this excerpt, on 
what was the speaker’s heart fixed before his 


3. Why must the heart “pause to breathe’? 
4. In what tone of voice do you imagine the youth: nad Deen Consumed: 

speaker would speak these simple words? Ex- _ Interpreting 

plain your answer. 5. What do you imagine the speaker’s mood is 
Extending in this self-portrait? Discuss the content and 
5. Can you think of other metaphors, besides the fone, .Consige ring: Ane inv nes ads Mell eiec: 


sheath and the sword that Byron uses, to con- 
vey the relationship that exists between body 
and soul? 
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Extending 
6. What aspects of Don Juan remind you of 
Pope’s poetry (page 276)? 


Percy Bysshe Shelley —= 1792-1822 


His belief in human perfectability, his conviction that beauty and love 
could guide life’s meaning, and his radical but perceptive social and 
political philosophies distinguish Percy Bysshe Shelley as the greatest 
idealist among the Romantic poets. Although his ancestors were 
wealthy and conventional members of the Sussex aristocracy, Shelley 
proved to be a nonconformist throughout his life. As a young student 
at Sion House Academy and then at the famous private school of 
Eton, he developed attractions to science and especially to gothic 
romances that were to influence his adult preoccupations and writing. 
While attending Eton Shelley began to read radical literature and 
decided to devote his life to opposing hypocrisy and injustice. Shortly 
after entering Oxford University he was expelled for refusing to deny 
authorship of a pamphlet entitled “The Necessity of Atheism.” His 
expulsion created a breach with his father that was never mended. 

Shelley then went to London, where his sisters were in school. 
There he met young Harriet Westbrooke, a classmate of his sisters, 
whom he soon married in order to rescue her from what he 
regarded as her father’s tyranny. In keeping with Shelley’s interest in 
humanitarian causes, they spent their honeymoon in Ireland, 
participating in the movement for the reform of government and 
Catholic emancipation. Returning to London, Shelley met the radical 
philosopher William Godwin, whose theories had already influenced 
him as a student. Having drifted apart from Harriet, Shelley fell in 
love with the philosopher’s daughter, Mary Wollstonecraft Godwin, 
who was to be his second wife. (Mary Godwin, while still in her 
teens, wrote the novel Frankenstein, a work that proved more 
popular during the poet’s lifetime than anything he himself had 
written.) 

Shelley’s was in many ways an unhappy life. His health was poor, 
and, in spite of his sensitive and inquisitive nature, his motives were 
often misunderstood. He himself acknowledged that his good 
impulses often backfired on him and were “the source of all sorts of 
mischief.” He was regarded by most of his contemporaries—those 
who did not know him personally—as scarcely less than a monster. 
It was known that his controversial views had led to his expulsion 
from Oxford, that his father had disinherited him, that his first wife 
had apparently committed suicide in despair, and that the courts had 
taken custody of his children from that marriage. 

As a result of his strong commitment to unconventional social 
views, Shelley was considered a revolutionary and was treated like a 
pariah. In 1818 he, like his fellow poet Byron, exiled himself from 
England in disgust. Before he was thirty, he was drowned in a 
boating accident during a violent storm off the coast of Italy, and his 
body was found washed ashore with a volume of Keats and another 
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of Sophocles in his pockets. He was cremated on the beach, and his 
ashes were buried in the Protestant cemetery in Rome, near the 
grave of the poet John Keats (page 379). At his death Shelley’s 
volumes of poetry remained for the most part unsold, his public 
undiscovered. 

Despite financial difficulties and personal worries of his own, 
Shelley had always been singularly generous to others. After Shelley's 
death the poet Lord Byron wrote to his London publisher, “You were 
all brutally mistaken about Shelley.” In Switzerland and Italy Byron 
had come to know the younger poet well. He was, so the lord 
insisted, “the best and least selfish man I ever knew. I never knew 
one who was not a beast in comparison.” 

Now Shelley—who had almost no audience when he died—is 
justly regarded as one of the greatest of the English Romantics, a 
fierce idealist whose verses illustrate his hope for the future and his 
devotion to human betterment. William Wordsworth believed that 
“Shelley is one of the best artists of us all: I mean in workmanship 
of style.” Furthermore, Shelley wrote an impressive amount of poetry, 
and in an outstanding number of forms. Adonais, an elegy on the 
death of John Keats, is one of his finest works, and Prometheus 
Unbound, a dramatic poem in the manner of Greek tragedy, is 
another masterpiece. He also wrote sonnets, satires, odes, allegories, 
hymns, a splendid play in the Elizabethan manner—and, in prose, 
marvelous travel letters and a wonderful though uncompleted piece 
of literary criticism (“A Defense of Poetry”). At his death he was in 
the midst of a poem, The Triumph of Life, that might well have 
developed into the greatest work in a charged and compressed 
career. : 

Ozymandias [6z i man’dé as] was the Greek name for Ramses 
II, the pharaoh who ruled Egypt during the thirteenth century B.c. 
During his rule Ramses II conducted an extensive building 
program and was responsible for the largest statue in Egypt, which 
bore the inscription: “I am Ozymandias, king of kings; if anyone 
wishes to know what I am and where I lie, let him surpass me in 
some of my exploits.” 

Ramses II was also known as the pharaoh who oppressed the 
Israelites. Shelley—always an ardent challenger of oppression— 
depicts the ironical outcome of the pharaoh’s legacy in this sonnet, 
a favorite poetic form of the Romantics. 
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Percy Bysshe Shelley 


Ozymandias 


1 met a traveler from an antique land 
Who said: Two vast and trunkless legs of stone 
Stand in the desert . . . Near them, on the sand, 
Half sunk, a shattered visage lies, whose frown, 

5 And wrinkled lip, and sneer of cold command, 
Tell that its sculptor well those passions read 
Which yet survive, stamped on these lifeless things, 
The hand that mocked them,' and the heart’ that fed: 
And on the pedestal these words appear: 

i0 “My name is Ozymandias, king of kings: 
Look on my works, ye Mighty, and despair!” 
Nothing beside remains. Round the decay 
Of that colossal wreck, boundless and bare 
The lone and level sands stretch far away. 


1, The hand. . . them: the sculptor’s hand that 

“mocked” (imitated and ridiculed) the ruler’s passions. 

2, heart: the king’s heart; “hand” and “heart” are both 

direct objects of “survive” (line 7). Painting by Elihu Vedder (1836-1923). 
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To 


Music, when soft voices die, 
Vibrates in the memory— 
Odors, when sweet violets sicken, 
Live within the sense they quicken. 
5 Rose leaves, when the rose is dead, 
Are heaped for the belovéd’s’ bed; 
And so thy thoughts,” when thou art gone, 
Love itself shall slumber on. 


1. the belovéd’s: the rose’s. 
2. thy thoughts: thoughts of thee. 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


Asiopniestanrevactonst, 


Ozymandias 


Recalling 

1. What has happened to the statue, according to 
lines 3-4? 

2. Which facial expressions recording Ozyman- 
dias’ passions still survive, according to 
lines 4-5? 

3. What words appear on the pedestal of the 
statue? What else, besides the statue, re- 
mains of Ozymandias’ vast achievements, his 
“works”? 


Interpreting 

4. Based on how the sculptor captured Ozyman- 
dias, what were the pharaoh’s passions, or 
emotions? In what sense do those emotions 
survive? 

5. What might Ozymandias have wanted onlook- 
ers to despair of? At the time of the traveler’s 
report, what should the mighty despair of, 
given the condition of the statue and its sur- 
roundings? Explain the poem’s irony. 


Extending 

6. What effect does Shelley achieve by putting 
the poem in the words of “a traveler from an 
antique land”? 
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A Dirge 


Rough wind, that moanest loud 
Grief too sad for song; 

Wild wind, when sullen cloud 
Knells all the night long; 

5 Sad storm, whose tears are vain, 
Bare woods, whose branches strain, 
Deep caves and dreary main'—~ 

Wail, for the world’s wrong! 


1. main: the open sea. 


To — 


Recalling 

1. What three images of loveliness that can dis- 
appear are mentioned in lines 1-6? What | 
happens after each kind of loveliness sickens 
or dies? 

2. In line 7 what is the fourth image of loveli | 
ness? 


Interpreting 
3. In what way do the first six lines help ex: 
plain the meaning and tone of the last two 
lines? 


A Dirge 


Recalling 

1. What natural elements are represented as 
wailing forth the dirge (a funeral song, a song } 
of mourning)? 

2. For what are they mourning? 


Interpreting 

3. Based on what you know about history and | 
Shelley, what do you understand by the 
phrase “the world’s wrong” (line 8)? Give ex 
amples to explain your answer. 

4. Why would a Romantic poet expect nature to 
mourn the world’s wrong? 4 


This poem was written in a forest near Florence, Italy, “on a day,” 
says Shelley, “when that tempestuous wind, whose temperature is 
at once mild and animating [invigorating], was collecting the vapors 
which pour down the autumnal rains.” 


; A . 7 
hs. ie 


Ode to the West Wind 


1 
O wild West Wind, thou breath of Autumn’s being, 
Thou, from whose unseen presence the leaves dead 
Are driven, like ghosts from an enchanter fleeing, 


Yellow, and black, and pale, and hectic’ red, 
Pestilence-stricken multitudes: O thou, 
Who chariotest to their dark wintry bed 


The wingéd seeds, where they lie cold and low, 
Each like a corpse within its grave, until 
Thine azure sister of the Spring” shall blow 


Her clarion’ o’er the dreaming earth, and fill 
(Driving sweet buds like flocks to feed in air) 
With living hues and odors plain and hill: 


Wild Spirit, which art moving everywhere; 
Destroyer and preserver; hear, oh, hear! 


2 


Thou on whose stream, mid the steep sky’s commotion, 
Loose clouds like earth’s decaying leaves are shed, 
Shook from the tangled boughs of Heaven and Ocean,’ 


— — —_— 


1. hectic: relating to the reddening of the face caused by hectic fever, 
which accompanies wasting diseases. 


2. sister . . . Spring: the wind that will accompany spring. 
3. clarion: sound of a trumpet. 
4. tangled . . . Ocean: a metaphorical representation of the manner in 


which clouds are formed by a suspension of water (“Ocean”) in air (‘“‘Heaven’’). 
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20 


25 


30 


36 


40 


Angels® of rain and lightning: there are spread 
On the blue surface of thine aéry surge, 
Like the bright hair uplifted from the head 


Of some fierce Maenad,° even from the dim verge 
Of the horizon to the zenith’s height, 
The locks of the approaching storm. Thou dirge 


Of the dying year, to which this closing night 
Will be the dome of a vast sepulcher, 
Vaulted with all thy congregated might 


Of vapors, from whose solid atmosphere 
Black rain, and fire, and hail will burst: oh, hear! i 


3 
Thou who didst waken from his summer dreams 
The blue Mediterranean, where he lay, 
Lulled by the coil of his crystalline streams, an 


Beside a pumice’ isle in Baiae’s bay,® 
And saw in sleep old palaces and towers 
Quivering within the wave’s intenser day, 


All overgrown with azure moss and flowers 
So sweet, the sense faints picturing them! Thou 
For whose path the Atlantic’s level powers 


Cleave themselves into chasms, while far below 
The sea-blooms and the oozy woods which wear 
The sapless foliage of the ocean, know 


5. Angels: messengers. 

6. Maenad [mé/nad)]: a female worshiper of Bacchus, classical 

mythological god of wine and revelry. : 

7. pumice [pum’is]: volcanic rock. . 

8. Baiae’s [ba’ yéz] bay: an ancient resort in Italy. / 
‘ 


45 


50 


55 


69 


65 


70 


Thy voice, and suddenly grow gray with fear, 
And tremble and despoil themselves: oh, hear! 


4 


If I were a dead leaf thou mightest bear, 
If I were a swift cloud to fly with thee; 
A wave to pant beneath thy power, and share 


The impulse of thy strength, only less free 
Than thou, O uncontrollable! If even 
I were as in my boyhood, and could be 


The comrade of thy wanderings over Heaven, 
As then, when to outstrip thy skyey speed 
Scarce seemed a vision; I would ne’er have striven 


As thus with thee in prayer in my sore need. 
Oh, lift me as a wave, a leaf, a cloud! 
I fall upon the thorns of life! I bleed! 


A heavy weight of hours has chained and bowed 
One too like thee: tameless, and swift, and proud. 


3 


Make me thy lyre,’ even as the forest is: 
What if my leaves are falling like its own! 
The tumult of thy mighty harmonies 


Will take from both a deep, autumnal tone, 
Sweet though in sadness. Be thou, Spirit fierce, 
My spirit! Be thou me, impetuous one! 


Drive my dead thoughts over the universe 
Like withered leaves to quicken a new birth! 
And, by the incantation of this verse, 


Scatter, as from an unextinguished hearth 
Ashes and sparks, my words among mankind! 
Be through my lips to unawakened earth 


The trumpet of a prophecy! O Wind, 
If Winter comes, can Spring be far behind? 


mont 


9. lyre: refers to the aeolian [é 6’lé an] harp, a stringed instrument 
that produces musical sounds when the wind passes over it. 
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STUDY QUESTIONS 


Recalling 


1. 


From line 1 on, whom or what is being ad- 
dressed in this poem? What does the speaker 
ask of the addressee at the very end of stan- 
zas 1, 2, and 3? 

On what natural object does the wind’s power 
show itself in stanza 1? In stanza 2? In stanza 
3? Find these objects again in stanza 4, which 
serves as a summary of stanzas 1-3. 

What is the speaker’s present situation, as re- 
vealed in lines 54 and 55-56? 


. What does the speaker ask for in line 57? 


What does he ask the wind to do with his 
thoughts and words (lines 63 —67)? 


Interpreting 


5. 


LITERARY FOCUS 


Why, at the end of stanza 1, is the west wind 
referred to as “Destroyer and preserver’’? That 
is, what does winter, which the west wind 
brings, destroy? What does it preserve? What 
is the poet’s final vision of winter in line 70? 
How does the speaker in stanza 4 compare 
himself to the wind in terms of power and free- 
dom? What might be the literal meaning of the 
“thorns of life” (line 54)? 

By stanza 5 how has the speaker's attitude 
progressed? In your own words explain what 
the speaker hopes to accomplish. 


. In what way are nature and imagination re- 


lated, according to this poem? Consider what 
this poem says about the effect that each can 
have. By examining word choice, rhythms, and 
the rhyme scheme, consider also how imagi- 
nation captures nature in this very poem. (The 
rhyme scheme of the first twelve lines of each 
stanza is terza rima, composed of interlocking 
groups of three lines: aba bceb cdc ded.) 


Personification and Apostrophe 


The more our emotions are involved, the more 


likely we are to use figurative language, writing 
that contains one or more figures of speech such 
as metaphor, personification, and apostrophe. 


Metaphor, we recall, involves an _ implied 


comparison between two dissimilar things. Shel- 
ley's words at line 67 of “Ode to the West Wind” 


are metaphorically compared 


to ashes and 


sparks. Personification is a specific kind of met- 
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aphor, in which an inanimate object, an animal, or 
an abstraction is compared to a person and en- 
dowed with human characteristics. In lines 29- 
31, the Mediterranean Sea is compared to a per- 
son—a “he” who wakens “from his summer 
dreams.” This picture stirs our emotions more 
than a sea that remained simply a body of water. 

When a personification is addressed directly, 
the result is called apostrophe. Thus, Shelley 
apostrophizes the west wind throughout the 
poem, addressing it from first to last as though it 
could hear and respond, being the ‘Wild Spirit” 
that it is. Similarly, the same poet apostrophizes 
natural objects or phenomena in ‘A Dirge.” 

Apostrophe may also involve directly address: 
ing an absent person as though he or she were 
present. Wordsworth apostrophizes the dead poet 
Milton when he invokes that poet’s aid by writing 
“Milton! thou shouldst be living at this hour’ (page 
329). The effect of this kind of apostrophe is stil 
the same: By speaking directly and emotionally, 
the poet heightens the reader’s involvement. 


Thinking About Personification and Apostrophe 

1. How is love personified in Shelley's “To 

9 

2. How is “heart” personified in “Ozymandias”? 

3. What is apostrophized in Byron's ‘“Stanzas 
Written on the Road Between Fiorence and | 
and Pisa” (page 367)? 


COMPOSITION 

Analyzing the Structure of a Poem 

&s “Ode to the West Wind” is a highly structured 
poem. In an essay discuss the structure of the | 
poem in ways that will enlarge your reader's 
appreciation of Shelley's achievement. Begin - 
by explaining how the first three stanzas re | 
semble each other. Be sure to discuss what | 
single idea holds those stanzas together. Then 
show how stanzas 4 and 5 differ from the first ; 
three and how they move the poem forward, 


Writing a Personification 
"@ (In a prose paragraph or two personify one ele- | 
ment of nature. You may choose as your sub- - 
ject the ocean, the sun, a brook, a simple tree, 
or any other element of nature you think wil 
lend itself well to personification. Describe the 
object by showing it sounding, moving, and : 
otherwise appearing human. : 


John Keats —= 1795-1821 


Aljl three of the great “second generation” of Romantic poets died 
young. Byron (page 364) died at the age of thirty-six, Shelley (page 
371) died when he was twenty-nine. But John Keats was only twenty- 
five when he died. Moreover, he had not been precocious; his 
earliest poems, written in his late teens, are conventional and 
unpromising, and, in fact, most of Keats’s great work was done in a 
single year, 1819, when he was twenty-three. Thereafter, the 
debilitating effects of tuberculosis made writing impossible. Yet 
already, in that short time, the young man had composed poetry that 
places him among the five or six greatest English poets—work far 
superior to anything Chaucer or Shakespeare or Milton had done at 
a comparable age. 

Keats's ancestry and background would have seemed hardly 
conducive to forming a poet. Byron was an aristocrat, educated at the 
best schools. Shelley, too, was born into an old, aristocratic family, 
which assured him leisure to pursue the life of the mind. Keats’s 
father, however, was a hostler, grooming horses at a London livery 
stable. The elder Keats died from a fall from a horse when his son 
John was eight; Keats’s mother, the daughter of the stable’s 
proprietor and also of modest origins, died when he was fourteen. 
As a boy Keats was sent to a nearby private school where the 
headmaster’s son, who was one of his teachers, encouraged his 
literary interests. After the death of Keats’s mother, however, the 
young man’s guardian took him out of school. There was to be no 
Cambridge or Oxford in the life of this orphan but rather an 
apprenticeship to a surgeon and apothecary, or druggist, at a time 
when medicine enjoyed none of the prestige as a profession that it 
does now. 

Nonetheless, Keats the humble medical student was soon to meet 
various literary personalities in London. Leigh Hunt—an editor who 
was a political radical and a friend of Shelley and Byron—was among 
them. Hunt encouraged the young man in the writing that he had 
already begun, and Keats soon abandoned medicine in favor of 
poetry. As noted, those early efforts at verse were not impressive. 
Keats had not even started to write until he was eighteen. Suddenly, 
at twenty-one, he produced his first great poem (and one of the 
greatest sonnets in the language): “On First Looking into Chapman's 
Homer.” 

From that time on, Keats consciously and triumphantly fashioned 
himself into a major poet, growing almost month by month in ability. 
His letters reveal that growth less as a miracle than as something 
worked for, something brought about. The result was that in the 
space of nine months in 1819, from January through September, he 
was able to produce a dazzling succession of outstanding poems: The 
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Eve of St. Agnes, “La Belle Dame sans Merci,” six superlative odes, 
and more astonishing sonnets. Then, soon after this period of intense 
creative activity, illness made the poet set down his pen. 

During the fall of 1818, Keats had fallen deeply in love with 
Fanny Brawne, an attractive and lively girl who was devoted to the 
poet. Although they became engaged, Keats’s extreme commitment to 
his poetry, his lack of money, and, especially, his increasingly poor 
health made it impossible for them to marry. His mother and 
youngest brother had died of tuberculosis. Keats himself contracted 
the disease—a terrifying and dreadful nineteenth-century malady. 
Friends took him to Italy, in hopes that the warmer climate would 
prolong his life, but his condition was hopeless. He died in Rome 
early in 1821 and was buried there, in the same cemetery where 
Shelley's remains would be placed the following year. 

Keats’s poetry is distinctive for its unusual physical concreteness 
and its rich appeal to all of the senses. While many Romantic poets— 
including Wordsworth and Shelley—describe objects, Keats actually 
presents them. In this way he is able to stimulate the reader’s senses 
as though the object were actually present. Furthermore, Keats 
believed that the poet should subordinate his own identity in order 
to enable the poem’s subject to emerge fully. His ability to capture 
his subject’s unique characteristics often allows the reader to 
experience a feeling of direct identification and participation. Finally, 
though Keats is known as a sensuous poet, his greatness also lies in 
the fact that he was an outstanding philosophical poet whose works 
portray experience as a complexity of unavoidable, inherent 
contradictions and opposites. 

The first two Keats poems presented are sonnets and provide us 
with an opportunity to examine Keats’s use of both the Petrarchan 
(Italian) and Shakespearean (English) sonnet forms. Keats composed 
“On First Looking into Chapman’s Homer” after his friend and 
former schoolteacher, Charles Cowden Clarke, introduced him to a 
translation of the Greek poet Homer. The translation was by George 
Chapman, an Elizabethan poet. The two friends read the translation 
together through the night. Keats returned home at dawn, and 
Cowden received this sonnet with the morning mail. 
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John Keats 


On First Looking into 
Chapman’s Homer 


Much have I traveled in the realms of gold, 
And many goodly states and kingdoms seen; 
Round many western islands have I been 

Which bards’ in fealty? to Apollo® hold. 

5 Oft of one wide expanse had I been told 
That deep-browed Homer ruled as his demesne;* 
Yet did I never breathe its pure serene® 
Till I heard Chapman speak out loud and bold: 
Then felt I like some watcher of the skies 
10 When a new planet swims into his ken;° 

Or like stout Cortez”? when with eagle eyes 
He stared at the Pacific—and all his men 

Looked at each other with a wild surmise— 
Silent, upon a peak in Darien.® 


. bards: poets. 


. serene: clear, calm air. 
ken: view. 


NAW RW N= 


. fealty [fé’al té]: loyalty owed by a feudal tenant to his lord. 
. Apollo: in classical mythology, the god of poetry and music. 
. demesne [di man’ ]: realm, domain; feudal possession. 


. Cortez [kér tez’]: Hernando Cortez (1485-1547), Spanish 


conquistador of Mexico, whom Keats erroneously credits with 
the discovery of the Pacific Ocean, which was discovered by 


Balboa in 1513. 


8. Darien |dar’é en’]: the [Isthmus of Panama. 


l 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


Recalling 

1, What was the “one wide expanse,” described 
in lines 5—7, that the speaker had not ex- 
plored in his reading? By what means, accord- 
ing to line 8, was he admitted into that literary 
region? 

. According to lines 9-14, what events did the 


nm 


ferred to in the first line of this poem? 


. What do the Pacific, the planet, and Homer's 


poetry have in common with respect to the ef- 
fects on their beholders? 


. What is appropriate about Keats’s choice of 


metaphors for this sonnet? In answering, 
comment on the division of thought be- 
tween the octave (lines 1-8) and the sestet 
(lines 9~14). 


wr 


speaker's experience resemble? 


Interpreting 
3. What, literally, are 


“the realms of gold’ re- 


Extending 


6. What is your reaction to learning of Keats’s 
celebrated mistake in line 11? 
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John Keats 


When I Have Fears That 


I May Cease to Be 


When I have fears that I may cease to be 


Before my pen has gleaned my teeming brain, 


Before high-piléd books, in charact’ry,' 


Hold like rich garners’ the full-ripened grain; 
5 When I behold, upon the night’s starred face. 


Huge cloudy symbols of high romance, 
And think that I may never live to trace 


Their shadows, with the magic hand of chance 


And when I feel, fair creature of an hour! 
That I shall never look upon thee more, 
Never have relish in the fairy power 
Of unreflecting love!—then on the shore 
Of the wide world I stand alone, and think 
Till Love and Fame to nothingness do sink. 


’ 


1. charact’ry: written characters; letters of the alphabet. 
2. garners: storehouses for grain. 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


Recalling 


1. 


In lines 1-4 what is the speaker afraid he will 
not have time to do? In lines 5-8? In lines 9 
through the middle of line 12? 


. How, according to the last two lines, does he 


cope with his fears? 


Interpreting 


3. 


How is an agricultural image developed in the 
opening four lines? How is the brain like a 
field ready to be harvested? What, literally, is 
the grain? What tool will do the harvesting? 
Where will the “harvest” be put? 

How would the poet “trace” the visions that he 
beholds? 


. How do the nouns “Love” and “Fame” in the 


final line sum up the three quatrains of the 
poem? What is the speaker’s attitude at the 
end of the poem? 


382 English Literature: The Romantic Age 


COMPOSITION 


Writing About Poetry 

&@! Discuss the overall meaning of one of Keats's 
preceding sonnets, and indicate the techniques 
that the poet uses to reveal that meaning. Dis- 
cuss in particular rhythm, rhyme, similes o 
metaphors, and individual word choice. For 
help with this assignment, refer to Lesson 7 in 
the Writing About Literature Handbook at the 
back of this book. 

Writing a Personal Reaction 

&@ Like Keats in “On First Looking into Chap- 
man’s Homer,” offer a personal reaction toa 
reading experience. Begin, like Keats, by tell 
ing how you came to have the experience. 
Then go on to state the effect that the work of 
literature had on you. Obviously, your reaction 
will be more interesting to your audience if you 
tell about a strongly positive reading exper: 
ence. 


10 


20 


In the spring of 1819, when he was twenty-three, Keats wrote five 
great odes. (For more on odes, see page 388.) He wrote a sixth 
ode, “To Autumn,” that September after seeing the harvest fields. 
Three of these six odes follow. 


Ode to a Nightingale 


1 


My heart aches, and a drowsy numbness pains 
My sense, as though of hemlock' I had drunk, 
Or emptied some dull opiate to the drains 
One minute past, and Lethe-wards’ had sunk: 
Tis not through envy of thy happy lot, 
But being too happy in thine happiness— 
That thou, light-wingéd Dryad® of the trees, 
In some melodious plot 
Of beechen green, and shadows numberless, 
Singest of summer in full-throated ease. 


2 


O, for a draught* of vintage! that hath been 
Cooled a long age in the deep-delvéd earth, 
Tasting of Flora’ and the country green, 
Dance, and Provencal® song, and sunburned mirth! 
O for a beaker full of the warm South, 
Full of the true, the blushful Hippocrene,’ 
With beaded bubbles winking at the brim, 
And purple-stainéd mouth; 
That I might drink, and leave the world unseen, 
And with thee fade away into the forest dim: 


1. hemlock: a poison herb. 

2. Lethe [lée’thé]-wards: toward Lethe—in classical mythology, river of 
forgetfulness in the underworld. 

3. Dryad [dri’9ad}: in classical mythology, a nymph or deity of the woods. 
4. draught [draft]: drink. 

5. Flora: in classical mythology, goddess of flowers; the flowers themselves. 
6. Provengal [prov’an sal’ |: pertaining to Provence, in southern France, 
where troubadours, or singing poets, flourished in the Middle Ages. 

7. Hippocrene [hip’a krén'}: in classical mythology, a spring on Mount 
Helicon; its waters were regarded as a source of poetic inspiration. 
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3 
Fade far away, dissolve, and quite forget 
What thou among the leaves hast never known, 
The weariness, the fever, and the fret 
Here, where men sit and hear each other groan; 
25 Where palsy shakes a few, sad, last gray hairs, 
Where youth grows pale, and specter-thin, and dies; 
Where but to think is to be full of sorrow 
And leaden-eyed despairs, 
Where Beauty cannot keep her lustrous eyes, 
30 Or new Love pine at them beyond tomorrow. 


4 


Away! away! for I will fly to thee, 
Not charioted by Bacchus® and his pards, 
But on the viewless” wings of Poesy, 
Though the dull brain perplexes and retards: 
35 Already with thee! tender is the night, 
And haply’® the Queen-Moon is on her throne, 
Clustered around by all her starry Fays;"! 
But here there is no light, 
Save what from heaven is with the breezes blown 
40 Through verdurous’” glooms and winding mossy ways. 


5 


I cannot see what flowers are at my feet, 
Nor what soft intense hangs upon the boughs, 
But, in embalméd’* darkness, guess each sweet 
Wherewith the seasonable month endows 


8. Bacchus [bak’ as]: in classical mythology, the god of wine, who was 
commonly portrayed in a chariot drawn by leopards (‘“‘pards’’). 
9. viewless: invisible. 
10. haply: perhaps. 
11. Fays: fairies. 
12. verdurous: green with vegetation. 
13. embalmed: perfumed. 
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45 The grass, the thicket, and the fruit-tree wild; 
White hawthorn, and the pastoral eglantine;’* 
Fast fading violets covered up in leaves; 
And mid-May’s eldest child, 
The coming musk-rose, full of dewy wine, 
50 The murmurous haunt of flies on summer eves. 


6 


Darkling’? I listen; and, for many a time, 
I have been half in love with easeful Death, 
Called him soft names in many a muséd rhyme, 
To take into the air my quiet breath; 
55 Now more than ever seems it rich to die, 
To cease upon the midnight with no pain, 
While thou art pouring forth thy soul abroad 
In such an ecstasy! 
Still wouldst thou sing, and I have ears in vain— 
60 To thy high requiem become a sod. 


7 


Thou wast not born for death, immortal Bird! 
No hungry generations tread thee down; 
The voice I hear this passing night was heard 
In ancient days by emperor and clown: 
65 Perhaps the selfsame song that found a path 
Through the sad heart of Ruth,’° when, sick for home, 
She stood in tears amid the alien corn; 
The same that ofttimes hath 
Charmed magic casements, opening on the foam 
70 Of perilous seas, in fairylands forlorn. 


8 


Forlorn! the very word is like a bell 
To toll me back from thee to my sole self, 
Adieu! the fancy cannot cheat so well 
As she is famed’’ to do, deceiving elf. 
75 Adieu! adieu! thy plaintive anthem’® fades 
Past the near meadows, over the still stream, 
Up the hillside; and now ’tis buried deep 
In the next valley-glades: 
Was it a vision, or a waking dream? 
80 Fled is that music:—Do I wake or sleep? 


14. eglantine (eg/lan tin’]: sweetbrier or honeysuckle. 

15. Darkling: in the dark. 

16. Ruth: in the Bible, a young widow who left her homeland and went 
with her mother-in-law to work in the fields of Judah (Ruth 2 : 1-23). 
17. famed: reported. 

18. anthem: hymn. 
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John Keats 


Ode on a Grecian Urn 


1 


Thou still unravished bride of quietness, 
Thou foster child of silence and slow time, 
Sylvan’ historian, who canst thus express 
A flowery tale more sweetly than our rhyme: 
5 What leaf-fringed legend haunts about thy shape 
Of deities or mortals, or of both, 
In Tempe’ or the dales of Arcady?? 
What men or gods are these? What maidens loath?* 
What mad pursuit? What struggle to escape? 
10 What pipes and timbrels?* What wild ecstasy? 


2 


Heard melodies are sweet, but those unheard 
Are sweeter; therefore, ye soft pipes, play on; 
Not to the sensual® ear, but, more endeared, 
Pipe to the spirit ditties of no tone: 
15 Fair youth, beneath the trees, thou canst not leave 
Thy song, nor ever can those trees be bare; 
Bold Lover, never, never canst thou kiss, 
Though winning near the goal—yet, do not grieve; 
She cannot fade, though thou hast not thy bliss, 
20 Forever wilt thou love, and she be fair! 


3 


Ah, happy, happy boughs! that cannot shed 
Your leaves, nor ever bid the Spring adieu; 
And, happy melodist, unweariéd, 
Forever piping songs forever new. 
25 More happy love! more happy, happy love! 
Forever warm and still to be enjoyed, 
Forever panting, and forever young; 
All breathing human passion far above, 
That leaves a heart high-sorrowful and cloyed, 
30 A burning forehead, and a parching tongue. 


1. Sylvan: rustic, of the woods or forest. 

2. Tempe [tem’pé]: a valley in Greece; also, any beautiful rural spot. 
3. Arcady [ar’ka dé]: Arcadia, a region of Greece, considered to 
embody the ideal in rural contentment. 

4. loath: unwilling. 

5. timbrels: tambourines or similar instruments. 

6. sensual: pertaining to the physical senses, in this case, hearing. 


386 English Literature: The Romantic Age 


4 


Who are these coming to the sacrifice? 
To what green altar, O mysterious priest, 
Lead’st thou that heifer lowing at the skies, 
And all her silken flanks with garlands dressed? 
35 What little town by river or seashore, 
Or mountain-built with peaceful citadel, 
Is emptied of this folk, this pious morn? 
And, little town, thy streets forevermore 
Will silent be; and not a soul to tell 
40 Why thou art desolate, can e’er return. 


5 
O Attic’ shape! Fair attitude! with brede® 
Of marble men and maidens overwrought,’ 
With forest branches and the trodden weed; 
Thou, silent form! dost tease us out of thought 
45 As doth eternity: Cold Pastoral! 
When old age shall this generation waste, 
Thou shalt remain, in midst of other woe 
Than ours, a friend to man, to whom thou say’st, 
“Beauty is truth, truth beauty,”—that is all 
50 Ye know on earth, and all ye need to know. 


7, Attic: displaying the simple, graceful style characteristic 
of Attica, or Athens. 

8. brede: a braided or intertwined design. 

9. overwrought: with the surface decorated. 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


peje 


Ode to a Nightingale 4. 


What, according to lines 38—50, is this world 

like? 

In the nightingale’s world of stanza 6, what 

does the speaker feel about the prospect of 

death (line 55)? With what realization is that 
thought qualified at lines 59-60? Is the night- 
ingale’s song subject to death, according to 

stanza 7? 

5. In the last stanza, as the speaker realizes that 
imagination cannot deceive “so well/ As she 
is famed to do,” what happens to the nightin- 
gale? What is the speaker’s final question? 


Recalling 

1, What three sensations does the speaker feel 
in the poem’s opening ‘‘scene’’—a garden in 
the morning (stanza 1)? What does he hear? 

2. What specific griefs, from which the poet 
wishes to escape into the melodious world of 
the nightingale, are mentioned in lines 23-— 
30? After rejecting wine as a means of escape 
from a grief-filled world, how does the poet de- 


ia) 


termine to fly to the enchanted world that the 
bird inhabits? 


. What expressions in stanza 4 announce the 


next “‘scene’—the imagined world at night? 


Interpreting 

6. What are the differences between the speak- 
er’s world and the natural world (the nightin- 
gale’s world)? 
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7. What examples does the speaker cite to con- 
vince us of the nightingale’s, or nature’s power 
and influence in stanza 7? 

8. What role does the word “forlorn” play in 
bringing the poet back to reality by the end of 
the poem? How does the speaker feel toward 
the nightingale and its world at the end of the 
poem? 


Extending 

9. What other images—of sound, sight, smell, 
taste, or touch—have led you on a journey of 
the imagination, perhaps back to some remem- 
bered past occurrence? 


Ode on a Grecian Urn 


Recalling 

1. Identify details of the scene (assumed by 
some to be a wedding procession) that is de- 
scribed in stanza 1 as the first “flowery tale” 
or “leaf-fringed legend” pictured on the Gre- 
cian urn. 

2. In the second stanza identify the next two 
picture groups on the urn by telling who is 
doing—or not doing—what. 

3. In stanza 4 what other scene—perhaps on 
the other side of the urn—is presented? 

4. When the speaker stands back and looks at 
the urn as a whole in stanza 5, what does he 
say will happen to the urn? What, accord- 
ing to him, does the urn say as “a friend 
to man’? 


Interpreting 

5. What does the speaker think about the 
changelessness of art, which is made clear 
by the piper who cannot sound his tune, by 
the trees that cannot shed their leaves, and 
by the lover who cannot kiss his beloved? 
How does actual human life compare to life 
as captured by art? 

6. Explain the note of sadness introduced in 
stanza 4. How does the effect of art here 
contrast with the effect of art in stanzas 2 
and 3? 

7. When the speaker calls the urn a ‘Cold Pas- 
toral” in stanza 5, what does he mean? 

8. In spite of some negative qualities, what 
about art is so appealing to the speaker? In 
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spite of our human limitations, why should we 
seek an ideal? 

9. Some critics claim that the quotation marks 
beginning in line 49 should not end until the 
last word in line 50. What difference in mean- 
ing would that punctuation cause? 


Extending 

10. Both odes have related themes but different 
images. What does “Ode to a Nightingale” 
Suggest as superior to human experience? 
“Ode on a Grecian Urn’? 


LITERARY FOCUS 


The Ode 

An ode is a long lyric poem, serious and dig- 
nified in subject, tone, and style, often written to 
celebrate an event, person, being, or power—or 
to provide a vehicle for private meditation. Some- 
times an ode may have an elaborate stanzaic 
structure. Almost all odes are poems of address, 
in which the poet uses apostrophe (see page 
378). This definition notwithstanding, we must ex- 
plain that the ode is perhaps the most freely de 
fined of poetical forms, and odes vary markedly, 

The ode was originally a Greek form used in 
dramatic poetry, in which a chorus would follow 
the movements of a dance while singing the 
words of the ode. Those odes often celebrated a 
public occasion of consequence such as a nil- 
tary victory. (See Part Two of this book.) From 
those ancient Greek beginnings the form has de- 
scended through western culture to appear in 
English divested of dance and song. 

In English poetry the ode exists in one of two 
manifestations. Irregular odes have no set rhyme 
scheme and no set stanza pattern. Dryden's ode 
on page 238 is an example of the irregular ode 
form. By contrast, the Horatian ode, named for 
the Roman poet Horace, follows a regular stanza 
pattern and rhyme scheme, as does the ode by 
Shelley (page 375) and these by Keats. 


Thinking About the Ode 

1. What is the serious theme of Shelley’s “Ode to 
the West Wind’? Of Keats’s “Ode on a Gre 
cian Urn” and “Ode to a Nightingale”? 

2. Does Keats follow the same stanza form in his 
odes? 


Model for Active Reading 


In this selection, as in one selection in each unit, you will find 


notes in the right-hand margin that highlight parts of the selection. 


These notes point out important ideas of the literary period and 
draw your attention to literary elements and techniques covered in 
the Literary Focuses. Page numbers in the notes will refer you to 
more extensive discussions of these important ideas and elements. 


John Keats 


To Autumn 


1 


Season of mists and mellow fruitfulness, 
Close bosom-friend of the maturing sun; 
Conspiring with him how to load and bless 
With fruit the vines that round the thatch-eaves run; 
5 To bend with apples the mossed cottage-trees, 
And fill all fruit with ripeness to the core; 
To swell the gourd, and plump the hazel shells 
With a sweet kernel; to set budding more, 
And still more, later flowers for the bees, 
\) Until they think warm days will never cease, 
For Summer has o’er-brimmed their clammy cells. 


2 


Who hath not seen thee oft amid thy store? 
Sometimes whoever seeks abroad may find 
Thee sitting careless on a granary floor, 
‘Thy hair soft-lifted by the winnowing’ wind; 
Or on a half-reaped furrow sound asleep, 
Drowsed with the fume of poppies, while thy hook 
Spares the next swath and all its twinéd flowers: 
And sometime like a gleaner thou dost keep 
‘) Steady thy laden head across a brook; 
Or by a cider-press, with patient look, 
Thou watchest the last oozings, hours by hours. 


1. winnowing: blowing; also, the fanning process by which the 
wheat chaff is separated from the grain. 


Romantic idea: This poem 
reflects the Romaatic habit of 
relating the natural, rustic world 


| to personal concerns (p. 322). 


Alliteration, Assonance, 
Consonance (pp. 362-3063). the 
mejodious repetition of initial m, of 
internal o, of final /, and of s 
creates a mood, 


Personification, Apostrophe 
(p. 378): The entire poem is 
addressed to autumn, but the 
apostrophe becomes obvious in 
stanza 2, where Keats also gives 
human qualities to the season. 
Onomatopoeia (p. 363): The z 
and s sounds along with che 
vowels in the last part of line 
22 imitate the action of the 
cider-press. 
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3 
Where are the songs of Spring? Ay, where are they? 
Think not of them, thou hast thy music too— 
25 While barred clouds bloom the soft-dying day, 
And touch the stubble-plains with rosy hue; 
Then in a wailful choir the small gnats mourn 
Among the river sallows,’ borne aloft 
Or sinking as the light wind lives or dies; 
30 And full-grown lambs loud bleat from hilly bourn;’ 
Hedge crickets sing; and now with treble soft 
The redbreast whistles from a garden croft,* 
And gathering swallows twitter in the skies. 


Romantic idea: A description, 
the poem shows the poet's 
subjectivity {p. 322) in tine 24. 


2. sallows: willow trees. 
3. bourn [born]: region. 
4. croft: enclosed plot of ground. 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


Recalling 


1. 


Name at least four things that autumn and the 
sun are conspiring to do in stanza 1. How 
may autumn confuse the bees? 


2. Cite three instances in which the spirit of au- 
tumn is personified as a farm girl. 
3. What sights are evoked at lines 25-26 to pic- 


ture autumn’s beauty? What autumn sounds 
are mentioned in the last seven lines of the 
final stanza? 


Interpreting 


4. 


What does Keats suggest about autumn’s 
beauty and about the cyclic pattern of nature? 
Is this poem mainly descriptive, or does the 
poet intrude his moods on the poem? 

What examples of tactile imagery—imagery 
that appeals to the sense of touch—do you 
find in “To Autumn’? 


VIEWPOINT 


“Poetry is either something that lives like fire 


inside of you,” wrote the celebrated American 
novelist F. Scott Fitzgerald, 


. . or else it is nothing, an empty, formal- 
ized bore around which pedants can end- 
lessly drone their notes and explanations. 
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“The Grecian Urn” is unbearably beautiful 

. . or it’s just something you don’t under- 
stand. . . . | suppose I’ve read it a hundred 
times. About the tenth time | began to know 
what it is about, and caught the chime in it 
and the exquisite inner mechanics. Likewise 
with the “Nightingale,” which | can never 
read through without tears in my eyes. ... 


MI Based on your reading of Keats’s odes, whal 
do you suppose Fitzgerald means by “the 
chime” of the poems? What do you think he 
means by their “exquisite inner mechanics”? 


COMPARING WRITERS 


1. For each of the Romantic poets in the preced: 
ing pages, find at least one example of fasci- 
nation with the remote—the remote in place or 
the remote in time. You may cite entire poems 
and themes or specific lines or images. 

2. Demonstrate how each Romantic poet was 
seeking an ideal of one kind or another. You 
may look for the poets’ attention to nature, to 
feminine beauty and love, or to art. 

3. Citing examples, explain how the Romaniic 
writers represented here were similar or differ 
ent in their view of the state of the world anu 
in their view of the future. Based on these 
poems, were the writers hopeful or despond- 
ent, accepting or critical? 


| 


William Hazlitt 1778-1830 


The essay, the prose form that Francis Bacon had introduced into 
English literature, thrived throughout the eighteenth century in the 
hands of such practitioners as Addison and Steele. In the nineteenth 
century the form continued to appeal, for the Romantic temperament, 
with its stress on the individual, relished the essay as a vehicle for 
subjective, personal feeling. 

One of the best of the Romantic essayists was William Hazlitt. 
Hazlitt had been among the first to recognize the greatness of young 
Keats’s poetic talents. He was a friend of Wordsworth’s and of 
Coleridge’s as well and had an especially close, lifelong friendship 
with Charles Lamb—the other outstanding essayist among the 
Romantics. 

When Hazlitt was five years old, his father, a Unitarian minister 
with strong liberal views, took his family to America and founded the 
first Unitarian Church in Boston. Four years later they returned to 
England and settled in Shropshire. Between the ages of fifteen and 
eighteen, Hazlitt attended college in London, where he vigorously 
pursued philosophical studies. In 1802 he decided to become a 
portrait painter. Not until he was in his mid-thirties did he discover 
his true calling, as a contributor of essays on a wide variety of 
subjects to various English periodicals. As a popular lecturer on 
English poetry and drama and as a skilled writer, Hazlitt also 
became, along with Coleridge, one of the two most important critics 
of his time. 

Hazlitt was a moody and often quarrelsome man, and his 
domestic life was not a happy one, both of his marriages ending in 
separation. He maintained very liberal political and religious views 
throughout his lifetime even though many of his former liberal 
friends and contemporaries became increasingly conservative. As a 
result of his vehemence, he alienated at one time or another many 
of his acquaintances. Yet Hazlitt was admired, both personally and 
professionally, for his honesty and intensity of feeling. 

In his prose Hazlitt employs an energetic, forceful, and natural 
style in which his subjective opinion is prominent. His writing 
includes the expression of thought on such diverse concerns as 
philosophy, economics, politics, painting, prizefighting, the theater, 
and literature. In the following essay he presents his views on 
Macbeth, awakened by attending a performance of the play in 
London. 
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William Hazlitt 


Macbeth 


The poet’s eye in a fine frenzy rolling 

Doth glance from heaven to earth, from earth 
to heaven; 

And as imagination bodies forth 

The forms of things unknown, the poet’s pen 

Turns them to shape, and gives to airy 
nothing 

A local habitation and a name.' 


Macbeth and Lear, Othello and Hamlet, are 
usually reckoned Shakespeare’s four principal 
tragedies. Lear stands first for the profound in- 
tensity of the passion; Macbeth for the wild- 
ness of the imagination and the rapidity of the 
action; Othello for the progressive interest and 
powerful alternations of feeling; Hamlet for the 
refined development of thought and sentiment. 
If the force of genius shown in each of these 
works is astonishing, their variety is not less 
so. They are like different creations of the 
same mind, not one of which has the slightest 
reference to the rest. This distinctness and 
originality is indeed the necessary consequence 
of truth and nature. Shakespeare’s genius alone 
appeared to possess the resources of nature. 
He is “your only tragedy maker.” His plays 
have the force of things upon the mind. What 
he represents is brought home to the bosom as 
a part of our experience, implanted in the 
memory as if we had known the places, per- 
sons, and things of which he treats. Macbeth is 
like a record of a preternatural’ and tragical 
event. It has the rugged severity of an old 
chronicle with all that the imagination of the 
poet can engraft upon traditional belief. The 
castle of Macbeth, round which “the air smells 


1. “The poet’s eye . . . name”: from Shakespeare’s A 
Midsummer Night’s Dream, Act V, scene i. 

2. preternatural [pré’tar nach’ or al]: beyond or 
differing from what is natural; extraordinary or abnormal. 
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wooingly,’ and where “the temple-haunting 
martlet builds,’ has a real subsistence in the 
mind; the Weird Sisters meet us in person on 
“the blasted heath”; the “air-drawn dagger” 
moves slowly before our eyes; the “gracious 
Duncan,” the “blood-boltered Banquo” stand 
before us; all that passed through the mind of 
Macbeth passes, without the loss of a tittle, 
through ours. All that could actually take place, 
and all that is only possible to be conceived, 
what was said and what was done, the work- 
ings of passion, the spells of magic, are brought 
before us with the same absolute truth and 
vividness. 

Shakespeare excelled in the openings of his 
plays: that of Macbeth is the most striking of 
any. The wildness of the scenery, the sudden 
shifting of the situations and characters, the 
bustle, the expectations excited, are equally 
extraordinary. From the first entrance of the 
Witches and the description of them when 
they meet Macbeth: 


What are these 
So withered and so wild in their attire, 
That look not like th’ inhabitants o’ th’ earth 
And yet are on ’t? 


the mind is prepared for all that follows. 
This tragedy is alike distinguished for the 
lofty imagination it displays, and for the tumul- 
tuous vehemence of the action; and the one is 
made the moving principle of the other. The 
overwhelming pressure of preternatural agency 
urges on the tide of human passion with re. 
doubled force. Macbeth himself appears driven 
along by the violence of his fate like a vessel 
drifting before a storm: he reels to and fro like 
a drunken man; he staggers under the weight 
of his own purposes and the suggestions of 


3. tittle: very small part or quantity. 


others; he stands at bay with his situation; and 
from the superstitious awe and breathless sus- 
pense into which the communications of the 
Weird Sisters throw him is hurried on with 
daring impatience to verify their predictions, 
and with impious and bloody hand to tear 
aside the veil which hides the uncertainty of 
the future. He is not equal to the struggle with 
fate and conscience. He now “bends up each 
corporal instrument to the terrible feat”; at 
other times his heart misgives him, and he is 
cowed and abashed by his success. “The deed, 
no less than the attempt, confounds him.” His 
mind is assailed by the stings of remorse, and 
full of “preternatural solicitings.” His speeches 
and soliloquies are dark riddles on human life, 
baffling solution, and entangling him in their 
labyrinths. In thought he is absent and per- 
plexed, sudden and desperate in act, from a 
distrust of his own resolution. His energy 
springs from the anxiety and agitation of his 
mind. His blindly rushing forward on the ob- 
jects of his ambition and revenge or his recoil- 
ing from them equally betrays the harassed 
state of his feelings. This part of his character 
is admirably set off by being brought in con- 
nection with that of Lady Macbeth, whose ob- 
durate strength of will and masculine firmness 
give her the ascendancy over her husband’s fal- 
tering virtue. She at once seizes on the oppor- 
tunity that offers for the accomplishment of all 
their wished-for greatness, and never flinches 
fom her object till all is over. The magnitude 
of her resolution almost covers the magnitude 
of her guilt. She is a great bad woman, whom 
we hate but whom we fear more than we hate. 
She does not excite our loathing and abhor- 
rence like Regan and Goneril.* She is only 
wicked to gain a great end and is perhaps 
more distinguished by her commanding pres- 
ence of mind and inexorable self-will, which 
do not suffer her to be diverted from a bad 
purpose, when once formed, by weak and 
womanly regrets, than by the hardness of her 


4 Regan. . . Goneril: Lear’s evil daughters in 
Stakespeare’s King Lear. 


heart or want of natural affections. The impres- 
sion which her lofty determination of character 
makes on the mind of Macbeth is well de- 
scribed where he exclaims: 


Bring forth men-children only; 
For thy undaunted mettle should compose 
Nothing but males. 


Nor do the pains she is at to “screw his cour- 
age to the sticking-place,” the reproach to him 
not to be “lost so poorly in himself,” the as- 
surance that “a little water clears them of this 
deed,” show anything but her greater consis- 
tency in depravity. Her strong-nerved ambition 
furnishes ribs of steel to “the sides of his in- 
tent”; and she is herself wound up to the exe- 
cution of her baneful project with the same 
unshrinking fortitude in crime that in other cir- 
cumstances she would probably have shown 
patience in suffering. The deliberate sacrifice of 
all other considerations to the gaining “for 
their future days and nights sole sovereign 
sway and masterdom,” by the murder of Dun- 
can, is gorgeously expressed in her invocation 
on hearing of “‘his fatal entrance under her bat- 
tlements”: 


Come, you spirits 

That tend on mortal thoughts, unsex me 
bere, 

And fill me, from the crown to the toe, top- 
full 

Of direst cruelty! Make thick my blood, 

Stop up th’ access and passage to remorse, 

That no compunctious visitings of nature 

Shake my fell purpose, nor keep peace 
between 

Th’ effect and it! Come to my woman's 
breasts, 

And take my milk for gall, you murd’ring 
ministers, 

Wherever in your sightless substances 

You wait on nature's mischief! Come, thick 
night, 

And pall thee in the dunnest smoke of bell, 
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That my keen knife see not the wound it 
makes, 

Nor heaven peep through the bianket of the 
dark, 

To cry, “Hold, bold!’ 


When she first hears that “Duncan comes there 
to sleep,” she is so overcome by the news, 
which is beyond her utmost expectations, that 
she answers the messenger, “Thou ’rt mad to 
say it”: and on receiving her husband’s account 
of the predictions of the Witches, conscious of 
his instability of purpose, and that her pres- 
ence is necessary to goad him on to the con- 
summation of his promised greatness, she ex- 
claims: 


Hie thee hither, 
That I may pour my spirits in thine ear, 
And chastise with the valor of my tongue 
All that impedes thee from the golden round 
Which fate and metaphysical aid doth seem 
To have thee crowned withal. 


This swelling exultation and keen spirit of 
triumph, this uncontrollable eagerness of antic- 
ipation, which seems to dilate her form and 
take possession of all her faculties, this solid, 
substantial flesh-and-blood display of passion, 
exhibit a striking contrast to the cold, ab- 
stracted, gratuitous, servile malignity of the 
Witches, who are equally instrumental in urg- 
ing Macbeth to his fate for the mere love of 
mischief and from a disinterested delight in de- 
formity and cruelty. They are hags of mischief, 
obscene panders to iniquity, malicious from 
their impotence of enjoyment, enamored of de- 
struction, because they are themselves unreal, 
abortive, half-existences, and who become sub- 
lime from their exemption from all human 
sympathies and contempt for all human affairs, 
as Lady Macbeth does by the force of passion! 
Her fault seems to have been an excess of that 
strong principle of self-interest and family ag- 
grandizement, not amenable to the common 
feelings of compassion and justice, which is so 
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marked a feature in barbarous nations and 
times. A passing reflection of this kind, on the 
resemblance of the sleeping king to her father, 
alone prevents her from slaying Duncan with 
her own hand. 

In speaking of the character of Lady Mac- 
beth, we ought not to pass over Mrs. Siddons’s’ 
manner of acting that part. We can conceive of 
nothing grander. It was something above na- 
ture. It seemed almost as if a being of a supe- 
rior order had dropped from a higher sphere 
to awe the world with the majesty of her ap- 
pearance. Power was seated on her brow, pas- 
sion emanated from her breast as from a 
shrine; she was tragedy personified. In coming 
on in the sleeping scene, her eyes were open, 
but their sense was shut. She was like a person 
bewildered and unconscious of what she did. 
Her lips moved involuntarily—all her gestures 
were involuntary and mechanical. She glided 
on and off the stage like an apparition. To have 
seen her in that character was an event in ev- | 
eryone’s life, not to be forgotten. | 

Macbeth (generally speaking) is done upon | 
a stronger and more systematic principle of 
contrast than any other of Shakespeare’s plays. 
It moves upon the verge of an abyss, and isa 
constant struggle between life and death. The | 
action is desperate, and the reaction is dread: | 
ful. It is a huddling together of fierce extremes, | 
a war of opposite natures which of them shall 
destroy the other. There is nothing but what 
has a violent end or violent beginnings. The | 
lights and shades are laid on with a determined 
hand; the transitions from triumph to despuait, 
from the height of terror to the repose of 
death, are sudden and startling; every passion 
brings in its fellow-contrary, and the thoughis 
pitch and jostle against each other as in 
the dark. The whole play is an unruly chaos! 
of strange and forbidden things, where the 
ground rocks under our feet. Shakespeare’s ger 
ius here took its full swing, and trod upon the 
furthest bounds of nature and passion. 


5. Mrs. Siddons's: Sarah Siddons (1755-1831), 
celebrated British actress. 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


omen ere <i MBC aH 


Recalling 

1. In the opening paragraph, what general praise 
does Hazlitt heap on Shakespeare as a “‘trag- 
edy maker’? On Macbeth specifically? 

2. After Hazlitt analyzes the character Macbeth in 
the long third paragraph, which character does 
he next take up? Why does that character 
move us to hatred, but not to loathing? What 
are the character's principal faults? 

3. What does Hazlitt think of the portrayal of 
Lady Macbeth in the performance he saw? 

4. According to the last paragraph, what principle 
does Hazlitt conclude is at work through the 
play as a whole? What examples does the es- 
sayist mention to make that point clear? 


Interpreting 

5. What are the outstanding personality differ- 
ences between the characters of Macbeth and 
Lady Macbeth, as analyzed by Hazlitt? 


Extending 
6. To what modern journalistic form does this es- 
say correspond? 


LITERARY FOCUS 


ey PH NN I, 


Literary Criticism 

Hazlitt’s remarks on Macbeth provide a good 
example of literary criticism: the analysis or 
interpretation of a literary work in order to enlarge 
a reader's appreciation or comprehension. This 
celebrated essayist adopts two devices in this 
piece of literary criticism. 

First, Hazlitt uses the present tense to discuss 
his subject. ‘‘When she first hears that ‘Duncan 
comes there to sleep,’ he writes, “she fs so 
overcome by the news... .” Not heard; not 
was. The past sounds finished and dead, but 
Macbeth comes to new life each time it is read 
ot performed. That vitality is conveyed through 
Hazlitt’s use of the present tense. 

Second, Hazlitt quotes extensively from the 
play. The effect is to bring us close to what he is 


considering and to reassure us that he is testing 
what he says against the text. It takes more time 
to check the text and then write “the ‘gracious 
Duncan,’ the ‘blood-boltered Banquo’ stand be- 
fore us,” but that phrasing is much more effective 
than a general statement such as, “The various 
characters stand before us.” Quoting from the 
play focuses the imagery and supports points that 
might otherwise be in doubt. 


Thinking About Literary Criticism 

1. Why does Hazlitt switch to past tense in the 
next-to-the-last paragraph? 

2. Find an instance in which Hazlitt quotes from 
the play to support his analysis of Lady Mac- 
beth. Explain why the quotations he has cho- 
sen are effective. 


COMPOSITION 


Developing a Thesis Statement 

ss; Choose the selection in this unit that most 
stirred your interest and enthusiasm. (You will 
write literary criticism more effectively if you 
care about your subject.) In an essay of three 
or four paragraphs discuss an aspect of that 
selection in ways that will heighten your read- 
er’s appreciation of the writer's achievement. 
You may want to concentrate on imagery, word 
choice, structure, or sound. State your thesis 
about this aspect of the selection, and support 
your thesis with examples from the text. For 
help with this assignment, refer to Lesson 7 in 
the Writing About Literature Handbook at the 
back of this book. 


Writing a Review 

“’ Select a play, movie, or television show you 
have recently enjoyed. Write a review of the 
performance. Begin by commenting on the 
work’s overall theme. Then discuss two char- 
acters—their strengths, their weaknesses, and 
their relationship to each other. Go on to eval- 
uate the actors’ portrayals of the characters. 
Conclude with a statement of your reaction to 
the experience of watching the performance. 
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Charles Lamb 1775-1834 


Charles Lamb is the master of what is called the familiar essay, a 
personal type of informal essay that, in a casual style and 
conversational tone, reveals the writer's own personality and feelings. 
The figure who emerges through this essayist’s writings is genial, 
knowledgeable, and altogether appealing. Yet Lamb himself had a 
difficult, even tragic life. 

He was the friend of Wordsworth, Hazlitt, and Keats—and was 
Coleridge’s oldest friend, the two having met when they were 
students at Christ’s Hospital School in London. At the age of 
seventeen, Lamb began working as a clerk in the East India 
Company, an immense commercial establishment where he was 
employed until his retirement to the country thirty-three years later. 
Lamb began to write in several forms early in his career in order to 
supplement his salary at the company. 

One evening when he was twenty-two, Lamb watched in horror as 
his beloved older sister Mary, temporarily insane, stabbed their | 
mother; the murder was committed before he could get the knife 
from her hands. For the rest of his life, the writer looked after Mary, | 
who for much of the time was able to lead a normal life. Mary 
shared her brother’s interests in the theater, London art galleries, and | 


old books, and both brother and sister were outgoing and friendly. 
The Lambs entertained their friends and acquaintances (including 
many important writers and artists of the day) at weekly Wednesday 
or Thursday night gatherings at their home. However—and the image 
is extremely poignant—Mary’s symptoms would return periodically, 
and the two of them would set out together in tears for the asylum, 
carrying a Straitjacket with them. Thus they got through life | 
together, and together wrote Tales from Shakespeare, the famous 
prose version for children of Shakespeare's plays. 

Eventually, this writer of poems, farces, and melodramatic plays 
began to submit essays to periodicals. By his forties he wrote for the 
newly formed London Magazine, to which he contributed under the 
pen name Elia. Essays of Elia and Last Essays of Elia established a 
prose genre: the familiar essay, an entertaining way of writing that 
thousands have imitated since, though few with the grace and 
deftness of Lamb himself. 


WHE enkaliad! 2 fturttore: The Romantic Age 


Charles Lamb 


Playhouse Memoranda 


I once sat in the pit’ of Drury Lane 
Theatre? next to a blind man, who, I afterwards 
learned, was a street musician, well known 
about London. The play was Richard the 
Third,’ and it was curious to observe the inter- 
est which he took in every successive scene, 
so far more lively than could be perceived in 
any of the company around him. At those pa- 
thetic interviews between the Queen and 
Duchess of York, after the murder of the chil- 
dren, his eyes (or rather the places where eyes 
should have been) gushed out tears in torrents, 
and he sat entranced in attention, while every- 
one about him was tittering, partly at him, and 
partly at the grotesque figures and wretched 
action of the women, who had been selected 
by managerial taste to personate* those royal 
mourners, Having no drawback of sight to im- 
pair his sensibilities, he simply attended to the 
scene, and received its unsophisticated impres- 
sion. So much the rather her celestial light 
shone inward.” 1 was pleased with an obser- 
vation which he made, when I asked him how 
he liked Kemble,° who played Richard. I should 
have thought (said he) that that man had been 
treading something out of a book, if I had not 
known that I was in a playhouse. 


| was once amused in a different way by a 
knot of country people who had come to see 
aplay at that same Theatre. They seemed per- 
fectly inattentive to all the best performers for 
the first act or two, though the piece was ad- 


I. pit: section of the theater at ground level. 

2, Drury Lane Theatre: one of the major London 
theaters of the time. 

| 3 Ricbard the Third: one of Shakespeare’s history 
plays. 

; 4. personate: play the part of. 

5. Somuch. . . inward: slight alteration of lines from 
F Milton’s “Hymn to Light” in Paradise Lost. 

6 Kemble: John Philip Kemble (1757-1823), an 

E English actor. 


mirably played, but kept poring in the playbill,’ 
and were evidently watching for the appear- 
ance of one, who was to be the source of su- 
preme delight to them that night. At length the 
expected actor arrived, who happened to be in 
possession of a very insignificant part, not 
much above a mute. I saw their faint attempt 
at raising a clap on his appearance, and their 
disappointment at not being seconded by the 
audience in general. | saw them try to admire 
and to find out something very wonderful in 
him, and wondering all the while at the mod- 
erate sensation he produced. I saw their pleas- 
ure and their interest subside at last into flat 
mortification, when the riddle was at once un- 
folded by my recollecting that this performer 
bore the same name with an actor, then in the 
acme of his celebrity, at Covent Garden,” but 
who lately finished his theatrical and mortal ca- 
reer on the other side of the Atlantic. They had 
come to see Mr. C., but had come to the 
wrong house. 

Is it a stale remark to say that I have con- 
stantly found the interest excited at a play- 
house to bear an exact inverse proportion to 
the price paid for admission? Formerly, when 
my sight and hearing were more perfect, and 
my purse a little less so, I was a frequenter of 
the upper gallery’ in the old theaters. The ea- 
ger attention, the breathless listening, the anx- 
iety not to lose a word, the quick anticipation 
of the significance of the scene (every sense 
kept as it were upon a sharp lookout), which 
are exhibited by the occupiers of those higher 
and now almost out-of-sight regions (who, 
going seldom to a play, cannot afford to lose 
anything by inattention), suffer some little dim- 


7. playbill: theatrical program, giving names of the 
actors. 

8. Covent Garden: another major London theater. 
9. upper gallery: uppermost section of the theater, 
with the cheapest seats. 


Charles Lamb 397 


inution as you descend to the lower or two- 
shilling ranks; but still the joy is lively and un- 
allayed, save that by some little incursion of 
manners, the expression of it is expected to 
abate somewhat of its natural liveliness. The 
oaken plaudits of the trunk maker would bere 
be considered as going a little beyond the line. 

In the pit first begins that accursed critical 
faculty, which, making a man the judge of his 
own pleasures, too often constitutes him the 
executioner of his own and others! You may 
see the jealousy of being unduly pleased, the 
suspicion of being taken in to admtre; in 
short, the vile critical spirit, creeping and dif- 
fusing itself, and spreading from the wrinkled 
brows and cloudy eyes of the front row sages 
and newspaper reporters (its proper resi- 
dence), till it infects and clouds over the 
thoughtless, vacant countenance of John Buil 
tradesmen and clerks of countinghouses, who, 
but for that approximation, would have been 
contented to have grinned without rule, and to 
have been pleased without asking why. 

The sitting next a critic is contagious. Still 
now and then, a genuine spectator is to be 
found among them, a shopkeeper and his fam- 
ily, whose honest titillations of mirth and gen- 
erous chucklings of applause cannot wait or be 
at leisure to take the cue from the sour judging 
faces about them. Haply'® they never dreamed 
that there were such animals in nature as crit- 
ics or reviewers; even the idea of an author 
may be a speculation they never entered into; 
but they take the mirth they find as a pure ef- 
fusion of the actor-folks, set there on purpose 
to make them fun. I love the uninquiring grat- 
itude of such spectators. 

As for the boxes,'' I never can understand 
what brings the people there. I see such frigid 
indifference, such unconcerned spectatorship, 
such impenetrability to pleasure or its con- 
trary, such being in the house and yet not of 
it, certainly they come far nearer the nature of 


10. Haply: perhaps. 
11. boxes: compartments to accommodate a small 
number of seats. 
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the Gods, upon the system of Lucretius’ at 
least, than those honest, hearty, well-pleased, 
unindifferent mortals above,'? who, from time 
immemorial, have had that name, upon no 
other ground than situation, assigned them. 

Take the playhouse altogether, there is a 
less sum of enjoyment than used to be. For- 
merly you might see something like the effect 
of a novelty upon a citizen, his wife and daugh- 
ters, in the pit—their curiosity upon every new 
face that entered upon the stage. The talk of 
how they got in at the door, and how they 
were crowded upon some former occasion, 
made a topic till the curtain drew up. People 
go too often nowadays to make their ingress or 
egress of consequence. Children of seven years 
of age will talk as familiarly of the performers, 
aye and as knowingly (according to the re- 
ceived opinion) as grown persons—more than 
the grown persons in my time. 

Oh when shall I forget first seeing a play, at 
the age of five or six? It was Artaxerxes.'* Who 
played, or who sang in it, I know not. Such low 
ideas as actors’ names, or actors’ merits, fever 
entered my head. The mystery of delight was 
not cut open and dissipated for me by those 
who took me there. It was Artaxerxes and Ar. 
baces and Mandane that I saw, not Mr. Beard 
or Mr. Leoni or Mrs. Kennedy. It was all en- 
chantment and a dream. No such pleasure has 
since visited me but in dreams. I was in Persia 
for the time, and the burning idol of their de- 
votion in the temple almost converted me into 
a worshiper. I was awestruck, and_ believed 
those significations to be something more than 
elemental fires. I was, with Uriel, in the body 
of the sun. 

What should I have gained by knowing (as 
I should have done, had I been born thirty 
years later) that that solar representation was a 


12. Lucretius [loo kré’shos]: Roman poet and 
philosopher of the first century B.c. 

13. mortals above: those in the topmost galleries were 
called, ironically, “gods.” 

14. Artaxerxes [ar'ta zurk’séz]: play set in ancient 
Persia. The name is that of a Persian king of the fifth 
century B.C. : 


mere painted scene that had neither fire nor 
light in itself, and that the royal phantoms, 
which passed in review before me, were but 
such common mortals as I could see every day 
out of my father’s window? We crush the fac- 
ulty of delight and wonder in children by ex- 


plaining everything. We take them to the 
source of the Nile, and show them the scanty 
runnings, instead of letting the beginnings of 
that seven-fold stream remain in impenetrable 
darkness, a mysterious question of wonderment 
and delight to ages. 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


aot 


Recalling 

{. According to Lamb’s first “memorandum,” why 
did the blind man enjoy the performance of 
Richard 1 more than the others around him? 

2, In the second “memorandum” what factor con- 
fused the knot of country people who clapped 
for the actor with the minor part? 

3. In the last and longest “memorandum” who, 
among the various types who attend the the- 
ater, seems to enjoy a play most? Who enjoys 
it least? What sort of theater-goer does Lamb 
like best? Why? 


Interpreting 

4, In what ways is this essay familiar? Consider 
its point of view and the writer’s involvement in 
the topics under discussion. 


VOCABULARY 


Analogies 

Analogies are comparisons stated as double 
relationships: ‘‘A is to B as C is to D.” On tests 
analogies are printed as “A: 8::C:D.” You 
may be given the first pair and asked to find a 
second pair that has the same kind of relationship 
as the first pair. See the following example: 


CAR : MOTOR : : person : heart 


Here the first word in each pair can operate only 
with the second word in each pair. 

Each of the following numbered items begins 
with two related words in capital letters. The first 
word in each capitalized pair comes from the ex- 
cerpt by Lamb. First decide how these two capi- 
talized words relate to each other. Then choose 
the pair with the relationship most like the rela- 
tionship between the pair in capital letters. 


1. PATHETIC : PITY: : 

(a) emotional : happy 

(b) humorous : amusement 
(c}) expressive : sorrow 

(d) amusing : sadness 


2. ACME : LOWEST POINT: : 
(a) summit : highest point 
(b) abyss : highest point 
(c) peak : pinnacle 

(d) zenith : nadir 


3. DIMINUTION : LESS: : 
(a) addition : more 

(b) multiplication : division 
(c) reduction : more 

(d) multiplication : less 


4. DISSIPATED : PRESERVED: : 
(a) dispersed : scattered 

(b) eroded : conserved 

(c) squandered : wasted 

(d) weakened : strengthened 


5. SCANTY : ADEQUATE: : 
(a) meager : sufficient 
(b) plenty : abundant 
(c) spare : empty 

(d) sparse : inadequate 


STR SIAC TED eR TS TEE 


trayal of Lady Macbeth and given Lamb’s 
memories of his earliest experiences in the 
iheater, what thoughts do the two essayists 
seem to share regarding performances of 
drama? Specifically, wnat do both seem to ap- 
preciate greatly? Which of their emotions do 
they seem to want tapped by a performance? 


Charles Lamb 399 


READING FOR 
APPRECIATION 


Criticism and Critical Reading 


Literature at its best serves a 
dual purpose: It provides pleas- 
ure and diversion, and it offers 
stimulation and even enlighten- 
ment. Sometimes we read for 
pleasure only, just as sometimes 
we listen to music for relaxation 
or go to a movie for entertain- 
ment. Good and great literature, 
however, makes us work a little 
harder. It demands more be- 
cause in the end it has more to 
give. It compels us to read ac- 
tively and alertly. It insists that 
while reading we question and 
think hard. In short, good litera- 
ture asks that we read critically. 

A\lthough one definition of 
criticism is “the act of finding 
fault,” when we speak of literary 
criticism or criticism of the arts 
in general, we should bear in 
mind the original meaning of 
the term. The word criticize de- 
rives from the Greek krinein, 
which means “to discern or to 
separate.” Criticism in this sense 
implies observing, recognizing, 
categorizing, making  distinc- 
tions, and making judgments. To 
read critically, then, is to clarify 
a work, to know and understand 
it more profoundly, to evalu- 
ate its merit and the author’s 
achievement. 


William Hazlitt’s essay on 
Macbeth, because it exemplifies 
the basic principles of literary 
criticism, reminds us how to 
read _ critically. Consider, for 
instance, a few of Hazlitt’s 
thoughts on the character of 
Lady Macbeth: 


. . . She at once seizes on the 
opportunity that offers for the 
accomplishment of all their 
wished-for greatness, and never 
flinches from her object till all is 
over. The magnitude of her res- 
olution almost covers the mag- 
nitude of her guilt. She is a great 
bad woman, whom we hate but 
whom we fear more than we 
hate. 


In these three sentences alone, 
Hazlitt encompasses a descrip- 
tion and an analysis of the char- 
acter and penetrates to several 
truths about her. Lady Macbeth 
does seize the opportunity that 
arises and does remain resolute 
throughout. There is a kind of 
gtandeur in her overwhelming 
determination that almost sur- 
passes even the enormity of her 
guilt. She is “a great bad 
woman.” Hazlitt gives us an in- 
sight into ourselves as well, for 


400 English Literature: The Romantic Age 


we do fear Lady Macbeth even 
more than we hate her. Further, 
Hazlitt implies his admiration of 
Shakespeare, who imagined this 
character and brought her fully 
and splendidly to life. 

Hazlitt can only have 
reached this level of understand. 
ing by reading the play carefully, 
by closely observing Lady Mac- 
beth’s words and actions, by for- 
mulating a sense of her patterns 
and assessing their truth or false- 
ness, and by reacting honestly to 
the character. By doing all of 
these things—that is, by reading 
critically—he clarified a vital as- 
pect of Macbeth for himself and 
for us. 

The kind of elucidation that 
Hazlitt achieves here is the aim 
of all true criticism, but it is not 
always so gracefully attained. 
Yet the effort itself is valuable, 
regardless of the outcome. For 
by reading critically we learn to 
make important distinctions. We 
learn to separate and to com | 
pare. We learn to determine 
what is good, better, best—and 
poor—in literature. And we 
learn why. In the process, too, 
we learn more about our- 
selves—our tastes, our prefer. 
ences, our standards. 


THE ENGLISH 


VOICE 


“Nature Never Did Betray” 


We live in nature. It has al- 
ways been the context of our 
experience. Yet in the nine- 
teenth century, as cities grew 
and industry prospered, human 
experiences seemed to grow 
more and more remote from na- 
ture. The Romantics resisted 
that alienation: They made na- 
ture the central force in their 
lives and their literature. 

Most great writers have ex- 
pressed a deep love and under- 
standing of nature. However, it 
was not until the Romantic 
poets that nature became almost 
exclusively the subject of po- 
etry. The Romantics gave nature 
the qualities of the sublime; they 
gave the experience of nature 
the power of religious devotion. 
Comforting and awe-inspiring in 
all its cycles of life, death, and 
rebirth, nature was celebrated as 
source of delight, image of love, 
and model of moral perfection. 
The Romantics strove to make 
their creative lives images of na- 
ture itself. 


Wordsworth 
For I have learned 

To look on nature, not as in 
the hour 

Of thoughtless youth; but hear- 
ing oftentimes 

The still, sad music of human. 
_— 

In nature and the language of 
the sense 


The anchor of my purest 
thoughts, the nurse, 

The guide, the guardian of my 
heart, and soul 

Of all my moral being. .. . 

And this prayer I make, 

Knowing that Nature never did 
betray 

The beart that loved ber. 


Byron 

She walks in beauty, like the 
night 

Of cloudless climes and starry 
skies; 

And all that’s best of dark and 
bright 

Meet in her aspect and her eyes. 


Shelley 
Be thou, Spirit fierce, 
My sptrit! Be thou me, impetu- 
ous one! 


Keats 

Who hath not seen thee oft 
amid thy store? 

Sometimes whoever 
abroad may find 

Thee sitting careless on a gran- 
ary floor, 

Thy hair soft-lifted by the win- 
nowing wind. 


seeks 


It was nature that was hon- 
est, without artifice. Nature was 
the ultimate source of truth and 
beauty, and the greatest human 
joy was to imitate nature, absorb 
it, and be absorbed by it. 


Key to Illustrations on 
Pages 318-319. 


1. Portrait of William 
Wordsworth by Benjamin 
Haydon, 1842. 

2. Detail, Lamplighter, 1805. 

3. Portrait of Percy Bysshe 
Shelley, Amelia Curran, 1819. 

4. Detail, engraving depicting 
weaving by power loom ina 
Lancashire mill, 1834. 

5. Detail, engraving by Gustav 
Doré (1832-1883) for The Rime 
of the Ancient Mariner. 

6. Nineteenth-century British inn. 
7. Detail, painting of Regent Street, 
London, c. 1830, artist unknown. 
8, John Keats, miniature by Joseph 
Severn, 1819. 

9, Detail, Dedbam Mill, Essex, 
John Constable, 1820. 
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Key to Illustrations appears on page 449 


THE 
VICTORIAN 
AGE 


1837—1901 


Queen Victoria and 
the Empire 


Queen Victoria was only cighteen when 
she ascended the throne, and she ruled 
not only the world’s most powerful na- 
tion but also an empire extending to 
Canada, Australia, India, and parts of Af- 
rica. After the death of her uncle, Wil- 
liam IV, the young Princess Victoria was 
awakened from a sound sleep and 
brought downstairs in her dressing 
gown. Her diary for that day records 
that on the staircase that morning she 
had felt quite prepared to be queen. She 
remained queen until her death sixty- 
four years later at the age Of eighty-two. 
Her long reign was a period of progress 
and prosperity for the nation. 

Victoria’s personal life was rich also. 
She married her cousin Prince Albert of 
Saxe-Coburg-Gotha (a name that their 
successors would eventually change to 
the more British-sounding Windsor), 
Victoria and Albert had a happy family 
life with four sons and five daughters, 
and they traveled often to visit coyal rel- 
atives on the Continent. especially in 
Germany. The queen’s exemplary per- 
sonal life, along with her famous hon- 
esty, sense of morality, and propriety, 
won a new respect for the monarchy. 

The Victorian Age did contain con- 
flict, inevitable in an empire that 
spanned the globe, an empire upon 
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which the sun literally never set. 
A dispute between Upper and 
Lower Canada led to union be- 
tween the two and the begin- 
ning of self-government. In the 
Crimean War (1853-1856) Brit- 
ain joined France in an effort to 
prevent Russia from gaining a 
Mediterranean port. Mutiny in 
India in 1857 caused the British 
government to take control of 
the entire Indian subcontinent 
from the East India Company, 
which besides handling trade 
had always shared the responsi- 
bility of governing the colony. 
Britain was also economically in- 
volved in the American Civil 
War because factories in north- 
ern England depended upon raw 
cotton from the Confederate 
States. 

British interests in China 
were threatened in 1900 by the 
Boxer Rebellion against foreign 
influence. In addition, British 
troops were fighting in Africa to 
defend British possessions there. 
The Boer War, a destructive war 
against Dutch settlers in South 
Africa, had begun in 1899. Its 
end, in 1902, marked the end of 
British empire building, but by 
that time the Empress of India 
(as Parliament had dubbed Vic- 
toria in 1877) had died. 

Although she was a success- 
ful and well-loved monarch, Vic- 
toria’s powers were only advi- 
sory, and she was fortunate to 
have an array of distinguished 
ministers. Wellington, the hero 
who had defeated Napoleon at 
Waterloo, was a statesman as 
well as a military leader. Sir 


Detail, The Triumph of Steam and 
Electricity, 1897, a lithograph celebrating 
the diamond jubilee of Queen Victoria. 


Robert Peel served the queen 
well in domestic affairs; he initi- 
ated the practice of unarmed 
police officers, nicknamed bob- 
bies after him. The British polit- 
ical scene was dominated, how- 
ever, by the dramatic rivalry 
between Liberal Party (Whig) 
leader W. E. Gladstone, a “Little 
Englander” opposed to the ex- 
pansion of the empire, and Con- 
servative (Tory) Benjamin Dis- 
raeli. Disraeli was the queen’s 
favorite and prevailed. Later, 
however, the “Little England” 
philosophy would become an in- 
evitable reality because of world 
events in the years after Victo- 
ria’s death. 


Life in Victorian Times 


Victoria’s reign saw important 
developments in transportation, 
manufacturing, and commerce. 
The queen herself became a pa- 
tron of the growing railways 
when she took her first train 
trip in 1842 from Windsor Cas- 
tle, west of London, into the 
city. According to reports, the 
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queen’s coachman insisted that 
duty called for him to drive the 
engine. Steamship lines also | 
grew during this period, facilitat- 
ing trade with colonies and with | 
the United States. British com: | 
merce flourished as raw materi: 
als were imported and manufac. 
tured goods were exported. 
Newly powerful industrialists” 
and merchants rapidly expanded 
the British middle class, a group 
whose attitudes __ increasingly 
came to represent the age. Their 
values included hard work, strict — 
morality, social reform, and : 
pragmatism. Progress inspired | 
self-assurance and optimism. At 
the same time, however, new 
ideas in government, science, 
and economics fostered curios- | 
ity, doubt, and controversy. 
One innovative and positive 
aspect of the Victorian Age was 
that many people, including the 
lower classes, could share in the 
great events of the time. News, 
sent by train, steamship, and tel- 
egraph, traveled faster than ever 
before, and there was good | 
news to be shared. In spite of 
their lack of political influence, 
their long working hours and in- 
adequate wages, in spite of the 
danger of poor sanitary condi- 
tions and disease (even the | 
plague returned in 1849 and 
1853), the working class enthu 
siastically cheered reports of 
overseas victories and domestic 
advances. They flocked to Lon 
don for the Great Exhibition of 
1851. This display of British in- 
dustrial success was held in the 
Crystal Palace, a construction of 


glass that continued to symbol-- 
ize Britain’s triumphs until de- 
stroyed by fire in 1936. 

Although the lives of British 
workers remained difficult, ma- 
jor steps were taken to correct 
abuses against the working class. 
Women and children no longer 
worked in coal mines and could 
not be expected to work more 
than ten hours a day in factories. 
Workers in the textile industry 
were granted a half-day holiday 
on Saturday. 

Although diseases like the 
plague could still remind people 
of the limits of science, progress 
was made in sanitation and med- 
icine. Adequate sewers were be- 
coming a reality, and people 
were using the clean water now 
being piped into cities instead of 
contaminated wells and springs. 
The use of anesthetics in hospi- 
tal operating rooms became 
widespread; Victoria _ herself 
aided their acceptance by agree- 
ing to an anesthetic during the 
birth of her seventh child. Dur- 
ing the plague in London, by- 
sanders were surprised to see 
an elegant, wealthy woman 
working as a nurse in the make- 
shift hospital rooms that were 
set up on the city’s streets. Flor- 
ence Nightingale would later 
win fame in the same role in 
hospital tents on the Crimean 
front. 

Life in England, especially in 
london, changed in other ways. 
Parliament prohibited the use of 
“dimbing boys” to clean chim- 

| neys in 1840, more than ten 
years after William Blake’s death. 


Detail, wallpaper designed by the 
Englishman William Morris, 1896. 


Debtors’ prisons were abolished 
in 1869. The first underground 
railroad in London was com- 
pleted in 1884, and in the first 
year of the twentieth century, 
horses in the streets began to 
grow accustomed to the few 
steam-driven cars that sped 
about the city at more than four 
miles an hour. 


Poetry in the Victorian Age 


The Romantic poets—Words- 
worth, Coleridge, Shelley, Byron, 
and Keats—were revolutionary 
poets. They wrote when they 
were young and, except for 
Wordsworth, died young. Wil- 
liam Wordsworth (1770-1850) 
survived into the Victorian Age, 
turned away from rebellion, and 
became Queen Victoria’s poet 
laureate, the official poet writing 
vense custom-made for state oc- 
casions. When he died, Words- 
worth was succeeded as poet 
laureate by Alfred, Lord Tenny- 
son, then in the midst of a long 
and illustrious poetic career. Un- 
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like the poetry of the Romantic 
Age, Tennyson’s poems demon- 
strate the conservatism, opti- 
mism, and _ self-assurance that 
marked the Victorian Age. The 
Brownings—Robert Browning 
and his wife, Elizabeth Barrett 
Browning—were not rebels ei- 
ther; they too were positive 
poets for a positive time. 

Other original poetic . ge- 
niuses of the period include 
Matthew Arnold, who was also 
an educator and essayist, and 
Gerard Manley Hopkins, who 
was also a scholar and priest. 
Dante Gabriel Rossetti, a poet 
and painter, was at the center of 
a group that called themselves 
the Pre-Raphaelites because 
they sought to bring to their po- 
etry the simplicity and direct- 
ness notable in medieval Ital- 
ian art before the Renaissance 
painter Raphael came on _ the 
scene. Toward the end of the 
nineteenth century, Victorian 
optimism began to wane. Even 
Tennyson and Browning had ac- 
knowledged the darker side of 
life in some of their best verses, 
but now A. E. Housman and 
Thomas Hardy added  distin- 
guished and pessimistic poetry 
to the Victorian Age. Both at its 
patriotic height and during the 
end-of-century reaction to main- 
stream optimism, the Victorian 
Age gave us memorable poetry 
by Rudyard Kipling (1865- 
1936), Algernon Swinburne 
(1837-1909), and Oscar Wilde 
(1854-1900), writers who—like 
Thomas Hardy—achieved fame 
for work in other genres as well. 
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Drama in the Victorian Age 


Drama did not thrive during the 
Victorian Age. Although Tenny- 
son and Browning tried to cre- 
ate poetic dramas, the real 


theater celebrities of the age’ 


were actors—William Macready, 
Henry Irving, and Ellen Terry— 
rather than playwrights. When 
the Victorians finally produced 
great drama, the age was ap- 
proaching its close. An accom- 
plished critic, novelist, and poet, 
Oscar Wilde also wrote several 
comic plays that satirize upper- 
class manners and morals. Lady 
Windermere’s Fan (1892) and 
The Importance of Being Ear- 
nest (1895)—considered by 
many to be a perfect comedy— 
still delight audiences today. Ar- 
thur Wing Pinero (1855-1934) 
represents a movement toward 
the well-made play, a play with 
carefully crafted plot, characters, 
and setting; The Second Mrs. 
Tanqueray (1893) is an exam- 
ple. For audiences of Victoria’s 
day, the high point of theatrical 
enjoyment was a series of light 
comic operas by William Gilbert 
(1836-1911) and Arthur Sulli- 
van (1842-1900), including The 
Pirates of Penzance (1880) and 
The Mikado (1885). 


Prose in the Victorian Age . 


A highly imaginative and satiri- 
cal masterpiece of the Victorian 
Age was written as a children’s 
story. Charles Dodgson, using 
the pen name Lewis Carroll 
(1832-1898), wrote Ajice’s Ad- 


Alice and the Mock Turtle. Sir John Tenniel, 
1866. Illustration for Alice's Adventures in 
Wonderland, by Lewis Carroll. 


ventures in Wonderland (1865) 
and its companion piece, 
Through the Looking Glass 
(1871), for the entertainment of 
a friend’s daughter. John Ruskin 
(1819-1900) achieved fame 
with books about art such as 
Stones of Venice (1851-1853). 
The era also produced great his- 
torical works. Thomas Babington 
Macaulay (1800-1859) was the 
most popular historian of his 
day; publication of his five-vol- 
ume History of England was 
completed after his death. The 
Scottish philosopher Thomas 
Carlyle (1795-1881) wrote a 
major history of the French Rev- 
olution. In his philosophical 
work Carlyle decried the mate- 
rialism and lack of purpose of 
his day. Another philosopher, 
John Stuart Mill (1806-1873), 
championed individual liberty 
and the power of reason. John 
Henry Newman (1801-1890) 
wrote a series of essays intend- 
ed to inspire religious reform, 
and Walter Pater (1839-1894) 
wrote impressionistic essays on 
Romantic poets. 
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The Novel in the 
Victorian Age 


During the reign of Queen Vic- 
toria, the English novel came of 
age suddenly, swiftly, and dra 
matically. One innovation of Vic: 
torian novelists was Realism, 
which presented a detailed por- 
trait of life in nineteenth-century 
England.” The novel dominates 
the literary scene of the period; 
even Prime Minister Benjamin 
Disraeli was a novelist. Many of 
the great novels of the day were 
also rousing popular successes, 
making authors like Charles 
Dickens celebrated public fig- 
ures. Some of these novels were 
published in installments in 
weekly magazines. This style of 
presentation often affected the 
content of the work, as popular 
novels were stretched out to 
prolong their success and unpop- 
ular works were altered in at 
tempts to win the public’s affec: 
tion. 

Among the most popular and 
productive Victorian novelists is 
Charles Dickens, whose work 
combined social criticism with 
comedy and.sentiment to create 
a tone that the world identifies 
as Victorian. Like Chaucer and 
Shakespeare before him, Dickens 
enjoyed inventing a vast array of 
memorable characters in novels 
such as Oliver Twist (1837- 
1839), A Tale of Two Cities 
(1859), and Great Expectations 
(1860-1861). His heartfelt ctiti- 
cism helped to change British 
institutions that badly needed 
reform, especially prisons and 


schools. William Makepeace 
Thackeray (1811-1863), like 
Dickens a journalist of humble 
background, was a satirist of the 
morality, the hypocricies, ‘and 
the manners of the English mid- 
dle class. Thackeray is best re- 
membered today as the creator 
of Becky Sharp, heroine of Van- 
ity Fair (1847-1848). Becky is 
a schemer who prettily but 
cold-heartedly plots her way 
from poverty to social success. 
Anthony Trollope (1815-1882), 
the third major midcentury nov- 
elist, set much of his fiction— 
for example, Barchester Towers 
(1857)—against a background 
of Anglican Church life. By fo- 
cusing on British institutions, 
these three novelists dissected 
an age as well as entertained 
their readers and comment- 
ed on life itself. 

George Eliot was the pen 
name of Mary Ann Evans 
(1819-1880). Her novels in- 
clude The Mill on the Floss 
(1860), Silas Marner (1861), 
and Middlemarch (1871-1872). 
Charlotte (1816-1855) and Em- 

. ly (1818-1848) Bronté made 
literary history while living in al- 
most complete seclusion in a 
Yorkshire village. From their 
pens came two particularly re- 
markable and well-loved novels, 
Charlotte’s Jane Eyre and Emi- 


Traveling inkstand, 1814-1815, belonging to 
Charles Dickens. 


both 


ly’s 
published in 1847. 

A fascination with history is 
revealed in novels like Benjamin 
Disraeli’s Sybil (1845), Edward 


Wuthering Heights, 


George Bulwer-Lytton’s Last 
Days of Pompeii (1834), 
Charles Reade’s Cloister and the 
Hearth (1861), 
Kingsley’s Westward Ho! 
(1855). The Scottish author 
Robert Louis Stevenson (1850— 
1894) created a remarkable se- 
ries of adventure novels with 
exotic, historical settings. Best 
known are Treasure Island 
(1882), The Strange Case of 
Doctor Jekyll and Mister Hyde 
(1886), and Kidnapped (1886). 
Another famous storyteller was 
Rudyard Kipling, whose novels 
include Captains Courageous 
(1897) and Kim (1901). Wilkie 
Collins (1824-1889) wrote 
what may be the first widely ad- 
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and Charles. 


mired mystery novel, Te Moon- 
stone (1858). Toward the end 
of the era, two of the best- 
known characters in literature 
came into being when Arihur 
Conan Doyle (1859-1930) cre- 
ated his master detective, Sher- 
lock Holmes, and Bram _ Sto- 
ker (1847-1912) created Count 
Dracula. 

The novels of Thomas Hardy 
are set in the lonely farm coun- 
try of Wessex, and they slice 
pessimistically through manners 
and social customs to touch on 
the nature of life itself. They in- 
clude Far from the Madding 
Crowd (1874), Return of the 
Native (1878), Tess of the D°’Ur- 
bervilles (1891), and Jude the 
Obscure (1896). Samuel Butler 
(1835-1902) also satirized his 
own time; his novel The Way of 
All Flesh (1903) was such a 
strong attack on Butler’s own 
Victorian family that it was not 
published until after his death. 

In an age when literature 
was a major form of popular en- 
tertainment, British novelists 
provided a remarkably diverse 
body of work that appealed to a 
mass audience. Today many of 
these novels are still read and 
enjoyed, and they also provide 
us with much of our knowledge 
of life and thought during the 
age of Queen Victoria. 
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1837-1901 BRITISH EVENTS 


1837 
1838 


1839 


1840 


1841 


1842 


1845 


1847 


1848 


1850 


1854 


1855 


1856 


1859 
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Victoria becomes queen 


Dickens’ Oliver Twist and 
Nicholas Nickleby best sellers 


First bicycle made in Scotland 


Queen Victoria marries Prince 


Albert 


Construction begins on 
Houses of Parliament 


Robert Browning, Pippa 
Passes ? 


Punch, a humorous weekly 
magazine, begins publication 


Scottish surgeon James Braid 
discovers hypnosis 


Queen Victoria makes her first 


railway journey 


Alfred, Lord Tennyson, . 
“Ulysses” 


Failure of the potato crop 
causes famine in Ireland 


Charlotte Bronté, Jane Eyre 


Emily Bronté, Wuthering 
Heights 


William Makepeace Thackeray, ( { 


Vanity Fair 


Elizabeth Barrett Browning, 
Sonnets from the Portuguese 


England enters the Crimean 
War : 


Robert Browning, Men and 
Women 


“Big Ben,” fourteen-ton bell at 
Houses of Parliament, cast 


John Stuart Mill, On Liberty 


Charles Darwin, Origin of 
Spectes 


TIME LINE 


QUEL 
VICTOCIA- 


1838 
1839 


1840 


1841 


1842 


1845 


1847 


1848 


1850 


1855 


1856 


1859 
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WORLD EVENTS 


1837-1901 


Sweden: Opera singer Jeany 
Lind debuts 


Switzerland: First electric 
clock built 


France: Artists Monet, Renoir, 
and Rodin born 


Canada: Upper and Lower 
Canada united 


China: Hong Kong comes 
under British sovereignty 


America; Ralph Waldo 
Emerson, £ssays 


South Africa: Boers set up 
Orange Free State 


America: Edgar Allan Poe, 
“The Raven” 


Italy: Verdi's opera Macbeth 
premi¢res 


Belgium: Marx and Engels, 2 


Communist Manifesto 


America: Nathaniel 
Hawthorne, The Scariet Letter @ 


Russia: Florence Nightingale 
applies hygicnic standards in 
Crimean War hospitals 
France: Gustave Flaubert, 
Madame Bovary 


Egypt: Work on Suez Canal 
begins 


1837-1901 BRITISH EVENTS WORLD EVENTS = 1837-1901 


1863 


1866 


1867 


1868 


1869 


1870 


1871 


1874 


1875 


1877 


1880 


1882 


1891 


1894 


1895 


1896 


1897 


1900 


1901 


Construction begins on first 
London underground railway 


1863 Mexico: French troops 
proclaim Maximilian of Austria 
emperor 


Algernon Charles Swinburne, 
Poems and Ballads 


Matthew Arnold, “Dover 
Beach” 


Austria: Gregor Mendel 
presents laws of heredity 


{ 7 if 72 . 
Politics dominated by rivalry aia MTT REN AGE A 
between Gladstone and X Pm 
Disraeli Cy) ; 
Debtors’ prisons abolished . y, \ 1869 india: Mahatma Gandhi born 
Charles Dickens dies _ AN 1870 Italy: Rome made capital of 
— Se newly unified nation 
Lewis Carroll, Through the yy Te e . 1871 French defeated in Franco- 
Looking Glass err 9 Prussian War 


Thomas Hardy, Far from the 
Madding Crowd 


First swim across English 
Channel 


L874 France: First Impressionist 
exhibit in Paris 
1875 Germany: Heinrich 
Schliemann, Troy and Its 
Remains 

ucen Victoria proclaimed Be 1877 India: Famine in Ben 

P bs } 

Empress of India } i 


Gilbert and Sullivan, The 
Pirates of Penzance 


(880 France: Auguste Rodin sculpts 
The Thinker 


1882 Norway; Henrik Ibsen, An 
Enemy of the Peopie 


Robert Louis Stevenson, 
Treasure Island 


Arthur Conan Doyle, The an net! 1891 French artist Paul Gauguin 
Adventures of Sherlock Peer settles in Tahiti 
Holmes . 


Rudyard Kipling, The Jungle 


Book z ss 
H. G. Wells, The Time o“ w, : _— 
Machine it 1495 Cuba: Fight for independence 


from Spain 
William Butler Yeats, Poems 
ftaly: Marconi invents the 


Oscar Wilde, The Importance wireless telegraph 


of Being Earnest LULL Dun 


A. E. Housman, A Shropshire yEATS - fe oF 1896 Sweden: Five Nobel Prizes 

Lad : 2 established 

Bram Stoker, Dracula 

1899 South Africa: Boer War begins 

Joseph Conrad, Lord Jim hee: VEZ : 1900 China: Boxer Rebellion against 
y a foreign influence 

Queen Victoria dies 


English Literature: The Victorian Age 409 


Alfred, Lord Tennyson 1809-1892 


Alfred, Lord Tennyson, was the most eminent and most revered of 

the Victorian poets; his poems found their way into almost every 
Victorian home. In the words of writer Thomas Carlyle, his 
contemporary, Tennyson was “one of the finest looking men in the 
world,” and he possessed “‘a right valiant, true-fighting, victorious 

heart, strong as a lion’s, yet gentle, loving, and full of music.” | 

One of twelve children of a country minister, Tennyson grew up 
in the quiet village of Somersby in Lincolnshire, an area in eastern 
England known for its beautiful countryside. His father had an | 
excellent library where the young Tennyson began his study of the 
English classics. He also began writing poetry at a very early age, 
producing a six-thousand-line epic by the age of twelve; at eighteen 
he published an anonymous collection of poetry with two of his 
brothers. Tennyson learned classical and modern languages from his 
gifted father in preparation for the university. His father also made 
the young Tennyson memorize and recite all of the odes of the 
Roman poet Horace before allowing him to leave for Cambridge 
University. 

At Cambridge Tennyson joined a circle of young intellectuals 
whose center was the brilliant student Arthur Henry Hallam. Hallam 
and Tennyson developed a close friendship, as Hallam encouraged 
Tennyson's interest in poetry and became engaged to Tennyson's 
sister. While still at the university Tennyson made a promising debut 
as a young poet with the publication Poems, Chiefly Lyrical (1830). 
Then calamity shadowed Tennyson's life. His father’s fatal illness 
forced Tennyson to leave Cambridge without finishing his degree. His 
next publication, Poems, met with stinging criticism early in 1833. 
And in that same grim year his friend Hallam died unexpectedly in 
Vienna at the age of twenty-three. 

Hallam’s death threw Tennyson into a deep and long depression. 
Nearly a decade passed before he published any poetry, and some of 
his friends believed that grief had caused him to abandon poetry 
forever. In fact, he was working out his grief by perfecting his craft 
during what he later called his “ten years’ silence.” 

He broke that silence in 1842 by publishing new work that soon 
established him as the leading poet of his time. And in 1850, after 
years of intermittent labor, he published his great elegy to Hallam, In 
Memoriam A. H. H., recording the shattering effect on his spirit of 
Hallam’s death seventeen years before. He also married in that year 
and was named Wordsworth’s successor as poet laureate. 

Tennyson continued to write throughout his long and productive 
life, experimenting with a great variety of poetic forms. Among his 
most popular works is The Idylls of the King, a series of poems 
celebrating the legend of King Arthur. Tennyson worked on the 
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dozen poems that make up The /dylls over a period that spanned 
fifty years, beginning the work shortly after Hallam’s death and 
publishing the last poem in the series in 1885. 

Toward the end of his career, Tennyson was knighted by Queen 
Victoria; this honor, never before given to a writer, indicates the 
enormous esteem in which Tennyson was held by the people of his 
country. To his contemporaries Tennyson was the great consoling 
voice of their age, a prophet who managed through suffering to 
reconcile the upheavals of the nineteenth century with an abiding 
belief in God and in human worth. Modern readers turn to 
Tennyson’s poetry less for its reassurances than for its heartbreaking 
beauty, its musicality, and its haunting sense of the transitory nature 
of life. 

As we learn in Homer’s epic the //iad (see Part Two of this 
book), the Greek hero Ulysses fought for ten years in the siege of 
Troy. With the war finally won, he set out for his home in Ithaca, 
a voyage Homer recounts in the Odyssey. Adventures along the way 
delayed Ulysses’ return for another decade. At last, the warrior 
reestablished himself as king of Ithaca and was reunited with his 
faithful wife, Penelope, and son, Telemachus [ta lem’a kas]. 
Tennyson’s “Ulysses” carries the story further, presenting the 


thoughts of the aging hero long after the joys of welcome have 
faded. 


Third-century Roman mosaic 
showing Ulysses and his 
companions sailing past the 
Isle of the Sirens. 
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Alfred, Lord Tennyson 


Ulysses 


It little profits that an idle king, 

By this stil! hearth, among these barren crags, 

Matched with an aged wife, I mete and dole’ 

Unequal’ laws unto a savage race, 
5 That hoard, and sleep, and feed, and know not me. 

I cannot rest from travel; I will drink 

Life to the lees.’ All times I have enjoyed 

Greatly, have suffered greatly, both with those 

That loved me, and alone; on shore, and when 
10 Through scudding drifts’ the rainy Hyades° 

Vexed the dim sea. I am become a name: 

For always roaming with a hungry heart 

Much have I seen and known—cities of men 

And manners, climates, councils, governments, 
15 Myself not least, but honored of them all— 

And drunk delight of battle with my peers, 

Far on the ringing plains of windy Troy. 

I am a part of all that I have met; 

Yet all experience is an arch wherethrough 
20 Gleams that untraveled world whose margin fades 

Forever and forever when I move. 

How dull it is to pause, to make an end, 

To rust unburnished, not to shine in use! 

As though to breathe were life! Life piled on life 
26 Were all too little, and of one to me 

Little remains; but every hour is saved 

From that eternal silence, something more, 

A bringer of new things; and vile it were 

For some three suns to store and hoard myself, 
30 And this gray spirit yearning in desire 

To follow knowledge like a sinking star, 

Beyond the utmost bound of human thought. 


mete. . . dole: portion out. 

. Unequal: unjust, unfair. 

. lees: dregs, sediment. 

scudding drifts: wind-driven rain or spray. 

. Hyades [hi’s déz’]: group of stars whose rising with the sun was 
hought to bring rain. 


fad 


Draped Warrior. bronze, late sixteenth century B.C. 
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35 


40 


45 


50 


55 


60 


65 


70 


This is my son, mine own Telemachus, 
To whom I leave the scepter and the isle°— 
Well-loved of me, discerning to fulfill 
This labor, by slow prudence to make mild 
A rugged people, and through soft degrees 
Subdue them to the useful and the good. 
Most blameless is he, centered in the sphere 
Of common duties, decent not to fail 
In offices of tenderness, and pay 
Meet’ adoration to my household gods, 
When I am gone. He works his work, I mine. 
There lies the port; the vessel puffs her sail; 
There gloom the dark, broad seas. My mariners, 
Souls that have toiled, and wrought, and thought with me— 
That ever with a frolic welcome took 
The thunder and the sunshine, and opposed 
Free hearts, free foreheads—you and I are old; 
Old age hath yet his honor and his toil. 
Death closes all; but something ere the end, 
Some work of noble note, may yet be done, 
Not unbecoming men that strove with gods. 
The lights begin to twinkle from the rocks; 
The long day wanes; the slow moon climbs; the deep 
Moans round with many voices. Come, my friends. 
‘Tis not too late to seek a newer world. 
Push off, and sitting well in order smite 
The sounding furrows;* for my purpose holds 
To sail beyond the sunset, and the baths 
Of all the western stars, until I die. 
It may be that the gulfs will wash us down; 
It may be we shall touch the Happy Isles,” 
And see the great Achilles,"° whom we knew. 
Though much is taken, much abides; and though 
We are not now that strength which in old days 
Moved earth and heaven, that which we are, we are— 
One equal temper of heroic hearts, 
Made weak by time and fate, but strong in will 
To strive, to seek, to find, and not to yield. 


6. isle: Ithaca, an island off the coast of Greece. 

7. Meet: appropriate. 

8. sounding furrows: ocean waves. 

9. Happy Isles: Elysium; in classical mythology, the place to which heroes 
and virtuous people were thought to go after death. 

10. Achilles [a kil’éz]: Greek hero and companion of Ulysses, killed in 
the Trojan War. 
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Tennyson’s long narrative poem The Princess, about women’s 
emancipation and education, is not often read today. However, the 
songs that Tennyson added to later editions of the work are some 
of his finest and most familiar poems. “The Splendor Falls on 
Castle Walls” and ‘“Tears, Idle Tears” are among the most famous 
of these lyrics. 


Alfred, Lord Tennyson 


The Splendor Falls 
on Castle Walls 


The splendor falls on castle walls 
And snowy summits old in story; 
The long light shakes across the lakes, 
And the wild cataract’ leaps in glory. 
5 Blow, bugle, blow, set the wild echoes flying, 
Blow, bugle; answer, echoes, dying, dying, dying. 


O hark, O hear! how thin and clear, 
And thinner, clearer, farther going! 
O sweet and far from cliff and scar? 
10 The horns of Elfland faintly blowing! 
Blow, let us hear the purple glens replying, 
Blow, bugle; answer, echoes, dying, dying, dying. 


O love, they die in yon rich sky, 
They faint on hill or field or river; 
145 Our echoes roll from soul to soul, 
And grow forever and forever. 
Blow, bugle, blow, set the wild echoes flying, 
And answer, echoes, answer, dying, dying, dying. 


1. cataract: waterfall. 
2. scar: steep face of a mountainside. 
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Tears, Idle Tears 


Tears, idle’ tears, I know not what they mean. 
Tears from the depth of some divine despair 
Rise in the heart, and gather to the eyes, 

In looking on the happy autunin-fields, 
» And thinking of the days that are no more. 


Fresh as the first beam glittering on a sail, 
That brings our friends up from the underworld, 
Sad as the last which reddens over one 
That sinks with all we love below the verge; 
So sad, so fresh, the days that are no more. 


Ah, sad and strange as in dark summer dawns 
The earliest pipe of half-awakened birds 
To dying ears, when unto dying eyes 
The casement’ slowly grows a glimmering square; 
» So sad, so strange, the days that are no more. 


Dear as remembered kisses after death, 
And sweet as those by hopeless fancy feigned’ 
On lips that are for others; deep as love, 
Deep as first love, and wild with all regret; 
O Death in Life, the days that are no more! 


. idle: useless, pointless. 

. verge: edge or rim; here, the horizon. 
. casement: type of window. 

. feigned: imagined. 


20 
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Like Milton’s Lycidas and Shelley’s Adonais, Tennyson’s In 
Memoriam A. H. H. commemorates the death of a gifted young 
man at the threshold of his life. 42 Memoriam differs from the 
earlier elegies in that it is not a single poem written in a short 
period of time but rather a series of 131 lyrics written over a 
period of seventeen years to express the poet’s reaction to Arthur 
Hallam’s death. Together the lyrics form a spiritual autobiography 
tracing Tennyson’s shifting emotions as the years pass. The poet 
moves from desolation, despair, and grief to reconciliation and 
hope. The lyric that follows, also known as “Ring Out, Wild Bells,” 
occurs late in the sequence. It is a response on New Year's Eve to 
the end of yet another year. 


Alfred, Lord Tennyson 


fom In Memoriam A. H. H. 


Ring out, wild bells, to the wild sky, 
The flying cloud, the frosty light: 
The year is dying in the night; 

Ring out, wild bells, and let him die. 


Ring out the old, ring in the new, 
Ring, happy bells, across the snow: 
The year is going, let him go; 

Ring out the false, ring in the true. 


Ring out the grief that saps the mind, 
For those that here we see no more; 
Ring out the feud of rich and poor, 

Ring in redress to all mankind. 


Ring out a slowly dying cause, 
And ancient forms of party strife; 
Ring in the nobler modes of life, 

With sweeter manners, purer laws. 


Ring out the want, the care, the sin, 
The faithless coldness of the times; 


Ring out, ring out my mournful rhymes, 


But ring the fuller minstrel in. 
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25 Ring out old shapes of foul disease; 


Ring out false pride in place and blood, 
The civic slander and the spite; 
Ring in the love of truth and right, 

Ring in the common love of good. 


Ring out the narrowing lust of gold; 
Ring out the thousand wars of old, 
Ring in the thousand years of peace. 


Ring in the valiant man and free, 
The larger heart, the kindlier hand; 
Ring out the darkness of the land, 

Ring in the Christ that is to be.’ 


1. the Christ . . . be: reference to the New 
Testament account in the Book of Revelations of 
the second coming of Christ. 


a 


At eighty-one Tennyson wrote the following poem, and just a few 
days before his death he asked that it be placed at the end of 
every edition of his work. 


Crossing the Bar' 


Sunset and evening star, 
And one clear call for me! 

And may there be no moaning of the bar, 
When I put out to sea, 


But such a tide as moving seems asleep, 
Too full for sound and foam, 

When that? which drew from out the boundless deep 
Turns again home. 


Twilight and evening bell, 
And after that the dark! 

And may there be no sadness of farewell, 
When I embark; 


For though from out our bourne’ of Time and Place 
The flood may bear me far, 
15 I hope to see my Pilot face to face 
When I have crossed the bar. 


1. Bar: low bank, as of sand, at the entrance to a harbor. 
2. that: the soul. 
3. bourne: boundary. 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


Ulysses 


Recalling 

1. What is Ulysses’ present situation as he de- 
scribes it in lines 1-5? What past experiences 
does he recall in lines 7-17? 

2. What does Ulysses say in lines 22—24 about 
making an end? What does his “gray spirit” 
(line 30) yearn to do? 

3. To whom is Ulysses leaving the scepter and 
the isle? In lines 35-38 what two things does 
he say his successor will do for those he 
rules? In lines 39-43 how does Ulysses fur- 
ther describe his successor? 

4. Whom is Ulysses addressing? In lines 51-53 
what does he say may yet be done? 

5. In lines 57-61, what does he ask his friends 
to seek with him? According to lines 65-70, 
what qualities do Ulysses and his friends still 
possess, despite the passage of time? 


Interpreting 

6. Contrast Ulysses’ present life with his earlier 
days. What is his attitude toward each part of 
his life? 

7. Describe Ulysses’ personality from his com- 
ments about his present and past as well as 
his hopes for the future. What view of life does 
he advocate? What is he actually seeking in 
leaving Ithaca? 


Extending 
8. Why might people feel as Ulysses does? What 
human need does Ulysses’ speech express? 


The Splendor Falls on Castle Walls 


Recalling 

1. What setting is described in the first stanza? 
What visual details make up this setting? What 
does the bugle set flying? 

2. In the second stanza what blows from “cliff 
and scar’? What words in lines 7—10 describe 
these sounds? 

3. In lines 13-14 where do the echoes die? 
What other echoes are mentioned in lines 15— 
16? Where do they roll, and for how long will 
they grow? 


Interpreting 
4. What do you think Tennyson means by “Elf- 
tand” in line 10? 
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5. What is meant by “our echoes” in line 15? In 
what ways are these echoes different from the 
“wild echoes” made by the horns of Elfland? 


Extending 

6. What “splendor” might have been fading from 
the world that Tennyson knew? Has it faded 
completely from our world? Explain. 


Tears, Idle Tears 


Recalling 

1. According to the first stanza, from what do the 
tears rise? When do they rise? 

2. Where do the friends mentioned in line 7 come 
from? Where do they go? 

3. In lines 10 and 15, what various qualities does 
the speaker ascribe to ‘‘the days that are no 
more’? With what does the last line associate 
these days? 


Interpreting 

4. Why is the speaker weeping, and why are the 
tears “idle”? 

5. What view of memory does the poem express? 
Do you agree with this view? 


Extending 
6. Why do you think pleasant sights often make | 
people sad? 


from In Memoriam A. H. H. 


Recalling 

1. What does the speaker say about the old year 
in lines 3-4? 

2. Make a list of things the speaker wants the 
wild bells to ring out. 

3. What things does he want the bells to ring in? 


interpreting 

4. Which of these wishes pertains only to the 
speaker? To whom or what do the others ap- 
ply? 

5. What overall hope do the wishes express? 

Extending 

6. Which of the poem’s hopes can be applied to 
the world today? 


Crossing the Bar 


Recalling 

1. What requests does the speaker make in lines 
3-4 and 11-12? According to line 8, where is 
the tide going? 


2. What does the speaker hope to see when he 
has crossed the bar, according to line 15? 


Interpreting 

3. What does Tennyson actually mean by ‘‘cross- 
ing the bar’’? 

4, In what way does the poem express a conso- 
lation to those the speaker leaves behind? 

5. What can you infer about Tennyson's attitude 
toward death from this poem? 


LITERARY FOCUS 


Rhythm and Meter 

Rhythm, which comes from the Greek word 
meaning “flow,” is any recurring pattern of move- 
ment. In poetry rhythm refers to the alternation 
between accented and unaccented syllables in 
the lines of a poem. Meter is a type of rhythm in 
which the alternation between stressed and un- 
stressed syllables is predictable and regular. For 
example, the last line of Keats’s “To Autumn” 
has a definite meter. The unstressed syllables 
are marked ~ , and the stressed syllables are 
marked’ . 


And gatheritig swallows twitt&r in the skies. 


This line follows iambic pentameter, a meter in 
which unstressed and stressed syllables alternate 
in lines that are ten syllables long. 

In reading a poem that has a definite meter, 
we need to pay attention to the pattern of 
stresses. However, we should not allow that pat- 
tern to take over the poem and turn it into sing- 
song. Rather, we need to pay attention to the 
meaning and sound of individual words, occasion- 
aly changing the regularity of the meter by 
lengthening or pausing after certain words for em- 
phasis or emotional effect. 


Thinking About Rhythm and Meter 

@ Read “Ulysses” aloud, and describe the pat- 
tern of stressed and unstressed syllables in 
each line. What meter does the poem use? 
Give three or four examples of points at which 
a sensitive reader might alter that meter for 
emphasis or emotional effect. 


VOCABULARY 


Analogies 
An analogy is a comparison. Analogy items 
| appear on vocabulary tests as double compari- 


sons between two pairs of words. You may be 
given the first pair of words and asked to find or 
complete a second pair that have the same rela- 
tionship to each other as the first pair. For ex- 
ample, you would complete the analogy Top : 
BOTTOM : : with the pair HiGH : Low, 
since both pairs of words are antonyms, or op- 
posites. In other cases, the paired words may be 
related as synonyms, as different grammatical 
forms of the same word, as a part and a whole, 
or as different degrees of the same quality. 

The first capitalized word in each of the follow- 
ing items comes from one of the poems by Ten- 
nyson. Choose the letter of the pair of words that 
best completes the analogy. 


1. STRIFE : CONFLICT : : 
(a) home : residence (c) love : hate 
(b) song : dance (d) light : dark 
2. BARREN : BARRENNESS : : 
(a) night : fortnight (c) bold : bolt 
(b) hungry : hunger (d) red : blue 


3. UNBURNISHED : FILTHY : : 
(a) amusing : hilarious 
(b) bright : shiny 

4. SLANDER : PRAISE : : 

(a) street : road 
(b) ugliness ; beauty 


(c) quiet : noisy 
(d) read : write 


(c) snow : rain 
(d) shout : yell 


5. VESSEL : DECK: : 
(a) boat : ship (c) wave : storm 
(b) house : floor (d) land : sky 


COMPOSITION 


Writing About a Symbol 

& Discuss Tennyson's use of the tide as a sym- 
bol in “Crossing the Bar.” First explain the 
symbolic meaning of the tide in line 5. Then 
discuss its significance for the poem as a 
whole. Be sure to explain how the symbol of 
the tide is related to the other images in the 
poem and its overall theme. For help with this 
assignment, refer to Lesson 5 in the Writing 
About Literature Handbook at the back of this 
book. 


Creating a Symbol 
& Write a poem about an object that could rep- 


resent a particular time or part of your life—for 
example, your years in high school. Describe 
the object clearly in your poem, and show why 
it has a larger meaning for you. 
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Robert Browning — 1812-1889 


Robert Browning is one of the two great pillars on which Victorian 
poetry rests, the other being Alfred, Lord Tennyson. These two 
towering figures could not have been more different, both as men 
and as poets. Tennyson was introverted, withdrawn, and often 
melancholy; Browning was open, social, and generally optimistic. 
Tennyson's poetry is melodic and beautifully polished; Browning's is 
intentionally harsh and “unpoetic,” echoing the language of lively 
conversation. Tennyson’s work sounds the true Victorian note of 
noble sentiment, deep melancholy, and almost mystical exaltation. In 
contrast, Browning strikes twentieth-century readers as the more 
modern writer, not only because of his colloquial and quirky diction, 
but also because of his interest in human psychology and his use of 
sensational subject matter. 

Browning was raised in a household of modest but genteel means 
on the outskirts of London. His father, a bank official, pursued 
scholarship as a hobby, collecting a library of six thousand books. 
Educated at home, young Browning developed unusually broad 
knowledge in the classics, painting, poetry, and the theater. 

After writing lyrical verse that imitated Byron and Shelley, 
Browning began to find his own poetic voice with the dramatic, 
psychological Paracelsus (1835). After making an unsuccessful foray 
into drama in Strafford (1837) and spending two years in Italy, 
Browning wrote his long, difficult Sordello (1840), a poem that 
English readers found obscure and that made its author unpopular. 
Browning followed this work with a series of poems and dramas 
entitled Bells and Pomegranates, published from 1841 to 1846. This | 
series includes the play Pippa Passes (1841) and other dramatic 
works, but it is most notable for a series of short dramatic 
monologues in which interesting, complex characters reveal 
themselves in informal and seemingly offhand remarks. Browning 
found in this combination of poetry, drama, and colloquial language 
a new and congenial style for himself. 

When he was still largely unknown, Browning came across a 
volume of poetry by the popular Elizabeth Barrett, a semi-invalid 
who was six years older than he. He fell in love with the poems and 
then with the poet herself. Despite her father’s strenuous disapproval, 
the two poets eloped in 1846. Their happy life together in Italy 
revived Mrs. Browning. She remained much more famous than her 
husband, who was chiefly known as Mrs. Browning’s devoted partner 
in an idyllically romantic marriage. 

After his wife’s death in 1861, Browning returned to England with 
their son. It was only then, in his fifties, that Browning established 
his own reputation as a poet with additional collections of dramatic | 
monologues such as Dramatis Personae (1866). His masterpiece in | 


420 English Literature: The Victorian Age } 


this vein is The Ring and the Book (1869), a novel-length series of 
dramatic monologues presenting a dozen different views of a murder 
that actually took place in seventeenth-century Italy. 

Although delayed, Browning’s eventual fame was bountiful. He 
nearly became the beloved Tennyson’s equal among Victorian _ 
readers; later, Browning’s feeling for the unruliness of life and 
human psychology and his experimentation with discordant, prosaic 
diction would make him seem a modern poet before his time. 

Pippa, the young girl who speaks in this poem, works 
exhausting hours in the silk mills and endures the full range of 
hardships associated with industrial life. Yet her optimism 
eventually triumphs. This poem contains the most famous lines 
written by Browning, and yet they are not typical of his poetry. 


Robert Browning 


from Pippa Passes 


The year’s at the spring 
And day’s at the morn; 
Morning’s at seven; 

The hillside’s dew-pearled; 


5 The lark’s on the wing; 

The snail’s on the thorn; 

God’s in his heaven— 

All's right with the world! 
a 
STUDY QUESTIONS Interpreting 

‘ 3. What qualities or attributes of the world does 
| Recalling Pippa stress in her song? 
; 1. During what time of year and day does the 4. What does she leave out and why? Why do 
poem take place? you suppose Pippa’s song does not reflect the 
2. What other details of the setting does Pippa difficult conditions of her own life? 
mention? What opinion does she express in Extending 
lines 7-8? 5. Do people in real life ever feel as Pippa does? 
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The Brownings spent their married life happily in Italy, where the 
warm climate eased Mrs. Browning’s health. However, in the 
springtime especially, moments of homesickness would visit them. 


Robert Browning 


Home-Thoughts, 
from Abroad 


Oh, to be in England 
Now that April’s there, 
And whoever wakes in England 
Sees, some morning, unaware, 
5 That the lowest boughs and the brushwood sheaf 
Round the elm-tree bole’ are in tiny leaf, 
While the chaffinch sings on the orchard bough 
In England—now! 


2 


And after April, when May follows, 

10 And the whitethroat builds, and all the swallows! 
Hark, where my blossomed peartree in the hedge 
Leans to the field and scatters on the clover 
Blossoms and dewdrops—at the bent spray’s edge— 
That’s the wise thrush; he sings each song twice over, 

15 Lest you should think he never could recapture 
The first fine careless rapture! 
And though the fields look rough with hoary dew, 
All will be gay when noontide wakes anew 
The buttercups, the little children’s dower’ 

20 —Far brighter than this gaudy melon-flower!* 


1. bole: tree trunk. 

2. dower: endowment, gift. 

3. melon-flower: large, trumpet-shaped yellow bloom from a 
melon plant (such as a cantaloupe or pumpkin). Browning 
contrasts this flower, which is native to a warm climate, with 
the smaller buttercups seen in early spring in England. 


422 English Literature: The Victorian Age 


10 


20 


25 


The time is the sixteenth century. The place is a castle in Ferrara, 
a province in northern Italy. The duke who owns the castle is 
negotiating with an emissary from a count over his possible 
betrothal to the count’s daughter. The two men pause before the 
painting of a beautiful young woman, the duke’s first wife. 


My Last Duchess 


Ferrara 

That’s my last Duchess painted on the wall, 
Looking as if she were alive. I call 

That piece a wonder, now: Fra Pandolf’s’ hands 
Worked busily a day, and there she stands. 
Will’t please you sit and look at her? I said 
“Fra Pandolf” by design,’ for never read 
Strangers like you that pictured countenance, 
The depth and passion of its earnest glance, 
But to myself they turned (since none puts by 
The curtain I have drawn for you, but I) 

And seemed as they would ask me, if they durst,° 
How such a glance came there; so, not the first 
Are you to turn and ask thus. Sir, ’twas not 
Her husband’s presence only, called that spot 
Of joy into the Duchess’ cheek: perhaps 

Fra Pandolf chanced to say, “Her mantle laps 
Over my lady’s wrist too much,” or “Paint 
Must never hope to reproduce the faint 
Half-flush that dies along her throat’: such stuff 
Was courtesy, she thought, and cause enough 
For calling up that spot of joy. She had 

A heart—how shall I say?—too soon made glad, 
Too easily impressed; she liked whate’er 

She looked on, and her looks went everywhere. 
Sir, ‘twas all one! My favor at her breast, 

The dropping of the daylight in the West, 


1. Fra Pandolfs: Brother Pandolfs; refers to the work 
of a fictitious painter who is also a friar. 

2. by design: intentionally. 

3. durst: dared. 
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30 


35 


40 


45 


50 


55 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


wrerepemoet 


Home-Thoughts, from Abroad 


Recalling 


1. During what season does the poem take 4. What two flowers does the speaker compare in 
place? Where does the speaker want to be? 


The bough of cherries some officious fool 

Broke in the orchard for her, the white mule 

She rode with round the terrace—all and each 
Would draw from her alike the approving speech, 
Or blush, at least. She thanked men—good! but thanked 
Somehow—I know not how—as if she ranked 

My gift of a nine-hundred-years-old name 

With anybody’s gift. Who’d stoop to blame 

This sort of trifling? Even had you skill 

In speech—(which I have not)—to make your will 
Quite clear to such an one, and say, ‘Just this 

Or that in you disgusts me; here you miss, 

Or there exceed the mark’’—and if she let 

Herself be lessoned so, nor plainly set 

Her wits to yours, forsooth,’ and made excuse, 
—E’en then would be some stooping; and I choose 
Never to stoop. Oh sir, she smiled, no doubt, 
Whene’er I passed her; but who passed without 
Much the same smile? This grew; I gave commands; 
Then all smiles stopped together. There she stands 
As if alive. Will’t please you rise? We'll meet 

The company below, then. I repeat, 

The Count your master’s known munificence® 

Is ample warrant that no just pretense® 

Of mine for dowry’ will be disallowed; 

Though his fair daughter’s self, as I avowed 

At starting, is my object. Nay, we'll go 

Together down, sir! Notice Neptune,’ though, 
Taming a sea horse, thought a rarity, 

Which Claus of Innsbruck” cast in bronze for me! 


. forsooth: in truth. 
munificence: generosity. 
. just pretense: legitimate claim. 


Neptune: in classical mythology, the god of the sea. 
. Claus of Innsbruck: fictitious sculptor from Innsbruck, Austria. 


OO AR 


the speaker’s homeland notice when he wakes | 
one morning? What might he hear in line 7? 
3. What does the speaker’s peartree do, accord 


ing to the second stanza? 


2. According to lines 3-6 what might someone in each? 
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dowry: financial settlement given to the groom by the bride’s father. 


lines 19-20? What words does he apply lo 


Interpreting 
5. Where is the speaker? How do you know? 
6. What picture of his present surroundings does 


the image in line 20 create? What contrast be- 
tween his homeland and present surroundings 
does the speaker suggest? 


My Last Duchess 


Recalling 


1; 


How does the duke describe his wife in lines 
22~23? Name four of the things that all drew 
“approving speech” from her. What “‘gift” did 
he give his wife, and how did she rank this 
gift? 


2. How does the duke explain why he never told 


his wife about his feelings? What did he do in- 
stead, and what happened (line 46)? 


3. To what does the duke call the emissary’s at- 


tention as they go downstairs? 


Interpreting 
4. What are the duke’s feelings about his late 


wife? How do you know? Do you think they 
are justified? 


5. Contrast the personality of the duke with that 


of his first wife. 


6. What do you think really happened to the 


duke’s first wife? 


7, In what way might the duke’s reference in the 


last three lines to the sea horse be related to 
his account of his marriage? 


Extending 

8. What report do you think the emissary should 
make to the count about the proposed mar- 
riage of his daughter to the duke? 


LITERARY FOCUS 


Dramatic Monologue 

A dramatic monologue is a poem that resem- 
bles a speech from a play; spoken by someone 
who differs markedly from the poet, the dramatic 
monologue consists entirely of the words that this 
person utters on a single occasion, usually to a 
silent listener. A dramatic monologue usually 
presents the speaker at a crucial point in his or 
her life, often a moment of conflict. Unlike a play, 
the dramatic monologue does not directly portray 
the action that leads up to the character's 
speech. However, through the speaker’s words, 
we come to understand the situation that prompts 


the speech and, more important, the speaker's 
own personality. In most dramatic monologues 
the speaker reveals more than he or she realizes. 


A number of Victorian poets experimented with 


dramatic monologues. For example, Tennyson’s 
“Ulysses” presents a complex speaker who de- 
fines his attitude toward life as he speaks. How- 
ever, no poet used the form of the dramatic mon- 
ologue as often or as successfully as Robert 


Browning. 


The dramatic monologue allowed 


Browning to explore human psychology without 
commenting directly on it. Browning’s dramatic 
monologues move from one emotion to another 
and seem improvised trom moment to moment, 
like everyday speech; they often manage to cap- 
ture the changing, quicksilver quality of life itself. 


Thinking About Dramatic Monologues 


1. 


What personality traits does the duke reveal in 
his monologue? What traits does he reveal 
without fully realizing that he is doing so? Ex- 
plain, using specific lines from the poem. 


. In “My Last Duchess” find three examples of 


contractions, interrupted sentences, parenthet- 
ical expressions, or other aspects of a conver- 
sational style. 


. What different emotions does the duke convey 


during the monologue? When do you think he 
is most intense, and why? 


COMPOSITION 


Writing a Comparison/Contrast 
Ei Compare and contrast Browning’s “My Last 


Duchess” with Tennyson's “Ulysses.” First 
point out the traits that these two dramatic 
monologues have in common. Then explain the 
ways in which they differ, both in the person- 
alities of the speakers and the ways in which 
these personalities are revealed. End by indi- 
cating which poem you prefer and the reasons 
for your preference. For help with this assign- 
ment, refer to Lesson 2 in the Writing About 
Literature Handbook at the back of this book. 


Writing a Dramatic Monologue 
@ Invent a character quite unlike yourself, and 


write a dramatic monologue for this character. 
Before writing, decide on the situation in which 
the character is speaking and the person 
whom he or she is addressing. Try to make the 
character’s words both natural and revealing. 
Your monologue may be in prose or poetry. 
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Robert Browning 


Elizabeth Barrett Browning 
1806-1861 


When she met Robert Browning in 1845, Elizabeth Barrett had 
already established her name as a poet with four highly popular 
volumes of poetry. Her work was characterized by enthusiasm, 
directness, and a warmly felt sense of social responsibility. Yet the 
author of what were often passionate poems lived a fragile and 
sheltered life, having suffered a series of illnesses in her adolescence. 
The favorite daughter of a possessive and tyrannical father, she was 
enduring the life of an invalid and recluse when Robert Browning 
read her poems and fel] in love with her. 

To Elizabeth Barrett’s father, Browning looked like a failure. 
Despite this strong opposition Browning persisted, and the couple 
managed to elope to Italy. There, for several years, Elizabeth Barrett 
Browning wrote a series of sonnets expressing her love for her | 
husband. She published them in 1850 under the title Sonnets from 
the Portuguese, to make them appear to be translated from Portuguese. 
thereby disguising their deeply personal nature. 


Elizabeth Barrett Browning 


If Thou Must Love Me 


If thou must love me, let it be for naught 
Except for love’s sake only. Do not say 
“I love her for her smile—her look—her way 
Of speaking gently—for a trick of thought 

§ That falls in well with mine, and certes' brought 
A sense of pleasant ease on such a day’— 
For these things in themselves, Beloved, may 
Be changed, or change for thee—and love, so wrought, 
May be unwrought so. Neither love me for 

10 Thine own dear pity’s wiping my cheeks dry— 
A creature might forget to weep, who bore 
Thy comfort long, and lose thy love thereby! 
But love me for love’s sake, that evermore 
Thou mayst love on, through love’s eternity. 


2 


1. certes [sur’téz]: certainly, truly. 
2. wrought: fashioned. 
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How Do I Love Thee? 


How do I love thee? Let me count the ways. 
I love thee to the depth and breadth and height 
My soul can reach, when feeling out of sight 
For the ends of Being and ideal Grace. 

5 I love thee to the level of everyday’s 
Most quiet need, by sun and candle light. 
I love thee freely, as men strive for Right; 
I love thee purely, as they turn from Praise. 
I love thee with the passion put to use 

10 In my old griefs, and with my childhood’s faith. 
I love thee with a love I seemed to lose 
With my lost saints—I love thee with the breath, 
Smiles, tears, of all my life!—and, if God choose, 
I shall but love thee better after death. 


STUDY QUESTIONS 
If Thou Must Love Me 


lines 2-4 different from that mentioned in 
lines 5-6? Explain how these types of love 
show the range of the speaker’s feeling. 

6. What feeling is the speaker describing when 
she refers to ‘a love | seemed to lose/With my 
lost saints’? What is she saying that her be- 
loved means to her? 


Extending 

7. This sonnet is probably the most-quoted love 
poem in the English language. What qualities, 
both in its content and its style, make “How 
Do | Love Thee?”’ memorable? 


Recalling 

1, Why does the speaker want to be loved? 

2. According to lines 2-6, for what four things 
does the speaker not want her beloved to love 
her? What reasons does she give? 

3. What additional reasons for loving her does 
she mention? Why does she reject these? 

4, For how long does she hope to be loved? 


Interpreting 

5. What kind of love does the speaker not want? 
From what is she trying to protect her love? 

6. What kind of love does the speaker want? 


COMPARING WRITERS 


1. Compare the use of rhyme, rhythm, and other 
sound devices in poems by two or more of the 


How Do | Love Thee? 


Recalling 

1. How many different ways does the speaker 
love her beloved, according to this poem? 

2. To what depth, breadth, and height does the 
speaker love her beloved? To what level? 

3. With what sort of faith does she love him? 

4, What will she do “if God: choose’? 


Interpreting 
5. In what sense is the type of love mentioned in 


Victorian poets presented here. What effects 
does each poet produce through the use of 
these devices? Which poem is more striking in 
its use of sound, and why? 


. Compare the speakers in poems by two or 


more of these writers. Do you identify the 
speaker with the poet, or is the speaker some- 
one clearly different from the poet? How do 
you know? In each case briefly describe the 
speaker, and identify the emotions he or she 
expresses in the poem. 
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Charles Dickens _ 1812-1870 


Charles Dickens was the most popular British author of the Victorian 
Age, and more than a hundred years after his death, his work is still 
popular both in print and in dramatic and musical versions. The 
magic that millions still find in Dickens’ novels can be traced, at least 
in part, to the. eccentric, colorful array of characters that he created: 
the gullible Pickwick of The Pickwick Papers (1836-1837), the 
villainous Fagin of Oliver Twist (1837-1839), the pathetic Little Nell of 
The Old Curiosity Shop (1840-1841), the miserly Scrooge of A 
Christmas Carol (1843), the shiftless Micawber of David Copperfield 
(1849-1850), the honorable Sydney Carton of A Tale of Two Cities 
(1859), the bitter Miss Havisham of Great Expectations (1860-1861). 

The basis for many of these characters lies in Dickens’ own 
experience. In fact, many people believe that his father was the 
model for Micawber and that his mother inspired Mrs. Nickleby in 
Nicholas Nickleby (1838-1839). Dickens was born in Portsmouth in 
southern England, the second of eight children. His father was a 
clerk who worked for the navy. The family repeatedly moved in 
order to escape creditors. When his father was finally sent to a 
debtors’ prison, Charles, then twelve, began working in a warehouse 
pasting labels on pots of shoe blacking. After a sudden inheritance 
improved the family’s fortunes, Charles found work as a lawyer’s 
clerk and then as a reporter. His literary career began with the 
success of Sketches by Boz, a collection of vignettes about life in the 
city that he wrote for a London newspaper. Boz led to The Pickwick 
Papers, his first novel. 


While Dickens has entertained millions with his novels, he also 
intended them as a means of social reform. Human welfare could 
not keep pace with the technological advances of his time, and 
Dickens did much to expose evil byproducts of industrialization: 
child labor, debtors’ prisons, ruinous financial speculation, inhuman 
legal procedures, and mismanagement of schools, orphanages, 
prisons, and hospitals. 

Dickens’ many novels add up to a vast panorama of human 
nature and specifically of Victorian life. One excerpt from one novel 
is a very small sample indeed, The following selection from Oliver 
Twist, however, can be read as a serial installment. An excerpt from 
the second chapter, the selection introduces Oliver, an orphan who 
must depend on the mercies of public support. When he turns nine, 
Oliver becomes too old for the orphanage. He is brought by Mr. 
Bumble, a parish official, to a workhouse, a kind of prison where the 
poor must work for a meager upkeep. When we meet him, Oliver 
has been given a slice of bread so that he will not look hungry 
when he appears before the parish board of directors to be 
introduced formally to his new home. 
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Charles Dickens 


fom Oliver Twist 


Oliver had not been within the walls of the 
workhouse a quarter of an hour, and had 
scarcely completed the demolition of a second 
slice of bread, when Mr. Bumble, who had 
handed him over to the care of an old woman, 
returned, and, telling him it was a board night, 
informed him that the board had said he was 
to appear before it forthwith. 

Not having a very clearly defined notion of 
what a live board was, Oliver was rather as- 
tounded by this intelligence, and was not quite 
certain whether he ought to laugh or cry. He 
had no time to think about the matter, how- 
ever; for Mr. Bumble gave him a tap on the 
head with his cane, to wake him up, and an- 
other on the back to make him lively, and bid- 
ding him follow, conducted him into a large 
whitewashed room, where eight or ten fat gen- 
tlemen were sitting round a table. At the top 
of the table, seated in an armchair rather 
higher than the rest, was a particularly fat gen- 
tleman, with a very round, red face. 

“Bow to the board,” said Bumble. Oliver 
brushed away two or three tears that were lin- 
pering in his eyes; and seeing no board but the 
table, fortunately bowed to that. 

“What’s your name, boy?” said the gentle- 
man in the high chair. 

Oliver was frightened at the sight of so 
many gentlemen, which made him tremble; and 
the beadle’ gave him another tap behind, which 
made him cry. These two causes made him an- 
swer in a very low and hesitating voice; where- 
upon a gentleman in a white waistcoat’ said he 
was a fool. Which was a capital way of raising 
his spirits, and putting him quite at his ease. 

“Boy,” said the gentleman in the high chair, 
‘listen to me. You know you’re an orphan, I 
suppose?” 

“What’s that, sir?” inquired poor Oliver. 


|. beadle: minor officer of a parish, or church district. 
2. waistcoat [wes’kat]: vest. 


“The boy is a fool—I thought he was,” said 
the gentleman in the white waistcoat. 

“Hush!” said the gentleman who had spo- 
ken first. “You know you’ve got no father or 
mother, and that you were brought up by the 
parish, don’t you?” : 

“Yes sir,” replied Oliver, weeping bitterly. 

“What are you crying for?” inquired the 
gentleman in the white waistcoat. And to be 
sure it was very extraordinary. What could the 
boy be crying for? 

“T hope you say your prayers every night,” 
said another gentleman ina gruff voice; “and 
pray for the people who feed you, and take 
care of you—like a Christian.” 

“Yes, sir,” stammered the boy. The gentle- 
man who spoke last was unconsciously right. It 
would have been very like a Christian, and a 
marvelously good Christian too, if Oliver had 
prayed for the people who fed and took care 
of bim. But he hadn’t, because nobody had 
taught him. 

“Well! You have come here to be educated, 
and taught a useful trade,” said the red-faced 
gentleman in the high chair. 

“So you'll begin to pick oakum*® tomorrow 
morning at six o’clock,” added the surly one in 
the white waistcoat. 

For the combination of both these blessings 
in the one simple process of picking oakum, 
Oliver bowed low, by the direction of the bea- 
dle, and was hurried away to a large ward: 
where, on a rough hard bed, he sobbed himself 
to sleep. What a noble illustration of the ten- 
der laws of England! They let the paupers go 
to sleep! 

Poor Oliver! He little thought, as he lay 
sleeping in happy unconsciousness of all 
around him, that the board had that very day 
arrived at a decision which would exercise the 


3. pick oakum: tear apart old rope for the stringy fiber 
that was used in sealing the seams of boats. 
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most material influence over all his future for- 
tunes. But they had. And this was it: 

The members of this board were very sage, 
deep, philosophical men; and when they came 
to turn their attention to the workhouse, they 
found out at once, what ordinary foiks would 
never have discovered—the poor people like 
it! It was a regular place of public entertain- 
ment for the poorer classes; a tavern where 
there was nothing to pay; a public breakfast, 
dinner, tea, and supper all the year round; a 
brick and mortar elysium, where it was all play 
and no work. “Oho!” said the board, looking 
very knowing; “we are the fellows to set this 
to rights; we’ll stop it all, in no time.” So, they 
established the rule, that all poor people 
should have the alternative (for they would 
compel nobody, not they) of being starved by 
a gradual process in the house, or by a quick 
one out of it. With this view, they contracted 
with the waterworks to lay on an unlimited 
supply of water; and with a corn factor to sup- 
ply periodically small quantities of oatmeal; 
and issued three meals of thin gruel a day, with 
an onion twice a week, and half a roll on Sun- 
days. They made a great many other wise and 
humane regulations, having reference to the la- 
dies, which it is not necessary to repeat; kindly 
undertook to divorce poor married people, in 
consequence of the great expense of a suit in 
Doctors’ Commons; and, instead of compelling 
a man to support his family, as they had there- 
tofore done, took his family away from him, 
and made him a bachelor! There is no saying 
how many applicants for relief, under these last 
two heads, might have started up in all classes 
of society, if it had not been coupled with the 
workhouse; but the board were long-headed 
men, and had provided for this difficulty. The 
relief was inseparable from the workhouse and 
the gruel; and that frightened people. 

For the first six months after Oliver Twist 
was removed, the system was in full operation. 
It was rather expensive at first, in consequence 
of the increase in the undertaker’s bill, and the 
necessity of taking in the clothes of all the pau- 
pers, which fluttered loosely on their wasted, 
shrunken forms, after a week or two’s gruel. 
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But the number of workhouse inmates got thin 
as well as the paupers; and the board were in 
ecstasies. 

The room in which the boys were fed was 
a large stone hall, with a copper* at one end: 
out of which the master, dressed in an apron 
for the purpose, and assisted by one or two 
women, ladled the gruel at mealtimes. Of this 
festive composition, each boy had one porrin- 
ger,’ and no more—except on occasions of 
great public rejoicing, when he had two 
ounces and a quarter of bread besides. The 
bowls never wanted washing. The boys pol- 
ished them with their spoons till they shone 
again; and when they had performed this op- 
eration (which never took very long, the 
spoons being nearly as large as the bowls), 
they would sit staring at the copper, with such 
eager eyes, as if they could have devoured the 
very bricks of which it was composed, employ: 
ing themselves, meanwhile, in sucking their fin- 
gers most assiduously, with the view of catch 
ing up any stray splashes of gruel that might 
have been cast thereon. Boys have generally 
excellent appetites. Oliver Twist and his com- 
panions suffered the tortures of slow starvation 
for three months: at last they got so voracious 
and wild with hunger that one boy, who was 
tall for his age, and hadn’t been used to that 
sort of thing (for his father had kept a smal 
cook’s shop), hinted darkly to his companions, 
that unless he had another basin of gruel per 
diem, he was afraid he might some night hap. 
pen to eat the boy who slept next him, who 
happened to be a weakly youth of tender age. 
He had a wild, hungry eye; and they implicitly 
believed him. A council was held, lots were 
cast who should walk up to the master after 
supper that evening and ask for more; and it 
fell to Oliver Twist. 

The evening arrived; the boys took their 
places. The master, in his cook’s uniform, sts 
tioned himself at the copper; his pauper assis 
tants ranged themselves behind him; the gruel 


4. copper: large container, originally but not necessarily 
made of copper. d 
5. porringer (p6r/in jar]: small, shallow bowl. 


was served out; and a long grace was said over 
the short commons.°-The gruel disappeared; 
the boys whispered each other, and winked at 
Oliver, while his next neighbors nudged him. 
Child as he was, he was desperate with hunger, 
and reckless with misery. He rose from the ta- 
ble; and advancing to the master, basin and 
spoon in hand, said, somewhat alarmed at his 
own temerity: 

“Please, sir, I want some more.” 

The master was a fat, healthy man; but he 
turned very pale. He gazed in stupefied aston- 
ishment on the small rebel for some seconds; 
and then clung for support to the copper. The 
assistants were paralyzed with wonder; the 
boys with fear. 

“What!” said the master at length, in a faint 
voice. 

“Please, sir,” replied Oliver, “I want some 
more.” 

The master aimed a blow at Oliver’s head 
with the ladle, pinioned him in his arms, and 
shrieked aloud for the beadle. 

The board were sitting in solemn conclave,’ 
when Mr. Bumble rushed into the room in 
great excitement, and addressing the gentleman 
in the high chair, said: 

“Mr. Limbkins, I beg your pardon, 
Oliver Twist has asked for more!” 

There was a general start. Horror was de- 
picted on every countenance. 

“For more!” said Mr. Limbkins. “Compose 
yourself, Bumble, and answer me distinctly. Do 
I understand that he asked for more, after he 
had eaten the supper allotted by the dietary?’”® 

“He did, sir,” replied Bumble. 

“That boy will be hung,” said the gentle- 
man in the white waistcoat. “I know that boy 
will be hung.” 

Nobody controverted the prophetic gentle- 
man’s opinion. An animated discussion took 
place. Oliver was ordered into instant confine- 
ment; and a bill was next morning pasted on 
the outside of the gate, offering a reward of 


sir! 


6. commons: ration or allowance of food. 
7, conclave: private meeting. 
8. dietary [di’o ter’é]: daily ration or allowance of food. 


five pounds to anybody who would take Oliver 
Twist off the hands of the parish. In other 
words, five pounds and Oliver Twist were of- 
fered to any man or woman who wanted an ap- 
prentice,” to any trade, business, or calling. 

“IT never was more convinced of anything in 


my life,’ said the gentleman in the white 
waistcoat, as he knocked at the gate and read 
the bill next morning: “I never was more con- 
vinced of anything in my life, than I am that 
that boy will come to be hung.” 


9. apprentice [2 pren’tis]: trainee who works in return 
for instruction in a trade. 
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STUDY QUESTIONS 


Recalling 

1. Describe the gentlemen of the board. Relate 
the circumstances that lead the gentlemen of 
the board to think Oliver a fool. 

2. What is the weekly menu at the workhouse? 
Give two new workhouse regulations, and de- 
scribe the results. 

3. Briefly outline the events that lead to the pre- 
diction that Oliver will be hung some day. 

4. What is the message on the bill that is pasted 
on the workhouse gate? 


Interpreting 

5. Compare the physical description of the board 
with the physical description of the boys. What 
does the comparison imply? 

6. What is the official attitude toward the poor? 
What does the board think of its own efforts on 
behalf of the poor? 

7. Explain what is implied by the prediction that 
Oliver will be hung and by the bill that is 
posted on the gate. 


Extending 
8, What insights into human nature do you find in 
the behavior of Oliver and of the board? 


VIEWPOINT 


One critic explained Dickens’ style of charac- 
terization as an ability to view all people as chil- 
dren see adults. To children adults are 


odd, arbitrary, incomprehensible, some- 
times absurdly comic, sometimes terrifying, 
sometimes both at once. Scarcely ever are 
they ordinary. 

—W. Allen, The English Novel 


& Which adjectives in the quotation apply to the 
adults in the excerpt? Why? Why is a child’s 
view of adults important to this scene? 


LITERARY FOCUS 


The Novel 

The novel is a long work of narrative prose 
fiction. In England the form developed during the 
eighteenth century with such early contributions 
as Daniel Defoe’s Robinson Crusoe (1719), Sam- 
uel Richardson’s Pamela (1740), and Henry Field- 
ing’s Tom Jones (1749). The nineteenth century, 
however, saw the novel come of age as a literary 
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genre and as a form of entertainment for the new 
middie class, and the works of Charles Dickens 
exemplify that success. 

Because of its length, the novel usually has a 
complicated plot. Plot is the sequence of events 
in a narrative, each event causing or leading to 
the next. A novel usually has several subplots in 
addition to its central plot. A subplot is a less im- 
portant plot that is somehow related to the main 
action of the narrative. A novel also has many 
characters, major and minor, and often has a va 
riety of settings. Setting is the time and place of 
a narrative, and a novel can take place in a num- 
ber of locations and over a long period of time. 
Because a novel may contain many _ subplots, 
characters, and settings, it can also have more 
than one theme, or general statement about life. 

Many Victorian novels were written in install- 
ments for magazines; as a result, they are often 
very long. They present a detailed, richly popu- 
lated world that offers the reader a high level of 
involvement and an impressive record of British 
life and thought in the 1800s. 


Thinking About the Novel 

@ What theme is implied by the excerpt from 
Oliver Twist? Explain how the elements in the 
excerpt suggest the theme. 


COMPOSITION 


Writing About Literature and Its Period 

i Write an essay to demonstrate how Dickens, 
as represented by the excerpt from Oliver 
Twist, exemplifies his era in the ideas he ex- 
plores and the literary techniques he uses. 
First identify the period. Then state several 
characteristics of the time; include popular lil- 
erary techniques as well as prevalent ideas 
and achievements. For each characteristic of 
the period, give examples from the excerpt 
from Oliver Twist. For help with this assign | 
ment, refer to Lesson 10 in the Writing About 
Literature Handbook at the back of this book. 


Continuing the Story 

I The excerpt from Oliver Twist comes very early 
in the novel. Imagine your own continuation of 
the novel, and write a short excerpt that would | 
come near the end. Try to relate your excempt — 
to details in the portion you have read. Use de | 
tails in your excerpt that imply events in Oi- 
ver’s life up to that point. 


Matthew Amold 1822-1888 


The nineteenth century brought enormous changes to England. In the 
midst of whatever had been gained by these changes, many wrote of 
what had been lost. No one expressed this sense of loss more 
eloquently than Matthew Arnold. 

Arnold grew up as the son of the most renowned educator in 
early Victorian England, the headmaster of the famous Rugby School. 
However, to his somber father’s dismay, the young Arnold turned 
himself into a flamboyant dandy, dressing in eccentric clothes and 
cultivating bright, witty speech. Then in his mid-twenties Arnold 
surprised his family and friends by publishing a volume of 
melancholy and profoundly serious verse, The Strayed Reveller, and 
Other Poems (1849). This work and its successor, Empedocles on 
Etna, and Other Poems (1852), both reflect Arnold’s lifelong love of 
classical Greek culture, Arnold produced only a few more volumes of 
poetry, but the work is of so high a quality that he is regarded as 
the greatest Victorian poet after Tennyson and Browning. 

Marrying in 1851, and unable to support a family by writing 
poetry, Arnold took a job as an inspector of elementary schools. For 
thirty-five years he traveled over England’s wretched roads and stayed 
at dreary inns in order to inspect the dismal schools of the period. 
The labor was exhausting, but Arnold performed it with skill and 
good cheer. He also wrote extensive and valuable reports about 
European education in his capacity as foreign assistant commissioner 
on education. 

Arnold became known first as a poet, but he achieved equal 
success with his prose works. Besides being an expert in the field of 
education, Arnold wrote brilliant criticism of literature and of all 
other aspects of culture, eventually becoming perhaps the most 
influential critic in all of English literature. His masterful works in 
this vein include Essays in Criticism (1865-1881), On Translating 
Homer (1861), Culture and Anarchy (1869), and Literature and 
Dogma (1873). These commentaries set a high ethical standard for 
art, invoking what Arnold refers to as the “high seriousness” of any 
artistic undertaking. 

Arnold's prose, especially that written late in his life, tends to 
reassure readers by looking toward the noblest aspects of experience 
and underlining the purposefulness of human endeavor. In his 
poetry, however, Arnold often addresses the deep sense of loss and 
futility felt by many over the economic and social changes that swept 
across nineteenth-century England. Of all his poems, “Dover Beach” 
is the most famous. Dover is on Britain’s southeast coast, on a 
narrow strait of water that separates England from France, only 
twenty miles away. Lights on the French coast can be seen from the 
beach, which stretches beneath the famous white cliffs—huge chalk 
peaks that line the English shore. 
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15 


Matthew Amold 


Dover Beach 


The sea is calm tonight. 

The tide is full, the moon lies fair 

Upon the straits'—on the French coast the 
light 

Gleams and is gone; the cliffs of England 
stand, 

Glimmering and vast, out in the tranquil bay. 

Come to the window, sweet is the night air! 

Only, from the long line of spray 

Where the sea meets the moon-blanched 
land, 

Listen! you hear the grating roar 

Of pebbles which the waves draw back, and 
fling, 

At their return, up the high strand,’ 

Begin, and cease, and then again begin, 

With tremulous cadence slow, and bring 

The eternal note of sadness in. 


Sophocles* long ago 

Heard it on the Aegean,’ and it brought 
Into his mind the turbid ebb and flow 
Of human misery; we 


1. straits: Strait of Dover, between England and 
France. 

2. strand: shore. 

3. Sophocles [sof’a kléz]: Sophocles (4967-406 
B.C.) was a Greek tragic dramatist, the author of 
Oedipus Rex and Antigone. 

4. Aegean [i jé’an]: arm of the Mediterranean 
Sea between Greece and Turkey. 
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20 


30 


Find also in the sound a thought, 
Hearing it by his distant northern sea. 


The Sea of Faith 

Was once, too, at the full, and round earths 
shore 

Lay like the folds of a bright girdle” furled. 

But now I only hear 

Its melancholy, long, withdrawing roar, 

Retreating, to the breath 

Of the night wind, down the vast edges | 
drear | 

And naked shingles® of the world. 


Ah, love, let us be true 

To one another! for the world, which seems 
To lie before us like a land of dreams, 

So various, so beautiful, so new, 

Hath really neither joy, nor love, nor light, 
Nor certitude, nor peace, nor help for pain; 


; And we are here as on a darkling’ plain 


Swept with confused alarms of struggle and 
flight, 
Where ignorant armies clash by night. 


5. girdle: garment such as a belt or sash, worn 
about the waist; anything that encircles or 
confines. 

6. shingles: beach gravel composed of water- 
worn stones or pebbles. 

7. darkling: lying in darkness. 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


Recalling 
1. What does the speaker see from the window in 


lines 1-6? What does he hear in lines 9-14? 
In line 14 what does the sea bring in? 


2, According to the second stanza, what did this 


sound bring to Sophocles’ mind? 


3. What, according to the speaker, was once “at 


the full’? How has it changed, according to 
lines 24-28? 


4. In lines 29-30 what plea does the speaker 


address to his listener? How does he describe 
the world in lines 30-34? In the poem's last 
three lines, to what does he compare the world 
in which he and his listener live? 


Interpreting 

5. Describe the mood of the opening lines of the 
poem. Where and why does the mood shift? 

6. In what way has the world not changed since 
the time of Sophocles, according to Arnold? 

7, What does Arnold mean by the “Sea of 
Faith’? Why does he say it was once full but 
is now withdrawing? 

8. According to the last stanza of the poem, how 
does this withdrawal affect human affairs? 
What does Arnold suggest is the only refuge 
from this state of things? 


Extending 

9. Do you think the view of human life presented 
in “Dover Beach” is applicable to today’s 
world? Why or why not? 


VIEWPOINT 


The American critic Lionel Trilling saw Arnold 
as the Victorian most ahead of his time: 


Perhaps more than any other man of his 
time and nation he perceived the changes 
that were taking place in the conditions of 
life and in the minds of men to bring into 
being the world we now know. In certain 
respects he was, of all the intellectual fig- 
ures of his period, the most modern. 


Mi To what changes “in the conditions of life and 
in the minds of men” was Arnold responding in 
“Dover Beach’? Referring to specific lines, de- 
scribe the attitude of the poem toward these 
changes. Does “Dover Beach” seem more in 
tune with the modern world than the other Vic- 
torian poems you have read so far? Why or 
why not? 


COMPOSITION 


Writing About Poetry 

W§ Discuss the meaning of “Dover Beach,” and 
show how Arnold uses the techniques of poetry 
to express this meaning. Begin by stating the 
theme of the poem in one sentence. Then 
show how Arnold illuminates this theme 
through his speaker, use of sound, tone, im- 
agery, and figurative language. For help with 
this assignment, refer to Lesson 7 in the Writ- 
ing About Literature Handbook at the back of 
this book. 


Writing About a Scene 

Mi Write a poem that describes a particular scene 
in details and language that evoke a definite 
mood. You may want to describe a serene lake 
or unruly street scene, but be sure that you 
use concrete images that allow your reader to 
see and hear what you are describing and to 
feel the mood that you want to convey. 
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Gerard Manley Hopkins _ 1844-1889 


Through much of his brief life, Gerard Manley Hopkins was a Jesuit 
priest. Brought up an Anglican, he was influenced by the religious 
reformer John Henry Newman and converted to Roman Catholicism 
while studying at Oxford University. A devout and scholarly man, 
Hopkins worked briefly among the poor in the slums of Liverpool 
but fled from the dirt and the vice that he saw there. He was then 
given a church in Oxford and eventually became a professor of 
Greek at the University of Dublin. Hopkins had no interest in 
worldly fame and was uneasy about reconciling his poetry with his 
priestly duties. In fact, his poems were not published until 1918, long 
after his death. 

Hopkins wrote much of his poetry while studying for the 
priesthood. The subject of his poems is usually religious; their 
musical patterns are often elaborate. Had the poems appeared during 
Hopkins’ own lifetime, they may not have been accepted because the 
verse is worlds away from the work of most Victorians. The twentieth 
century, however, responded with enthusiasm to what sounded 
amazingly modern both in diction and in melody. 


Gerard Manley Hopkins 


Pied’ Beauty 


Glory be to God for dappled things— 
For skies of couple-color as a brinded’ cow; 
For rose-moles all in stipple’ upon trout that swim; 
Fresh-firecoal chestnut-falls;4 finches’ wings; 
5 Landscape plotted and pieced—fold, fallow, and plow; 
And all trades, their gear and tackle and trim. 


All things counter,’ original, spare, strange; 
Whatever is fickle, freckled (who knows how?) 
With swift, slow; sweet, sour; adazzle, dim; 
10 He fathers-forth whose beauty is past change: 
Praise him. 


1. Pied: spotted. 

2. brinded: streaked. 

3. in stipple: dotted with tiny spots. 

4. Fresh-firecoal chestnut-falls: roasted chestnuts. 
5. counter: contrary, contrasting. 
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God’s Grandeur 


The world is charged with the grandeur of God. 
It will flame out, like shining from shook foil;' 
It gathers to a greatness, like the ooze of oil 
Crushed.2 Why do men then now not reck his rod?* 
Generations have trod, have trod, have trod; 
And all is seared with trade; bleared, smeared with toil; 
And wears man’s smudge and shares man’s smell: the soil 
Is bare now, nor can foot feel, being shod. 


And for all this, nature is never spent; 
There lives the dearest freshness deep down things; 
And though the last lights off the black West went, 
Oh, morning, at the brown brink eastward, springs— 
Because the Holy Ghost over the bent 


World broods* with warm breast and with ah! bright wings. 


. foil: gold leaf, which is gold hammered into a thin sheet, or tinsel. 
. Crushed: squeezed from olives. 

. reck his rod: heed his power. 

. broods: hovers protectively like a bird on eggs. 


Spring and Fall 


To a Young Child 

Margarét, are you grieving 

Over Goldengrove unleaving?' 

Leaves, like the things of man, you 

With your fresh thoughts care for, can you? 
* Ah! ds the heart grows older 

It will come to such sights colder 

By and by, nor spare a sigh 

Though worlds of wanwood’ Jeafmeal® lie; 
And yet you will weep and know why. 
Now no matter, child, the name: 

Sorrow’s springs are the same, 

Nor mouth had, no nor mind, expressed 
What heart heard of, ghost‘ guessed: 

It is the blight man was born for, 

{t is Margaret you mourn for. 


-_e——— 


mw Ne 


- unleaving: losing its leaves. 

+ Wanwood [won’ wood]: pale wood. 

- leafmeal: crushed decomposed leaves. 
- ghost: spirit. 


aw Ne 
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STUDY QUESTIONS 


Pied Beauty 


Recalling 

1. Name four dappled things for which the 
speaker gives glory to God in the first stanza. 

2. List at least five adjectives that are used to 
describe creation in the second stanza. 

3. What advice does the speaker give to the 
reader in the second stanza? 


Interpreting 

4. Why do you think Hopkins uses pied, or spot- 
ted, things as proof of the greatness of crea- 
tion? 

5. Explain your interpretation of line 10. What 
contrast is implied in the phrase ‘past 
change”? 


God's Grandeur 


Recalling 

1. Based on the first three lines, name three 
qualities of God’s grandeur. 

2. According to lines 4~8, in what ways has hu- 

_  Manity changed the world? 

3. Give two examples that the speaker uses to 
show that “nature is never spent.’’ What rea- 
son does the speaker give for this? 


Interpreting 

4. Find three examples of alliteration in the 
poem. Find two examples of internal rhyme. 

5. What is the rhyme scheme of the poem? Give 
two examples of how the rhyme affects line 
breaks in the poem. 

6. According to the poem, what is nature’s rela- 
tionship with God? With humanity? 


Spring and Fall 


Recalling 

1. At the beginning of the poem, what emotion 
does Margaret feel? Why? 

2. In what way does the heart change as it gets 
older? 

3. According to the last three lines, what has the 
heart heard of and the ghost, or Margaret’s 
soul, guessed? 


Interpreting 
4. What do the following word coinages suggest 
to you: Goldengrove, unleaving, and ieafmeal? 
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5. Explain the comparison that the poem makes 
between the seasons of the year and a human 
life. 

6. According to line 11, alf sorrow comes from 
the same source. Explain how the poem's final 
two lines suggest the nature of that source. 


LITERARY FOCUS 


Sprung Rhythm 

The sound of a poem by Gerard Manley Hop- 
kins is unique because of a technique for which 
the poet created the term sprung rhythm. Sprung 
rhythm is a kind of meter in which each foot con- 
tains one stressed syllable, usually the first, and 
any number of unstressed syllables. Hopkins be- 
lieved this to be the rhythm of natural speech. 
Study the following lines: 


Mar ga / ret are / you/griev ing 


Notice that the number of unstressed syllables 
may vary from foot to foot. Also, in sprung rhythm 
two accented syllables may occur together as in 
the fifth and sixth syllables of the example. 


Thinking About Sprung Rhythm 

& Scan the first stanza of “Pied Beauty.” Mark 
each accented syllable, and divide each line 
into feet. Choose one line, and count the un- 
accented syllables in each foot on that line. 


VOCABULARY 


Antonyms 

Antonyms are words that have opposite or 
nearly opposite meanings. Long and short are an- 
tonyms. The words in capitals are from Hopkins’ 
poems. Choose the word that is most nearly the 
opposite of each word in capitals, as the word is 
used in the selections. 


1. SEARED: (a) moist (b) withered (c) visible 
(d) consumed 

2. BLEARED: (a) exhausted (b) blind (c) illusory 
(d) lucid 

3. DAPPLED: (a) juicy (b) handsome (Cc) uniform 
(d) spotted 

4. FICKLE: (a) courteous (b) {loyal (c) obedient 


(d) cooperative 
5. BLIGHT: (a) destiny 
(d) disease 


(b) well-being (c) truth 


Thomas Hardy 1840-1928 


Thomas Hardy was born in Dorsetshire in southwestern England. He 
was educated locally and was apprenticed to an ecclesiastical 
architect. For much of his early life, Hardy wavered between careers 
in architecture and in literature, winning prizes in architecture and 
design while also composing poems, essays, and short stories. The 
success of his writing caused him finally to abandon architecture in 
his early thirties. 

Hardy’s home and the surrounding districts played an important 
role in his literary career. The region is agricultural, and across its 
rugged surface stand monuments of the past: Saxon and Roman ruins 
and the great boulders of Stonehenge, which extend back into 
prehistory. Before the Norman invasion of 1066, the area had been 
the Anglo-Saxon kingdom of Wessex. Hardy revived the name to 
describe the setting for a long string of novels, among them Far 
from the Madding Crowd (1874), his first popular success, The 
Return of the Native (1878); The Mayor of Casterbridge (1886); and 
Tess of the D'Urbervilles (1891). The novels all set a harsh vision of 
life against the bleakly beautiful landscape that Hardy knew well. His 
characters are subject to a blind fare that, like the landscape, is 
indifferent to human pain and suffering. 

The failure of Hardy's most pessimistic—and possibly his 
greatest—novel, Jude the Obscure (1895), angered him and 
contributed to his decision to abandon the form of the novel. Hardy 
felt that he had expressed his philosophy of life as well as he could 
within a novel, and after 1896 he turned to verse exclusively. 

Hardy wrote The Dynasts (1903-1908), a patriotic verse play about 
the Napoleonic Wars. He then turned his attention to lyric poems 
that combine strict form and musical] patterns with evervday, 
nonpoetic language. This poetry represents a second literary career 
for Hardy, already ranked among the greatest Victorian novelists. This 
last of the great Victorians, as Hardy has been called, died in 1928. 
His ashes are buried in Westminster Abbey, but, because of his 
lasting relationship with his home district, his heart is buried in 
Wessex. 
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10 


Thomas Hardy 


A Thunderstorm in Town 


(A Reminiscence: 1893) 

She wore a new “terra-cotta” dress, 

And we stayed, because of the pelting storm, 

Within the hansom’s” dry recess, 

Though the horse had stopped; yea, motionless 
We sat on, snug and warm. 


vl 


Then the downpour ceased, to my sharp sad pain, 
And the glass that had screened our forms before 
Flew up, and out she sprang to her door: 
I should have kissed her if the rain 

Had lasted a minute more. 


1. “terra-cotta”: rust-colored. 
2. hansom: horse-drawn carriage. 


Rainy Day, Boston 1885, Childe Hassam. 


The Man He Killed 


“Had he and I but met 
By some old ancient inn, 

We should have sat us down to wet 
Right many a nipperkin!’ 


5 “But ranged as infantry, 

And staring face to face, 

I shot at him as he at me, 
And killed him in his place. 


“I shot him dead because— 
10 Because he was my foe, 


1, nipperkin: small glass for ale, beer, or wine. 


Just so—my foe of course he was; 
That’s clear enough; although 


“He thought he’d ‘list,? perhaps, 
Off-hand like—just as I— 


15 Was out of work—had sold his traps— 


20 


No other reason why. 


“Yes; quaint and curious war is! 
You shoot a fellow down 

You’d treat if met where any bar is, 
Or help to half-a-crown.”” 


2. *Hst: enlist (in the military). 
3. half-a-crown: coin. 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


A Thunderstorm in Town 


Recalling 

1. Describe what happens in the first eight lines 
of the poem. 

2. According to the last two lines, what might the 
speaker have done? What prevented him? 


Interpreting 

3. What words in the first stanza describe the 
mood inside the cab? 

4, Explain why the speaker feels pain over the 
end of the storm. 

5. Does fate play a role in the poem, or is the 
speaker responsible for his unhappiness? 


The Man He Killed 


Recalling 
1. According to the first stanza, what would have 
happened if the two men had met in an inn? 


Based on the second stanza, describe the cir- 
cumstances under which the two men actually 
meet. 

In the third stanza what reason does the 
speaker give for shooting? 


. In what ways does the speaker compare the 


dead man to himself in the fourth stanza? 


Interpreting 


5. 


6. 


Explain the irony of line 17 and of the poem in 
general. 

Hardy’s novels deal pessimistically with the 
power of fate. In what sense is ‘The Man He 
Killed” similarly pessimistic? 


Extending 
7. Why do you think Hardy chose the title he did 


instead of something like ‘The Victor’? What 
details in the poem would be left out if the 
poem's attitude toward war were more posi- 
tive? 
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Model for Active Reading 


In this selection, as in one selection in each unit, you will find 
notes in the right-hand margin that highlight parts of the selection. 
These notes point out important ideas of the literary period and 
draw your attention to literary elements .and techniques covered in 
the Literary Focuses. Page numbers in the notes wil! refer you to 
more extensive discussions of these important ideas and elements. 


Thomas Hardy 
Rhythm (p. 419): Lines of four 


The Darkling' Thrush 
beats alternate with lines of 


I leant upon a coppice gate” three beats. Fach chree-beat line 
When Frost was specter-gray achieves a note of finality in 

d Wi sd aed ; keeping with the ploony mood 

An inter’s dregs made desolate of the poem. 
The weakening eye of day. 

The tangled bine® stems scored the sky 
Like strings of broken lyres, 

And all mankind that haunted nigh 
Had sought their household fires. 


mn 


The land’s sharp features seemed to be Victorlan idea: End-of-century 
10 The Century’s corpse‘ outleant,” pessimism was 2 reaction to the 
His ¢ the cloudy: cane optimism that preceded it (p. 
Tryp y PY, 405). 


The wind his death lament. 
The ancient pulse of germ® and birth 
Was shrunken hard and dry, 
16 And every spirit upon earth 
Seemed fervorless as I. 


At once a voice arose among 
The bleak twigs overhead 
In a full-hearted evensong 
200s Of joy illimited; 


1. Darkling: in the dark. 

2. coppice [kop’ is] gate: gate leading to a 
coppice, which is a thicket, or small wood. 

3. bine: a twining stem. 

4. Century’s corpse: The poem was written on 
December 31, 1900, the last of the nineteenth 
century. 

5. outleant: outstretched. 

6. germ: seed or bud. 
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An aged thrush, frail, gaunt, and small, 
In blast-beruffled plume, 
Had chosen thus to fling his soul 
Upon the growing gloom. 


25 So little cause for carolings 
Of such ecstatic sound 
Was written on terrestrial things 
Afar or nigh around, 
That I could think there trembled through 
30 His happy good-night air 
Some blessed Hope, whereof he knew 
And I was unaware. 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


Recalling 

1. What words or phrases in the first stanza tell 
us the season of the year and the time of day? 

2. To what does the speaker compare the land, BE 
the sky, and the wind in the second stanza? 

3. Describe the sound that the speaker hears in 
the third stanza and its source. 

4, According to the fourth stanza, what does the 


Interpreting 
5. Explain how imagery and diction create a grim P| 
mood in the first stanza. 
6. Why is death an appropriate image in the sec- 
ond stanza? 
7, Why is it more effective for the thrush to be 
old and frail than young and strong? 


VIEWPOINT 


Hardy’s poetry is unlike that of most Victori- 
ans. One critic, however, does compare Hardy’s 
work to that of Browning: 


... like Browning, the only Victorian poet by a 
whom he was strongly influenced, ... he 
[Hardy] was trying to produce a dramatic 
rather than a pictorial or musica! effect. He dif- 
fered from Browning, however, in avoiding the 
fomantic and the picturesque, and in his delib- 


" Realism (p. 405): The thrush 
is described realistically, rather 
than with the idealism of the 
Romantic poet (p. 321). 


Rhyme (p. 362): The end 
thymes alternate to form a 
pattern that is followed 
throughout the poem. 


erate use of commonplace and contemporary 
subject matter. 

—V. de Sola Pinto, Crisis in 

English Poetry, 1880-1940 


In what sense is Hardy’s poetry dramatic, com- 
monplace, and contemporary? Do you agree 
that Hardy avoids the pictorial, the musical, 
and the romantic? 


speaker think as a result of the sound? COMPOSITION 


Writing About Poetry 


Select one of the following poems by Hardy: 
“The Man He Killed,” “A Thunderstorm in 
Town,” or “The Darkling Thrush.” First explain 
the meaning of the poem. Then explain what 
techniques Hardy uses to reveal his mean- 
ing. You may want to consider: (a) speaker, 
(b) rhythm and rhyme, (c) imagery, and (d) figura- 
tive language. For help with this assignment, 
refer to Lesson 7 in the Writing About Litera- 
ture Handbook at the back of this book. 


Writing a Description 


Descriptive details in ‘The Darkling Thrush” 
reinforce the speaker’s bleak mood. Describe a 
scene of your choice, and limit descriptive de- 
tails to those that convey a specific mood. Do 
not state the mood directly, but allow it to 
come across through your description. 
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A. E. Housman _ 1859-1936 


Alfred Edward Housman was born a little north of Hardy country in 
the far west of England. He spent his youth in and around 
Shropshire, an agricultural region like Hardy’s Wessex. As a gifted 
young man Housman was enrolled at Oxford University, where he 
was expected to excel. Four years later, however, he astounded his 
friends by failing his final examinations. As a result, Housman took a 
job in the patent office in London to support himself while 
continuing his classical studies independently. 

Housman’s private pursuit of knowledge was so successful that, on 
the basis of articles he published in scholarly journals, he was 
eventually awarded a professorship at the University of London. In 
1911 he was appointed professor of Latin at Cambridge University, a 
prestigious position that he held for a quarter of a century until his 
death. During his long lifetime he became known as one of the 
greatest classical scholars of his age. 

Housman’s output as a poet is small; he wrote little more than a 
hundred poems. In 1896 he published A Shropshire Lad, a slim 
volume of verse that made him famous. Twenty-six years passed 
before his next slim volume, Last Poems, appeared. Because of the 
reputation of the first book, Last Poems was an instant success. A 
third book, More Poems, was compiled by his brother and published 
after Housman’s death. 

Housman’s poems are mournful and pessimistic statements about 
the transient nature of love and youth, about nature’s savage beauty, 
and about human vanity. Many are written in the voice of a country 
boy stranded in London. The language is direct; the rhythm is 
pronounced. Housman traced his inspiration to Scottish folk ballads 
and the songs of Shakespeare. His poems resemble those earlier 
works in their simplicity, their clarity, and their haunting power, a 
power that comes from the poet’s ability to say a great deal in a 
small space and to imply even more. 


444 English Literature: The Victorian Age 


La Primavera (Spring), Jean Francois Millet (1814-1875). 


A. E, Housman 


When I Was 
Loveliest of Trees One-and-Twenty 


Loveliest of trees, the cherry now When I was one-and-twenty 
Is hung with bloom along the bough, I heard a wise man say, 
And stands about the woodland ride “Give crowns and pounds and guineas’ 
Wearing white for Eastertide. But not your heart, away; 
5 Give pearls away and rubies 
5 Now, of my threescore years and ten,’ But keep your fancy free.” 
Twenty will not come again, © But I was one-and-twenty— 
And take from seventy springs a score, No use to talk to me. 


It only leaves me fifty more. 
When I was one-and-twenty 


And since to look at things in bloom 10 = heard him say again, 
0 Fifty springs are little room, “The heart out of the bosom 
About the woodlands I will go Was never given in vain; 
To see the cherry hung with snow. "Tis paid with sighs a plenty 
And sold for endless rue.”* 
i. threescore . . . tem: seventy years, the 15 And I am two-and-twenty, 
human life span according to the Bible. And oh, ’tis true, ’tis true. 
1. crowns . . . guineas: denominations of 
money. 
2. keep . . . free: stay free of the power of Jove. 


3. rue: sorrow, remorse. 


A. E Housman 445 


A. E. Housman 


To an Athlete 
Dying Young 


The time you won your town the race 
We chaired you through the market place; 
Man and boy stood cheering by, 

And home we brought you shoulder-high. 


5 Today, the road all runners come, 
Shoulder-high we bring you home, 
And set you at your threshold down, 
Townsman of a stiller town. 


Smart lad, to slip betimes’ away 

10 From fields where glory does not stay 
And early though the laurel” grows 
It withers quicker than the rose. 


Eyes the shady night has shut 
Cannot see the record cut, 

15 And silence sounds no worse than cheers 
After earth has stopped the ears: 
Now you will not swell the rout® 
Of lads that wore their honors out, 
Runners whom renown outran 

20 And the name died before the man. 


So set, before its echoes fade, 
The fleet foot on the sill of shade, 
And hold to the low lintel* up 
The still-defended challenge cup. 


25 And round that early-laureled head 
Will flock to gaze the strengthless dead, 
And find unwithered on its curls 
The garland briefer than a girl’s. 


1. betimes: early. 

2. laurel: symbol of victory or distinction. 
3. rout: crowd. 

4. lintel: horizontal piece over a door or 
window. 


446 English Literature: The Victorian Age 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


Loveliest of Trees 


Recalling 

1. Based on the first stanza, describe the love- 
liest tree. At what time of year is this poem 
set? 

2. How old is the speaker of the poem? In the 
last stanza what does the speaker say that he 
or she will do? 


{nterpreting 

3. According to lines 5-10, what is the speaker's 
attitude about his or her age? 

4. Do you think the snow in the last two lines is 
meant to be literal? Why or why not? 


When | Was One-and-Twenty 


Recalling 

1. According to the first stanza, what should a 
person not give away? What should be given 
away instead? What is the speaker’s reaction 
to this advice? 

2. According to the second stanza, what is the 
price that is paid for one’s heart? What is the 
speaker’s reaction to the advice in the second 
stanza? 


Interpreting 

3: Explain the effect of the 
poem's last line. 

4. What happens in the speaker's life in the time 
between the two stanzas? Explain how we 
know this from the poem. 

5. In what ways would the impact of the poem be 
different if the speaker were much older in the 
second stanza? 


repetition in the 


Extending 
6. Explain what the poem implies about the rela- 
tionship between the old and the young. 


To an Athlete Dying Young 


Recalling 

1. At what sport did the athlete excel? Describe 
the scene that is detailed in the first stanza. 

2. What is the second occasion on which the ath- 
lete is carried shoulder-high? What words or 
phrases are used in the second stanza to de- 
scribe death? 

3. What is likely to happen to “glory” in the third 


stanza, ‘the record’ in the fourth stanza, 
“honors” and “the name” in the fifth stanza? 

4. According to the third stanza, what happens to 
the laurel? Describe the garland in the last 
stanza. 


Interpreting 
5. Explain why the speaker says that the athlete 
is smart to die young. 


Extending 
6. What does the poem imply about problems 
that most successful athletes must face? 


LITERARY FOCUS 


Lyric Poetry 

Poetry is traditionally classified into three 
types: Narrative poetry tells a story; Chaucer’s 
“Pardoner’s Tale” is an example. Dramatic po- 
etry is verse in the form of a monologue by one 
character (Robert Browning’s ‘“‘My Last Duchess”) 
or dialogue between two or more characters 
(Shakespeare’s Macbeth). Lyric poetry is a 
speaker's expression of personal thoughts and 
feelings. Tennyson's “Tears, Idle Tears,” Brown- 
ing's ‘“‘Home-Thoughts, from Abroad,” and Har- 
dy’s “Darkling Thrush” are all lyrics. 

A lyric poem may describe an object, a per- 
son, or an event, but the central concern of the 
poem is the emotion that is awakened by the sub- 
ject of the description. Therefore, we read lyric 
poetry to consider a poet’s ideas and to share the 
feelings that are associated with them. The emo- 
tions that are expressed may remind us of our 
own emotional experiences, or they may cause us 
to imagine how we would respond to circum- 
stances like those in the poem. 

Lyric poetry is usually brief and can take many 
shapes. For example, the ode and the sonnet are 
two types of lyric. Most lyric poetry is very musi- 
cal. The name itself comes from /yre, the guitar- 
like instrument that was originally used to accom- 
pany the recitation of such poetry. We still use 
the word lyric to refer to the words of songs, and 
most songs are expressions of emotion. 


Thinking About Lyric Poetry 

i Choose one of the following poems by Hous- 
man, and explain why it is considered a lyric 
poem: “Loveliest of Trees,” “When | Was One- 
and-Twenty,” and “To an Athlete Dying 
Young.” First explain the basic situation be- 


hind the poem. Then tell what thoughts this sit- 
uation arouses in the speaker. Finally explain 
what emotions are associated with these 
thoughts. 


COMPOSITION 


Applying a Statement About Literature 

i One concern of Housman’s poetry is that so 
much in life is transient and does not last. 
Choose one of the poems by Housman that are 
presented here, and explain how this state- 
ment applies to the poem. First explain the 
statement in your own words. Then demon- 
strate how the statement fits the poem. Give 
examples from the poem to support your opin- 
ion. For help with this assignment, refer to 
Lesson 9 in the Writing About Literature Hand- 
book at the back of this book. 


Conveying an Emotional Response 

i In “Loveliest of Trees” Housman says that fifty 
years is hardly enough time to appreciate the 
beauty of a cherry orchard. Choose a natural 
phenomenon that you think deserves similar 
enthusiasm, and describe it in poetry or in 
prose. Use details that are vivid enough to 
convey your own emotional response. 


COMPARING WRITERS 


1. Compare two or more of the following works: 
the excerpt from Oliver Twist, ‘‘Dover Beach,” 
“God’s Grandeur,” ‘A Thunderstorm in Town,” 
and “To an Athlete Dying Young.” For each 
work tell what emotion the author conveys, 
and explain what techniques the author uses 
to capture that emotion. 

2. Great authors can suggest much in a few 
words. Compare two or more of the following 
works: the excerpt from Oliver Twist, “Dover 
Beach,” “Spring and Fall,” “The Man He 
Killed,” and “When I Was One-and-Twenty.” 
For each work tell what the author implies 
about what has happened to the speaker or 
central character. Then explain what details in 
the work provide the suggestions. 

3. Choose and compare one work each by two or 
more of the following authors: Arnold, Hopkins, 
Hardy, and Housman. For each poem explain 
how the poet expresses the typical pessimism 
and adopts the Realism of the late Victorian 
Age. 
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READING FOR 
APPRECIATION 


Active, Imaginative Reading 


A fabulous wealth of litera- 
ture is available to us as a rich 
source of pleasure and knowl- 
edge, for literature opens up an 
infinite variety of experience. To 
make the most of the experi- 
ence, however, we must in turn 
open ourselves up: That is, we 
must read actively and imagi- 
natively, 

Active, imaginative reading 
means several things. It means 
reading alertly and inquisitively. 
If something confuses us or 
strikes us as obscure, we should 
not pass by it but should ques- 
tion it, think it through, turn it 
over in our minds until we can 
make sense of it. We should 
drop all preconceptions and fa- 
miliar ways of seeing and feel- 
ing. We must read with open 
minds and hearts, for to re- 
sist automatically what seems 
strange is to cheat ourselves of 
much knowledge and pleasure. 
We must accept—at least for a 
while—what the author gives us 
and try to understand it on its 
own terms. 

Truly imaginative reading 
also means giving ourselves up 
to the language of a work, to its 
particular rhythm and_ sound. 
We must read carefully and very 
slowly at first, until we can nat- 
urally “feel” the flow of the 
words and allow it to carry us 


out of ourselves and into the 
world of the characters and the 
vision of the writer. 

For example, we might read 
Tennyson’s poem “Ulysses” 
(page 412) from a distance, say- 
ing to ourselves, “This is just a 
poem after all; this is just some- 
one’s idea of what Ulysses might 
have felt when he grew old.” 
We would understand the poem 
this way and perhaps even come 
to admire it, but we probably 
would not truly feel the senti- 
ments it expresses. On the other 
hand, we might read the poem 
from “the inside.” We might, 
first of all, remember what we 
know about Ulysses—his story, 
his character, his time. Then we 
might try to enter fully and 
deeply into his thoughts and 
feelings. We might try to sub- 
merge ourselves in his situation: 
Here is a great and accom- 
plished man and a tireless spirit. 
Although old and weary, he still 
yearns “to strive, to seek, to 
find, and not to yield.” Also, if 
we read with an awareness of 
the somber, stately rhythm of 
the language, we will appreciate 
the poem on an even profound- 
er level. We will realize the he- 
ro’s pride and dignity and ex- 
pansiveness of vision, and we 
will comprehend the true maj- 
esty of his feelings. 
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We must use our imagina- 
tions in a somewhat different 
way when we read Hopkins’ 
poem “God’s Grandeur” (page 
437). Here it is less a matter of 
entering into a character's con- 
sciousness and mood than of re- 
acting as openly as we can to 
the emotions and inspirations of 
the poet. We must try to see 
what the poet sees, think what 
he thinks, feel what he feels. We 
must, like the poet, lose our. 
selves momentarily in nature. If 
we can, then we will have a 
truer idea of what the poet 
means by God’s “grandeur.” We 
will have a clearer sense of what 
he means by “the dearest fresh- 
ness deep down things.” We will 
ourselves recognize the exqui- 
site joy that impels the poet to 
utter that surprising and won 
derfully expressive “ah!” that in- 
terrupts the final ecstatic line. 

By observing more closely, 
we not only see more but also 
understand more thoroughly. By 
attempting to know all that a 
character knows, we _ obtain 
more profound insight into that 
character’s mind and heart and 
being. Through closer involve. 
ment inside a work, we derive 
greater pleasure and, moreover, 
give ourselves a richer, more 
poignant, more meaningful ex- 
perience. 


THE ENGLISH 


VOICE 


Losses 


Victorian literature describes 
an era of empire, progress, self- 
assurance, and optimism. Yet 
close readings of Victorian po- 
etry and prose reveal something 
more: an undercurrent of regret, 
a tone of nostalgia, a haunting 
sense of loss. 


Tennyson 

Though much is taken, much 
abides; and though 

We are not now that strength 
which in old days 

Moved earth and heaven, that 
which we are, we are. 


Deep as first love, and wild 
with all regret; 

0 Death in Life, the days that 
are no more! 


Ring out the grief that saps the 
mind, 

For those that here we see no 
more, 


Robert Browning 
| Ob to be in England 
| Now that April's there. 


| Hizabeth Barrett Browning 

_ love thee with the passion put 

to use 

+ In my old griefs, and with my 

+ — childbood’s faith. 

I love thee with a love I seemed 
to lose 

| With my lost saints. 


Arnold 

Ab, love, let us be true 

To one another! for the world, 
which seems 

To lie before us like a land of 
dreams, 

So various, so beautiful, 
new, 

Hath really neither joy, 
love, nor light, 

Nor certitude, nor peace, nor 
help for pain. 


sO 


nor 


Hopkins 
It is the blight man was born 
Sor, 


It is Margaret you mourn for. 


Hardy 
I should have kissed her if the 

rain 
Had lasted a minute more. 


Housman 

Now, of my threescore years 
and ten, 

Twenty will not come again, 

And take from seventy springs 
@ score, 

It only leaves me fifty more. 


The deaths of loved ones, 
the passing of time, emptiness 
of spirit, even homesickness— 
these too are Victorian subjects. 
Beneath Victorian assertions of 
life, love and moral fervor, flow 
currents of unease. 
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THE 


TWENTIETH 


CENTURY 


1900—Present 


Challenge and Change 


During the nineteenth century Britons 
proudly believed that the sun never set 
on the British Empire. The twentieth 
century, however, brought enormous 
changes to England, a nation that had al- 
ways taken pride in its stability and its 
solid traditions. Both internally and ex- 
ternally, England found it had to achieve 
a new identity. 


Queen Victoria, the very symbol of 


empire for more than sixty years, died in 
1901. “As “thé twentieth century pro- 
gressed, that empire_gradually_ became 
the British Commonwealth, a federation 
of independent 1 nations. united-under. the 
merely symbolic power of the British 
crown. The national wealth and interna- 


tional influence that had ‘been a way of 


life during the days of empire were 


quickly becoming things of the past. In 
addition, the relationships among the 
long-established classes of English soci- 
ety began to break down as the power 
of the common people increased. 

While its empire was shrinking, Brit- 
ain—now Officially known as the United 
Kingdom of Great Britain and Northern 
Ireland—made great changes affecting 
the everyday life of English men, 
women, and children. In 1928 universal 
suffrage was finally achieved, more than 
seven hundred years after the Magna 
Carta. Labor.unions were formed_to pro- 
tect industrial workers and 1 miners. After 


@ 
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World War II the government 
assumed responsibility for pub- 
lic housing, pensions, unemploy- 
ment, and the nation’s railroads 
and mines. The state guaranteed 
every child an education, and a 
national health program made 
medical care available to every- 
one. 

Queen Victoria had symbol- 
ized nineteenth-century Eng- 
land—a strict moral code, pros- 
perity, contentment, and an 
unquestioning attitude toward 
authority. The Edwardian era, 
however—the reign of Edward 
VIE (1901-1910)—saw__ those 
characteristics begin to break 
down, especially with wide- 
spread questioning of authority 
in politics, social matters, reli- 
gion, and art. Later, through the 
reigns of George V and George 
VI and into the time of Elizabeth 
II, who assumed the throne in 
1952, the British Common- 
wealth began to acquire an im- 
age different from that of the 
empire under authoritarian Vic- 
toria. The image is not that of 
the king but the commoner, not 
the queen but the prime minis- 
ter, not the royalist but the 
rebel. Of course England still re- 
veres its royal family. However, 
the modern English identity 
seems to have been shaped 
more by people who wore no 
crowns—people like Prime Min- 
ister Winston Churchill and op- 
ponents of the empire like In- 
dian leader Mohandas Gandhi 
and Irish nationalist Charles 
Stewart Parnell. 

The “troubles” in Ireland are 


Victoria Station, R. Jack, 1916. The painting 
depicts English soldiers waiting to leave for 
France during World War I. 


themselves a large part of Brit- 
ain’s image in the modern 
world. In 1920 six predomi- 
nantly Protestant counties in the 
north of Ireland became a sepa- 
rate entity known as Northern 
Ireland. Two years later the rest 
of Ireland broke with Great Brit- 
ain to form the Irish Free State. 
Anxiety and violence accompan- 
ied Irish nationalism and inde- 
pendence, and continue to do 
so even in our own decade. 

The greatest changes, how- 
ever, in England’s identity re- 
sulted from the two world wars 
that scar our century. Their cost 
in life and property contributed 
greatly to the decline of British 
power and resources, forced a 
redefinition of the British world 
view, and brought forth a great 
outpouring of literature. 


The Great War 


Britain was largely unprepared 
when World War I began in 
1914. This was the first war to 
involve modern weapons—tanks, 
planes, and poison gas. In four 
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years of combat, most of it en- 
dured in trenches across the 
face of Europe, one million Brit- 
ons were killed. ica 

The Gréat~ War, as it was 
called, had an effect on British 
and European attitudes that was 
unparalleled. It is important to 
remember that the people who 
fought in World War I were Vic- 
torians: They had grown up with 
a set of ideals and attitudes that 
were about to be shattered: by 
the gruesome reality of modern 
warfare. One English officer, typ- 
ical of the gentlemen who went 
to Europe to fight, gave four 
soccer balls to his men and of. 
fered a reward to the one who 
would kick the ball through the 
German lines during an attack. 
The officer and many of his men 
were killed, never surviving to 
feel the skepticism and _bitter- 
ness that marked the postwar 
generation. 

Those who fought never for- 
got what it was like to live in 
the trenches. It seemed to many 
as if the whole world had simply 
become a place made of mud. 
Poets Siegfried Sassoon and Ru- 
pert Brooke, among others, re- 
corded the agony and courage 
of those who lost their lives and 
those who, though still alive, 
had lost their spirit. 


Contemporary Britain 


The twenties in England saw the 
same disillusion and breakdown 
of values that afflicted America 
after the war. Political commit: 
ment and a spirit of reform set 


in with the thirties, but this new 
spirit bowed before the on- 
slaught of Adolf Hitler. Winston 
Churchill, a courageous and in- 
spiring prime minister, led Brit- 
ain through the dark days of 
World War II. From 1939 to 
1945 England desperately needed 
that inspiration, for the Battle 
of Britain was fought not only 
by soldiers but by the British 
people at home. German aircraft 
tried to bomb England to its 
knees. Children were evacuated 
from cities; all Britons grew fa- 
miliar with food shortages, air 
raids, and underground shelters. 
A fire-tested Britain emerged 
into the postwar world. 

After the war the Labor Party 
created programs to meet Brit- 
ain’s enormous economic prob- 
lems, aware that the sun was in- 
deed setting on 
More British colonies achieved 
home rule,” including” India ‘and 
Palestine. In 1957 Prime Minis- 
ter Anthony Eden was forced to 
resign when his military effort 
to keep the Suez Canal open 
met with international protest. 
The Irish troubles continued to 
be one of the greatest causes of 
British anxiety. In 1982, how- 
ever, Prime Minister Margaret 
Thatcher prevented Argentina 
from annexing one of the rem- 
nants of the empire, the Falkland 
Islands. 

Britain helped to create the 
modern world, and the modern 
world has created a new Britain. 
The national identity is still a 
subject of controversy among 
British writers. There is no 


the empire. 


Winston S. Churchill (1874-1965). 


doubt, however, of the quantity 
and quality of literature that 
Britain produced in our time. 


Twentieth-Century 
British Literature 


The achievement 


pouring of literature from Ire- 
land, the development of the 
short story, new movements in 
poetry, exciting experiments in 
fiction, and drama worthy of the 
nation that bred Shakespeare. In 
each field, however, we need 
first to ask ourselves what makes 
that literature modern. 

Modern literature is charac- 
terized by great differences from 
the past in both form and con- 
tent. The literary changes that 
took place early in our century 
were more extreme than at any 
other time in literary history. 
Writers and other artists were 
creating a new way of seeing 
the-world, of listening to it, of 
expressing feelings about it. 

Spurred on by Ezra Pound’s 
outcry, “Make it new!” poets in 


of- modern. /, 
British literature lies in the out-" 


England and America broke out 
of established forms and meters. 
New rhythms. were invented, es- 
pecially in free verse, an ap- 
proach that emphasized match- 
ing rhythm to meaning rather 
than remaining confined to arbi- 
trary meters. 

The development of psychol- 
ogy brought psychological real- 


.. ism_into literature: Writers at- 


tempted to show not only what 
their characters thought but 
how they thought. The stream- 
of-consciousness technique, and 
various modifications of it, cre- 
ated a new attitude toward writ- 
ing and reading, 

The subject matter of litera- 
ture changed too. With the 
shocks of the wars, technologi- 
cal,advances, and greater social 
freedom, writers realized that 
they could and should write 
about anything. No subject was 
too dignified or undignified, too 
familiar or remote, to appear in 
a modern poem or novel. 


Modern Poetry 


No poet better demonstrates the 
range of modern poetic possibil- 
ities than the Irishman William 
Butler Yeats. Yeats also provides 
a bridge from the Victorian Age 
into the twentieth century. His 
early Romantic work, produced 
before the century turned, grad- 
ually became more realistic and 


direct, personal yet politically 


committed, and finally mystical 
and visionary. Yeats remains, in 
the opinion of many readers, the 
finest poet of our time. 
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T. S. Eliot, an American ex- 
patriate, responded to the hor- 
ror of World War I and the con- 
fusion of modern life with The 
Waste Land (1922). The Waste 
Land is a fragmented poem of 
disillusion and the difficulty of 
human communication in the 
modern world. With its por- 
trayal of “hollow” people, its un- 
connected images, and its use of 
myths of the past to describe 
the present, it is perhaps the sin- 
gle most influential poem of the 
century. 

W. H. Auden, Stephen Spen- 
der, and Louis MacNeice—im- 
portant poets of the 1930s— 
suggested that the world could 
be improved..A liberal spirit of 
reform moves through their 
work. The Welshman Dylan 
Thomas, on the other hand, did 
not burden his poems with so- 
cial or political ideas. His affir- 
mation of life and his overpow- 
ering love of language make his 
poems sing with a musical qual- 
ity surpassed only by William 
Butler Yeats. 

After decades of innovation, 
poets since World War II have 
been free to develop in many 
different directions. The tradi- 
tion of British poetry offers to- 
day’s poets a wealth of sources 
to learn from or to react against. 
As a result, contemporary poetry 
ranges from Thom Gunn’s use of 
nonpoetic language and subject 
matter to Ted Hughes’s fascina- 
tion with animals, from Charles 
Tomlinson’s abstract images to 
Geoffrey Hill’s new uses of 
myths. 


Scene from a recent Abbey Theatre (Dublin) 
production of a Sean 0’Casey play. 


Modern Drama 


Drama in modern _ Britain 
thrives. Several major play- 
wrights and theatrical move- 
ments, many accomplished ac- 
tors, and innovative directors 
have established Britain’s the- 
aters as models for the world. 

William Butler Yeats started 
the trend to poetic drama with 
plays based on Irish folklore, in- 
cluding On Baile’s Strand 
(1904). Yeats helped found the 
Irish National Theatre, a com- 
pany that produced two remark- 
able playwrights and plays that 
are inescapably Irish in mood 
and content, mixing cynical 
comedy with stark realism. John 
Millington Synge’s masterpiece 
is The Playboy of the Western 
World (1907), and Sean O’Casey 
is best known for Juno and the 
Paycock (1925) and The Plough 
and the Stars (1926). 

Another [Irish-born __ play- 
wright left Ireland when he was 
twenty to become an English- 
man and an entire theatrical 
movement in himself—George 
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Bernard Shaw. Shaw had a satiric 
wit and an almost Puritanical 
concern for setting things right. 
He applied his satirical approach 
to such contemporary and eter- 
nal themes as war, religion, and 
women’s rights. Pygmalion is 
one of Shaw’s most popular 
plays, a box-office success as 
well as a biting satire on male- 
female relationships and British 
class distinctions. 

British dramatists of the twen- 
tieth century cover a_ broad 
spectrum of styles. Some fol- 
lowed the  nineteenth-century 
convention of the “well-made 
play” with its carefully devel- 
oped plot, characters, and set- 
ting. J. M. Barrie, for example, 
continued the tradition with The 
Admirable Crichton (1902) and 
Peter Pan (1904). 

The well-made plot is less 
important than mood and char. 
acter in the plays of T. S. Eliot 
and Harold Pinter. Eliot wrote 
several verse plays, including 
Murder in the Cathedral (1935) 
and several philosophical “com- 
edies” including The Cocktail 
Party (1950). Harold Pinter's 
dramas, like The Birthday Party 
(1958), seem realistic but all 
have a sinister undercurrent be- 
neath his characters’ seemingly 
ordinary conversation. No play- 
wright has been more expeti- 


mental than Samuel Beckett, 
whose most famous play is 
Waiting for. Godot (1952). 


Combinations of philosophy and 
comedy, reason\ and absurdity, 
Beckett’s plays continue to be 
controversial and influential. 


Modern Prose 


With the exceptions of Yeats 
and Eliot, Britain’s greatest writ- 
ers in this century have been 
novelists. In British fiction dar- 
ing innovation produced a stun- 
ning string of achievements. 

Virginia Woolf said, “On or 
about December 1910 human 
nature changed.” Woolf knew 
perfectly well that it was not hu- 
man nature that had changed 
but the ways human beings per- 
ceived one another. She _ re- 
flected this enormous change in 
her elegant, intellectual, and in- 
trospective novels. Her use of 
stream of consciousness, lyric 
imagery, and sophisticated wit 
made modern masterpieces of 
Mrs. Dalloway (1922) and To 
the Lighthouse (1927). 

Polish-born Joseph Conrad, 
for whom English was a second 
language, wrote lush and vivid 
adventures like Lord Jim (1900) 
that explored such themes as 
honor, fate, identity, and disillu- 
sion. The novels of D. H. Law- 
rence offered new definitions of 
human relationships and intense 
psychological insight into the 
working classes. 

Woolf, Conrad, and Law- 
rence explored new territory for 


Illustration from an early edition of Joseph 
Conrad’s Lord Jim. 


fiction. In this respect, however, 
no writer can match Irish nov- 
elist James Joyce. Joyce took the 
stream-of-consciousness tech- 
nique to its limits in Ulysses 
(1922), creating a book that is 
simultaneously _ realistic, sym- 
bolic, poetic, didactic, comic, 
ironic, and mythic. In 1939 he 
published Finnegans Wake, a 
book that takes language itself to 
its limits. After Joyce every 
writer of fiction in our time has 
had to think differently about 
the nature of the novel. 

These novelists and others— 
among them E. M. Forster, John 
Galsworthy, Aldous Huxley, 
Ford Madox Ford, C. P. Snow, 
Graham Greene, Doris Lessing, 
and Evelyn Waugh—also pro- 
duced short stories. The short 


story is a recent development in 
fiction although its roots go 
back to Chaucer. The genre was 
developed in America, notably 
by Edgar Allan Poe (1809— 
1849), who described the short 
story as a fiction written to be 
read in one sitting and intended 
to create a single effect. The 
short story came late to Britain, 
possibly because the great nov- 
elists of the nineteenth century 
like Dickens and Thackeray 
found public favor with long 
works. In this century, however, 
Britain’s best novelists have also 
written superb short stories. In 
fact, some authors—like Kather- 
ine Mansfield, Sean O’Faolain, 
and Nadine Gordimer—estab- 
lished their literary reputations 
largely through short stories. 

In the space age, with all its 
advances in technology, the 
world seems to be a smaller 
place. Nevertheless, literature 
remains a major source of un- 
derstanding and entertainment, 
just as it was in the times 
of Chaucer, Shakespeare, and 
Keats. Throughout this world- 
wide community, the global vil- 
lage, people continue to look to 
British literature for a glorious 
tradition that is still growing and 
seeking new directions. 
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TIME LINE 


1901—Present ENGLISH EVENTS WORLD EVENTS 1901-Present 


@ 


1901 Edward VII becomes king 190 China: Boxer uprising ends 
1902 Joseph Conrad, Heart of 1902 Egupt: Aswan Dam opens 
Darkness Anite Preatso par 
1905 First motor buses in London ihn y 
1910 D.H. Lawrence, “Goose Fair” 1910 France: Marie Curie, Treatise 
on Radiography 
1911 Rupert Brooke, Poems 1911 China: Manchu dynasty falls; 
republic proclaimed 
1912 George Bernard Shaw, 
Pygmalion 
1913 Suffragette demonstrations in 1913 Africa: Albert Schweitzer opens 
London hospital in French Congo 
1914 World War I begins 1914 Panama Canal opens 
1917 Siegfried Sassoon, Counter- 1917 Russia: Revolution forces the 
Attack and Other Poems czac from power 
W. B. Yeats, “The Wild Swans Austria: Sigmund Freud, 
at Coole” introduction toPsycboanatysis 
1918 Women over thirty are 1918 Italy: Luigi Pirandello, Sév 
allowed to vote Characters in Search of an 
Author 
1919 Lady Astor elected as first 
woman in Parliament 
1920 Parliament passes Government 1920 Belgium: First postwar 
of Ireland Act Olympic games held 
1922 Katherine Mansfield, The 1922 India: Gandhi sentenced to 
Garden Party and Otber prison for civil disobedience 
sree Soviet states form U.S.S.R. 
James Joyce, Ulysses 
1925 T.S. Eliot, “The Hollow Men” 1925 Germany: Franz Kafka, The 
Trial 
1929 Virginia Woolf, A Room of 1929 Worldwide economic crisis 
One’s Own after New York stock market 
crashes 
1936 King Edward VIII abdicates, 1936 Spain: Civil war begins 
succeeded by George VI 
1939 James Joyce, Finnegans Wake 1939 World War II begins when 
Germany invades Poland 
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1901-Present ENGLISH EVENTS 


1940 


1945 


1946 


1948 
1952 
1957 
1958 


1959 


1961 


1962 


1965 


1967 


1972 


1973 


1979 


Winston Churchill becomes 
prime minister 


W. H. Auden, “Musée des 
Beaux Arts” 


War ends in Europe 
Dylan Thomas, “Fern Hill” 


George Orwell, “Why I Write” 


Wartime bread rationing ends 
Elizabeth I] becomes queen 
Samuel Beckett, Endgame 


First parking meters in 
London 


Robert Graves, Collected 
Poems 


Geoffrey Hill, For the 
Unfallen 


Louis MacNeice, Eighty-five 
Poems 


Sean O'Faolain, [ Remember, I 
Remember 


Doris Lessing, The Golden 
Notebook 


Westminster Abbey is nine 
hundred years old 


Elizabeth II takes part in 
Canadian centennial 


Forty-seven-day coal] strike 
cripples Britain 


Great Britain joins the 
Common Market 


Margaret Thatcher first 
woman to become prime 
minister 


snes 


1961 
on 


ze 


1965 


1967 


1972 


EVENTS 1901-Present 


France: German army enters 
Paris 

European composers move to 
America: Stravinsky, Bartok, 
Hindemith, and Weill 

Japan: U.S. drops atomic bombs 


Japanese surrender ends 
World War Il 


France; Peace conference held 
in Paris 


Israel: Jewish state created 


European Common Market 
created 


U.SS.R.; Rocket launched with 
monkeys aboard 


Germany; Berlin Wall! is built 


U.S.S.R.: Yevgeny Yevtushenko, 
A Precocious Autobiography 


In separate yoyages American 
and Soviet astronauts walk in 
Space 


South Africa: First human 
heart transplant 


Philippines: Discovery of the 
Tasadays, a stone age tribe 
that lives in caves 

World energy crisis caused by 
oil shortages and embargo 
Mexicu: International 
Women’s Year World 
Conference 


Germany: Heinrich Boll, 
Safety Net 
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George Bernard Shaw 1856-1950 


George Bernard Shaw ranks next to Shakespeare among English 
playwrights, and yet he did not begin to write drama until he was 
middle-aged. He made up for lost time with an amazing output of 
forty-seven plays during a creative life that spanned the Victorian and 
modern eras. A brilliant and opinionated man, Shaw was essentially 
self-educated, and he did a splendid job of teaching himself what he 
needed to know. Above all else, he was always vigorously engaged 
with the world around him; his long, productive life bristled with 
vitality, intelligence, and a consuming passion for ideas. 

Irish by birth, Shaw came to England at the age of twenty and 
lived in and near London throughout the rest of his life. After writing 
several unsuccessful novels, the young Shaw turned to reviewing 
books and paintings in order to earn a living. He first became 
known as a music critic; from his mother, an aspiring singer, he had 
learned much about music, and he combined this knowledge with 
excellent taste and a sparkling prose style to become the most 
influential music critic of his day. 

Shaw’s lively intelligence did not confine itself to art, fiction, and 
music. At an early age he became committed to the cause of social 
reform. He joined the Fabian movement, a type of socialism founded 
in England in the 1880s to reform the social, economic, and political 
systems gradually through peaceful, democratic measures. Although 
he was shy by nature, Shaw turned himself into an outstanding 
public speaker. He continued to participate actively in politics the 
rest of his life. However, he found a particularly satisfying forum for 
his ideas in reviewing drama and, eventually, in writing plays of 
his own. 

In the 1890s Shaw became recognized as London’s wittiest and 
most stimulating drama critic. He took drama very seriously; in 
particular, he idolized the Norwegian dramatist Henrik Ibsen, whose 
unsparing critique of middle-class life revealed to Shaw the potential # 
impact of drama upon society. After writing his influential essay “The 
Quintessence of Ibsenism” (1891), Shaw began to try his own hand 
at writing plays. The result, Widowers’ Houses (produced in 1892), 
proved to be the first of many plays to come in the years ahead. 

At first Shaw’s plays were too controversiai for English 
theatergoers, who were accustomed to light or sentimental 
entertainments but not to provocative examinations of moral and 
social issues. However, Shaw continued to write and publish his 
plays, usually accompanying them with lengthy and argumentative 
prefaces that expressed his ideas on a wide range of subjects. 
Eventually he established himself as the leading English playwright of 
the modern period with such works as Arms and the Man (1894), 
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Candida (1895), Caesar and Cleopatra (1898), Man and Superman 
(1903), Major Barbara (1907), Pygmalion (1912), Heartbreak House 
(1917), and Saint Joan (1923). For those achievements the playwright 
was awarded the Nobel Prize for Literature in 1925. 

For the most part, Shaw's plays are comedies of ideas, works that 
present complex and often controversial themes within the 
framework of entertaining plots, appealing and unpredictable 
characters, and witty dialogue. Shaw’s works are insistently rational, 
coolly ridiculing the conventions and prejudices of his time. 

- Pygmalion [pig mal’yan], written in 1912 and first produced in 
England in 1914, remains one of his most popular works. The title 
refers to a mythological king of Cyprus named Pygmalion, who 
carved a statue of a woman so beautiful that he fell in love with her. 
Aphrodite, the goddess of love, answered the lovesick king’s prayers 
by bringing his statue, Galatea, to life. Shaw’s play concerns a 
professor of phonetics (the study of the sounds of speech) who 
attempts to remold a cockney flower seller from the London slums 
into a refined lady by teaching her how to speak proper English. 

Pygmalion gave Shaw a platform for many of his concerns. He 
was passionately interested in the English language and the varieties 
of ways in which people spoke (and misspoke) it. Shaw longed to 
simplify and reform English; he once pointed out that the rules of 
spelling in English are so inconsistent and confusing that the word 
fish could conceivably be spelled “ghoti” if the speller used the 
sound of gh in enough, the sound of o in women, and the sound of 
ti in the suffix -tion. The text of Pygmalion reflects some of his 
efforts at simplifying English usage—principally his omission of 
apostrophes in contractions such as /ve and dont. Pygmalion also “ 
allowed Shaw to present ideas about other topics that concerned 
him—such matters as social equality, male and female roles, and the 
relationship between what people seem to be and what they really 
are. Like his other successful plays, Pygmalion wins us over with its 
charm and then startles us out of our preconceptions with its keen 


intelligence. 
a 


Key Ideas in Pygmalion 


As you read Pygmalion, look for references to each of the 
following. If you keep track of what Shaw says about these topics, 
you will begin to grasp the play’s most important themes. 


‘ Social equality 

‘The rights and social position of women 
* Relationships between men and women 
* Appearance and reality 

* Language and individual identity 


George Bernard Shaw 
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PREFACE TO PYGMALION 


A Professor of Phonetics 


The English have no respect for their lan- 
guage, and will not teach their children to 
speak it. They cannot spell it because they 
have nothing to spell it with but an old foreign 
alphabet of which only the consonants—and 
not all of them—have any agreed speech value. 
Consequently no man can teach himself what it 
should sound like from reading it; and it is im- 
possible for an Englishman to open his mouth 
without making some other Englishman despise 
him. Most European languages are now acces- 
sible in black and white to foreigners: English 
and French are not thus accessible even to Eng- 
lishmen and Frenchmen. The reformer we need 
most today is an energetic phonetic enthusiast: 
that is why I have made such a one the hero of a 
popular play. 

There have been heroes of that kind crying 
in the wilderness for many years past. When I 
became interested in the subject towards the 
end of the eighteen-seventies, the illustrious Al- 
exander Melville Bell, the inventor of Visible 
Speech, had emigrated to Canada, where his 
son invented the telephone; but Alexander J. 
Ellis' was still a London Patriarch, with an im- 
pressive head always covered by a velvet skull 


1. Alexander J. Ellis (1814-1890): English philologist 
and mathematician. 
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cap, for which he would apologize to public 
meetings in a very courtly manner. He and Tito 
Pagliardini,? another phonetic veteran, were 
men whom it was impossible to dislike. Henry 
Sweet,’ then a young man, lacked their sweet 
ness of character: he was about as conciliatory 
to conventional mortals as Ibsen* or Samuel 
Butler.” His great ability as a phonetician (he 
was, I think, the best of them all at his job) 
would have entitled him to high official rec 
ognition, and perhaps enabled him to popular 
ize his subject, but for his Satanic contempt for 
all academic dignitaries and persons in general 
who thought more of Greek than of phonetics. 
Once, in the days when the Imperial Institute 
rose in South Kensington, and Joseph Cham- 
berlain® was booming the Empire, I induced 
the editor of a leading monthly review to com- 
mission an article from Sweet on the imperial 
importance of his subject. When it arrived, it 
contained nothing but a savagely derisive at- 
tack on a professor of language and literature 


2. Tito Pagliardini [té’to pal yar dé/né] 

3. Henry Sweet (1845-1912): English grammarian and 
philologist. 

4. Ibsen: Henrik Ibsen (1828-1906), Norwegian 
playwright, admired by Shaw for his portrayals of society. 
5. Samuel Butler (1835-1902): English novelist. 

6. Joseph Chamberlain (1836-1914): British 
statesman, known as the greatest orator of his time. 


whose chair Sweet regarded as proper to a 
phonetic expert only. The article, being libel- 
lous, had to be returned as impossible; and I 
had to renounce my dream of dragging its au- 
thor into the limelight. When I met him after- 
wards, for the first time for many years, I 
found to my astonishment that he, who had 
been a quite tolerably presentable young man, 
had actually managed by sheer scorn to alter 
his personal appearance until he had become a 
sort of walking repudiation of Oxford and all 
its traditions. It must have been largely in his 
own despite that he was squeezed into some- 
thing called a Readership’ of phonetics there. 
The future of phonetics rests probably with his 
pupils, who all swore by him; but nothing 
could bring the man himself into any sort of 
compliance with the university to which he 
nevertheless clung by divine right in an in- 
tensely Oxonian® way. I daresay his papers, if 
he has left any, include some satires that may 
be published without too destructive results 
fifty years hence. He was, I believe, not in the 
least an ill-natured man: very much the oppo- 
site, I should say; but he would not suffer fools 
gladly; and to him all scholars who were not 
rabid phoneticians were fools. 

Those who knew him will recognize in my 
third act the allusion to the Current Shorthand 
in which he used to write postcards. It may be 
acquired from a four and sixpenny manual pub- 
lished by the Clarendon Press. The postcards 
which Mrs Higgins describes are such as I have 
received from Sweet. I would decipher a sound 
which a cockney would represent by zerr, and 
a Frenchman by sez, and then write demanding 
with some heat what on earth it meant. Sweet, 
with boundless contempt for my _ stupidity, 
would reply that it not only meant but ob- 
viously was the word Result, as no other word 
containing that sound, and capable of making 
sense with the context, existed in any language 
spoken on earth. That less expert mortals 
should require fuller indications was beyond 
Sweet’s patience. Therefore, though the whole 


7. Readership: type of teaching position. 
8. Oxonian: pertaining to Oxford University. 


point of his Current Shorthand is that it can 
express every sound in the language perfectly, 
vowels as well as consonants, and that your 
hand has to make no stroke except the easy 
and current ones with which you write m, n, 
and u, |, p, and q, scribbling them at whatever 
angle comes easiest to you, his unfortunate de- 
termination to make this remarkable and quite 
legible script serve also as a shorthand reduced 
it in his own practice to the most inscrutable 
of cryptograms.’ His true objective was the 
provision of a full, accurate, legible script for 
our language; but he was led past that by his 
contempt for the popular Pitman system of 
shorthand, which he called the Pitfall system. 
The triumph of Pitman was a triumph of busi- 
ness organization: there was a weekly paper to 
persuade you to learn Pitman: there were 
cheap textbooks and exercise books and tran- 
scripts of speeches for you to copy, and 
schools where experienced teachers coached 
you up to the necessary proficiency. Sweet 
could not organize his market in that fashion. 
He might as well have been the Sybil’® who 
tore up the leaves of prophecy that nobody 
would attend to. The four and sixpenny man- 
ual, mostly in his lithographed handwriting, 
that was never vulgarly advertized, may per- 
haps some day be taken up by a syndicate and 
pushed upon the public as The Times pushed 
the Encyclopaedia Britannica; but until then it 
will certainly not prevail against Pitman. I have 
bought three copies of it during my lifetime; 
and I am informed by the publishers that its 
cloistered existence is still a steady and healthy 
one. I actually learned the system two several 
times; and yet the shorthand in which I am 
writing these lines is Pitman’s. And the reason 
is, that my secretary cannot transcribe Sweet, 
having been perforce taught in the schools of 
Pitman. In America I could use the commer- 
cially organized Gregg shorthand, which has 
taken a hint from Sweet by making its letters 
writable (current, Sweet would have called 
them) instead of having to be geometrically 


9. cryptograms: words written in code. 
10. Sybil: prophetess in Greek and Roman mythology. 
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drawn like Pitman’s; but all these systems, in- 
cluding Sweet’s, are spoilt by making them 
available for verbatim reporting, in which com- 
plete and exact spelling and word division are 
impossible. A complete and exact phonetic 
script is neither practicable nor necessary for 
ordinary use; but if we enlarge our alphabet to 
the Russian size, and make our spelling as pho- 
netic as Spanish, the advance will be prodi- 
gious. 

Pygmalion Higgins is not a portrait of 
Sweet, to whom the adventure of Eliza Doolit- 
tle would have been impossible; still, as will be 
seen, there are touches of Sweet in the play. 
With Higgins’s physique and temperament 
Sweet might have set the Thames on fire. As it 
was, he impressed himself professionally on Eu- 
rope to an extent that made his comparative 
personal obscurity, and the failure of Oxford to 
do justice to his eminence, a puzzle to foreign 
specialists in his subject. I do not blame Ox- 
ford, because I think Oxford is quite right in 
demanding a certain social amenity from its 
nurslings (heavens knows it is not exorbitant 
in its requirement!); for although I well know 
how hard it is for a man of genius with a se- 
riously underrated subject to maintain serene 
and kindly relations with the men who under- 
rate it, and who keep all the best places for 
less important subjects which they profess 
without originality and sometimes without 
much capacity for them, still, if he overwhelms 
them with wrath and disdain, he cannot expect 
them to heap honors on him. 

Of the later generations of phoneticians I 
-know little. Among them towered Robert 
Bridges, to whom perhaps Higgins may owe his 
Miltonic sympathies, though here again I must 
disclaim all portraiture. But if the play makes 
the public aware that there are such people as 
phoneticians, and that they are among the most 
important people in England at present, it will 
serve its turn. 

I wish to boast that Pygmalion has been an 
extremely successful play, both on stage and 
screen, all over Europe and North America as 
well as at home. It is so intensely and deliber- 
ately didactic, and its subject is esteemed so 
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dry, that I delight in throwing it at the heads 
of the wiseacres'’ who repeat the parrot cry 
that art should never be didactic. It goes to 
prove my contention that great art can never 
be anything else. 

Finally, and for the encouragement of peo- 
ple troubled with accents that cut them off 
from all high employment, I may add that the 
change wrought by Professor Higgins in the 
flower-girl is neither impossible nor uncom- 
mon. The modern concierge’s’* daughter who 
fulfills her ambition by playing the Queen of 
Spain in Ruy Blas’? at the Théatre Francais is 
only one of many thousands of men and 
women who have sloughed off their native di- 
alects and acquired a new tongue. Our West 
End shop assistants and domestic servants are 
bilingual. But the thing has to be done scien- 
tifically, or the last state of the aspirant may be 
worse than the first. An honest slum dialect is 
more tolerable than the attempts of phoneti- 
cally untaught persons to imitate the plutocra- 
cy.'* Ambitious flower-girls who read this play 
must not imagine that they can pass themselves 
off as fine ladies by untutored imitation. They 
must learn their alphabet over again, and dif 
ferent, from a phonetic expert. Imitation will 
only make them ridiculous. 


NOTE FOR TECHNICIANS. A complete repre- 
sentation of the play as printed in this 
edition is technically possible only on 
the cinema screen or on stages furnished 
with exceptionally elaborate machinery. 
For ordinary theatrical use the scenes 
separated by rows of asterisks are to be 
omitted. 

In the dialogue an e upside down in- 
dicates the indefinite vowel, sometimes 
called obscure or neutral, for which, 
though it is one of the commonest 
sounds in English speech, our wretched 
alphabet has no letter. 


11. wiseacres: smart alecks. 

12. concierge’s: A concierge [kon’ sé urzh’} is the 
caretaker of a building. 

13. Ruy Blas [roo é’ blas’}: poetic drama by French 
writer Victor Hugo (1802-1885). 

14. phutocracy: the wealthy. 
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ACT ONE 


London at 11.15 p.m. Torrents of beavy sum- 
mer rain. Cab whistles blowing frantically in 
all directions. Pedestrians running for shelter 
into the portico of St Paul’s church (not 
Wren’s cathedral but Inigo Jones’s church in 
Covent Garden vegetable market), among 
them a lady and her daughter in evening 
dress. All are peering out gloomily at the 
rain, except one man with his back turned to 
the rest, wholly preoccupied with a notebook 
in which he is writing. 

The church clock strikes the first quarter.’ 


1. first quarter: fifteen minutes after the hour. 


THE DAUGHTER [in the space between the cen- 
tral pillars, close to the one on her left] I'm 
getting chilled to the bone. What can Freddy 
be doing all this time? He’s been gone twenty 
minutes. 


THE MOTHER [07 her daughter’s right| Not so 
long. But he ought to have got us a cab by 
this. 


A BYSTANDER [07 the lady’s right] He wont get 
no cab not until half-past eleven, missus, when 
they come back after dropping their theatre 
fares. 


THE MOTHER. But we must have a cab. We cant 
stand here until half-past eleven. It’s too bad. 
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THE BYSTANDER. Well, it ain’t my fault, missus. 


THE DAUGHTER. If Freddy had a bit of gumption, 
he would have got one at the theatre door. 


THE MOTHER. What could he have done, poor boy? 


THE DAUGHTER. Other people got cabs. Why 
couldnt he? 


FREDDY rushes in out of the rain from the 
Southampton Street side, and comes be- 
tween them closing a dripping umbrella. He 
is a young man of twenty, in evening dress, 
very wet round the ankles. 


THE DAUGHTER. Well, havnt you got a cab? 


FREDDY. Theres not one to be had for love or 
money. 


THE MOTHER. Oh, Freddy, there must be one. 
You cant have tried. 


THE DAUGHTER. It’s too tiresome. Do you ex- 
pect us to go and get one ourselves? 


FREDDY. [ tell you theyre all engaged. The rain 
was so sudden: nobody was prepared; and ev- 
erybody had to take a cab. Ive been to Charing 
Cross one way and nearly to Ludgate Circus 
the other; and they were all engaged. 


THE MOTHER. Did you try Trafalgar Square? 
FREDDY. There wasnt one at Trafalgar Square. 
THE DAUGHTER. Did you try? 


FREDDY. I tried as far as Charing Cross Station. 
Did you expect me to walk to Hammersmith? 


THE DAUGHTER. You havnt tried at all. 


THE MOTHER. You really are very helpless, 
Freddy. Go again; and dont come back until 
you have found a cab. 


FREDDY. I shall simply get soaked for nothing. 


THE DAUGHTER. And what about us? Are we to 
stay here all night in this draught,” with next 
to nothing on? You selfish pig— 


FREDDY. Oh, very well: PI go, I'll go. [He opens 


2. draught [draft]: draft. 
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his umbrella and dashes off Strandwards, but 
comes into collision with a flower girl who is 
hurrying in for shelter, knocking her basket 
out of ber hands. A blinding flash of light. 
ning, followed instantly by a rattling peal of 
thunder, orchestrates the incident). 


THE FLOWER GIRL. Nah then, Freddy: look wh’ y 
gowin, deah.* 


FREDDY. Sorry [be rushes off]. 


THE FLOWER GIRL [picking up her scattered 
flowers and replacing them in the basket] 
Theres menners f’ yer! To-00 banches o voylets 
trod into the mad.* [She sits down on the 
plinth’ of the column sorting ber flowers, on 
the lady’s right. She is not at all a romantic 
figure. She is perhaps eighteen, perhaps 
twenty, hardly older. She wears a little sailor 
hat of black straw that has long been exposed 
to the dust and soot of London and has sel. 
dom if ever been brushed. Her hair needs 
washing rather badly: its mousy color can 
hardly be natural. She wears a shoddy black 
coat that reaches nearly to her knees and is 
shaped to her waist. She has a brown skirt 
with a coarse apron. Her boots are much the 
worse for wear. She is no doubt as clean as 
she can afford to be; but compared to the la. 
dies she ts very dirty. Her features are no 
worse then theirs; but their condition leaves 
something to be desired; and she needs the 
services of a dentist]. 


THE MOTHER. How do you know that my son's 
name is Freddy, pray? 


THE FLOWER GIRL. Ow, e€€z y9-00a san, is e? Wal, 
fewd dan y’ do-ooty bawmz a mather should, 
eed now bettern to spawl a pore gel’s flahrzn 
than ran awy athaht pyin. Will ye-oo py me 
f'them?® [Here, with apologies, this desperate 


3. Nah . . . deah: “Now then, Freddy: look where 


you're going, dear.” 
4. Theres. . . mad: ‘“‘There’s manners for you! Two 


bunches of violets trod into the mud.” 

5. plinth: block at the bottom of a column. 

6. Ow. . . them? “Oh, he’s your son, is he? Well, if 
you’d done your duty by him as a mother should, he'd 
know better than to spoil a poor girl’s flowers and then 
run away without paying. Will you pay me for them?” 


attempt to represent ber dialect without a 
phonetic alphabet must be abandoned as un- 
intelligible outside London]. 


THE DAUGHTER. Do nothing of the sort, mother. 
The idea! 


THE MOTHER. Please allow me, Clara. Have you 
any pennies? 


THE DAUGHTER. No. Ive nothing smaller than 
sixpence. 


THE FLOWER GIRL [hopefully] 1 can give you 
change for a tanner,’ kind lady. 


THE MOTHER [fo CLARA] Give it to me. [CLARA 
parts reluctantly]. Now.[to the Girt] This is for 
your flowers. 


THE FLOWER GIRL. Thank you kindly, lady. 


THE DAUGHTER. Make her give you the change. 
These things are only a penny a bunch. 


THE MOTHER. Do hold your tongue, Clara. [To 
the GIRL] You can keep the change. 


THE FLOWER GIRL. Oh, thank you, lady. 


THE MOTHER. Now tell me how you know that 
young gentleman’s name. 


THE FLOWER GIRL. I didnt. 


THE MOTHER. I heard you call him by it. Dont 
try to deceive me. 


THE FLOWER GIRL [protesting] Who’s trying to 
deceive you? I called him Freddy or Charlie 
same as you might yourself if you was talking 
to a stranger and wished to be pleasant. 


THE DAUGHTER. Sixpence thrown away! Really, 
mamma, you might have spared Freddy that. 
[She retreats in disgust behind the pillar]. 


An elderly gentleman of the amiable milt- 
lary type rushes into the shelter, and closes 
a dripping umbrella. He is in the same 
plight as FREDDY, very wet above the ankles. 
He is in evening dress, with a light over- 


7. tanner: slang for sixpence. 


coat. He takes the place left vacant by the 
DAUGHTER. 


THE GENTLEMAN. Phew! 


THE MOTHER [fo the GENTLEMAN] Oh, sir, is there 
any sign of its stopping? 


THE GENTLEMAN. I’m afraid not. It started worse 
than ever about two minutes ago [be goes to 
the plinth beside the FLOWER GIRL; puts up his 
foot on it; and stoops to turn down bits trou- 
ser ends]. 


THE MOTHER. Oh dear! [She retires sadly and 
joins ber daughter). 


THE FLOWER GIRL |taking advantage of the 
military gentleman’s proximity to establish 
friendly relations with him| If it’s worse, it’s a 
sign it’s nearly over. So cheer up, Captain; and 
buy a flower off a poor girl. 


THE GENTLEMAN. I|’m sorry. I havnt any change. 


THE FLOWER GIRL. I can give you change, Cap- 
tain. 


THE GENTLEMAN. For a sovereign?® Ive nothing 
less. 


THE FLOWER GIRL. Garn! Oh do buy a flower off 
me, Captain. I can change half-a-crown. Take 
this for tuppence. 


THE GENTLEMAN. Now dont be troublesome: 
theres a good girl. [Trying his pockets] I really 
havnt any change—Stop: heres three hapence, 
if thats any use to you [he retreats to the otber 
pillar). 


THE FLOWER GIRL [disappointed, but thinking 
three half-pence better than nothing) Thank 
you, Sir. 


THE BYSTANDER [fo the GiRL] You be careful: 
give him a flower for it. Theres a bloke’ here 
behind taking down every blessed word youre 
saying. [All turn to the man who is taking 
notes |. 


8. sovereign: English coin, as are balf-a-crown and 
tuppence (two pence) in the lines that follow. 
9. bloke: slang for man or fellow. 
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THE FLOWER GIRL [springing up terrified] I aint 
done nothing wrong by speaking to the gentle- 
man. Ive a right to sell flowers if I keep off the 
kerb. [Hysterically] I'm a respectable girl: so 
help me, I never spoke to him except to ask 
him to buy a flower off me. 


General hubbub, mostly sympathetic to the 
FLOWER GIRL, but deprecating her excessive 
sensibility. Cries of Dont start hollerin. 
Who’s hurting you? Nobody’s going to touch 
you. Whats the good of fussing? Steady on. 
Easy, easy, etc., come from the elderly staid 
spectators, who pat her comfortingly. Less 
patient ones bid her shut her head, or ask 
her roughly what is wrong with her. A re- 
moter group, not knowing what the matter 
is, crowd in and increase the noise with 
question and answer: Whats the row?’° 
What-she do? Where is he? A tec’? taking her 
down. What! him? Yes: him over there: Took 
money off the gentleman, etc. 


THE FLOWER GIRL [breaking through them to 
the GENTLEMAN, crying wildly] Oh, sir, dont let 
him charge me. You dunno what it means to 
me. Theyll take away my character and drive 
me on the streets for speaking to gentlemen. 
They— 


THE NOTE TAKER [coming forward on her right, 
the rest crowding after him| There! there! 
there! there! who’s hurting you, you silly girl? 
What do you take me for? 


THE BYSTANDER. It’s aw rawt: e’s a genleman: 
look at his ba-oots.'? [Explaining to the NOTE 
TAKER] She thought you was a copper’s nark, sir. 


THE NOTE TAKER [with quick interest] Whats a 
copper’s nark? 


THE BYSTANDER [inapt at definition] It’s a— 
well, it’s a copper’s nark, as you might say. 
What else would you call it? A sort of informer. 


10. row [rou]: trouble, disturbance. 

11. tec: slang abbreviation for detective. 

12. It’s . . . ba-oots: “It’s all right; he’s a gentleman: 
look at his boots.” 
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THE FLOWER GIRL [still hysterical] | take my Bi- 
ble oath I never said a word— 


THE NOTE TAKER [overbearing but good- 
humored| Oh, shut up, shut up. Do I look like 
a policeman? 


THE FLOWER GIRL [far from reassured| Then 
what did you take down my words for? How 
do I know whether you took me down right? 
You just shew’? me what youve wrote about 
me. [Tbe NOTE TAKER Opens his book and holds 
it steadily under her nose, though the pressure 
of the mob trying to read it over his shoulders 
would upset a weaker man]. Whats that? That 
aint proper writing. I cant read that. 


THE NOTE TAKER. | can. [Reads, reproducing her 
pronunciation exactly| “Cheer ap, Keptin,; n’ 
baw ya flahr orf a pore gel.” 


THE FLOWER GIRL [much distressed| It’s because 
I called him Captain. I meant no harm. [To the 
GENTLEMAN] Oh, sir, dont let him lay a charge 
agen me for a word like that. You— 


THE GENTLEMAN. Charge! I make no charge. [To 
the NOTE TAKER] Really, sir, if you are a detec- 
tive, you need not begin protecting me against 
molestation by young women until I ask you. 
Anybody could see that the girl meant no 
harm. 


THE BYSTANDERS GENERALLY [demonstrating 
against police espionage] Course they could. 
What business is it of yours? You mind your 
own affairs. He wants promotion, he does. Tak- 
ing down people’s words! Girl never said a 
word to him. What harm if she did? Nice thing 
a girl cant shelter from the rain without being 
insulted, etc., etc., etc. [She is conducted by 
the more sympathetic demonstrators back to 
her plinth, where she resumes her seat and 
struggles with her emotion]. 


THE BYSTANDER. He aint a tec. He’s a blooming 


13. shew [sh6]: archaic spelling of show. 
14. Cheer. . . gel: “Cheer up, Captain; and buy a 
flower off a poor girl.” 


busybody: thats what he is, J tell you, look at 
his bo-oots. 


THE NOTE TAKER [turning on bim genially| And 
how are all your people down at Selsey? 


THE BYSTANDER [suspiciously] Who told you 
my people come from Selsey? 


THE NOTE TAKER. Never you mind. They did. 
[To the GirRL] How do you come to be up so 
far east? You were born in Lisson Grove. 


THE FLOWER GIRL [appalled| Oh, what harm is 
there in my leaving Lisson Grove? It wasnt fit 
for a pig to live in; and I had to pay four-and- 
six’? a week, [Jn tears] Oh, boo-hoo-oo— 


THE NOTE TAKER. Live where you like; but stop 
that noise. 


THE GENTLEMAN [to the GIRL] Come, come! he 
cant touch you: you have a right to live where 
you please. 


A SARCASTIC BYSTANDER [thrusting himself be- 
tween the NOTE TAKER and the GENTLEMAN] Park 
Lane, for instance. I'd like to go into the Hous- 
ing Question with you, I would. 


THE FLOWER GIRL [subsiding into a brooding 
melancholy over her basket, and talking very 
low-spiritedly to berself| 'm a good girl, I am. 


THE SARCASTIC BYSTANDER [not attending to 
her] Do you know where / come from? 


THE NOTE TAKER [promptly] Hoxton. 


Titterings. Popular interest in the NOTE TAK- 
ER's performance increases. 


THE SARCASTIC ONE [@mazed] Well, who said I 
didnt? Bly me! you know everything, you do. 


THE FLOWER GIRL [still nursing ber sense of in- 
jury] Aint no call to meddle with me, he aint. 


THE BYSTANDER [fo ber] Of course he aint. Dont 
you stand it from him. [To the NOTE TAKER] See 
here: what call have you to know about people 
what never offered to meddle with you? 


1§. four-and-six: four shillings six pence, then $1.50. 


THE FLOWER GIRL. Let him say what he likes. I 
dont want to have no truck with him. 


THE BYSTANDER. You take us for dirt under your 
feet, dont you? Catch you taking liberties with 
a gentleman! 


THE SARCASTIC BYSTANDER. Yes: tell him where 
he come from if you want to go fortune-telling. 


THE NOTE TAKER. Cheltenham, Harrow, Cam- 
bridge, and India. 


THE GENTLEMAN. Quite right. 


Great laughter. Reaction in the NOTE TAKER’S 
favor. Exclamations of He knows all about 
it. Told him proper. Hear him tell the toff'® 
where he come from? etc. 


THE GENTLEMAN. May I ask, sir, do you do this 
for your living at a music hall? 


THE NOTE TAKER. I’ve thought of that. Perhaps I 
shall some day. 


The rain has stopped; and the persons on 
the outside of the crowd begin to drop off. 


THE FLOWER GIRL [resenting the reaction) He’s 
no gentleman, he aint, to interfere with a poor 
girl. 


THE DAUGHTER [out of patience, pushing her 
way rudely to the front and displacing the 
GENTLEMAN, who politely retires to the other 
side of the pillar| What on earth is Freddy 
doing? I shall get pneumownia if I stay in this 
draught any longer. 


THE NOTE TAKER [to himself, hastily making a 
note of ber pronunciation of “monia’”| Earls- 
court. 


THE DAUGHTER [violently] Will you please keep 
your impertinent remarks to yourself. 


THE NOTE TAKER. Did I say that out loud? I 
didnt mean to. I beg your pardon. Your moth- 
er’s Epsom, unmistakeably. 


THE MOTHER [advancing between the DAUGHTER 


16. toff: slang for fashionable gentleman. 
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and the NOTE TAKER] How very curious! I was 
brought up in Largelady Park, near Epsom. 


THE NOTE TAKER [uproariously amused] Ha! ha! 
What a devil of a name! Excuse me. [To the 
DAUGHTER] You want a cab, do you? 


THE DAUGHTER. Dont dare speak to me. 


THE MOTHER. Oh please, please, Clara. [Her 
daughter repudiates her with an angry shrug 
and retires haughtily| We should be so grate- 
ful to you, sir, if you found us a cab. [The NOTE 
TAKER Produces a whistle] Oh, thank you. [She 
joins ber daughter}. 


The NOTE TAKER blows a piercing blast. 


THE SARCASTIC BYSTANDER. There! I knowed he 
was a plainclothes copper. 


THE BYSTANDER. That aint a police whistle: thats 
a sporting whistle. 


THE FLOWER GIRL [still preoccupied with her 
wounded feelings] He’s no right to take away 
my character.'’ My character is the same to me 
as any lady’s. 


THE NOTE TAKER. I dont know whether youve 
noticed it; but the rain stopped about two min- 
utes ago. 


THE BYSTANDER. So it has. Why didnt you say 
so before? and us losing our time listening to 
your silliness! [He walks off towards the 
Strand]. 


THE SARCASTIC BYSTANDER. I can tell where you 
come from. You come from Anwell. Go back 
there. 


THE NOTE TAKER [helpfully] Hanwell. 


THE SARCASTIC BYSTANDER [affecting great dis- 
tinction of speech] Thenk you, teacher. Haw 
haw! So long [be touches his hat with mock 
respect and strolls off]. 


THE FLOWER GIRL. Frightening people like that! 
How would he like it himself? 


17. character: reputation. 
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THE MOTHER. It’s quite fine now, Clara. We can 
walk to a motor bus. Come. [She gathers her 
skirts above her ankles and hurries off to- 
wards the Strand]. 


THE DAUGHTER. But the cab—[ber mother ts 
out of hearing]. Oh, how tiresome! [She fol- 
lows angrily]. 


All the rest have gone except the NOTE TAKER, 
the GENTLEMAN, and the FLOWER GIRL, who 
sits arranging her basket, and still pitying 
herself in murmurs. 


THE FLOWER GIRL. Poor girl! Hard enough for 
her to live without being worrited and chiv- 
ied."* 


THE GENTLEMAN [returning to his former place 
on the NOTE TAKER’s left] How do you do it, if 
I may ask? 


THE NOTE TAKER. Simply phonetics. The science 
of speech. Thats my profession: also my hobby. 
Happy is the man who can make a living by his 
hobby! You can spot an Irishman or a York- 
shireman by his brogue. 7 can place any man 
within six miles. I can place him within two 
miles in London. Sometimes within two streets. 


THE FLOWER GIRL. Ought to be ashamed of him- 
self, unmanly coward. 


THE GENTLEMAN. But is there a living in that? 


THE NOTE TAKER. Oh yes. Quite a fat one. This 
is an age of upstarts. Men begin in Kentish 
Town with £80 a year,.and end in Park Lane 
with a hundred thousand. They want to drop 
Kentish Town; but they give themselves away 
every time they open their mouths. Now I can 
teach them— 


THE FLOWER GIRL. Let him mind his own busi- 
ness and leave a poor girl— 


THE NOTE TAKER [Explosively]| Woman: cease 
this detestable boohooing instantly; or else 
seek the shelter of some other place of wor- 
ship. 


18. worrited and chivied: worried and tormented. 


THE FLOWER GIRL [with feeble defiance| Ive a 
right to be here if I like, same as you. 


THE NOTE TAKER. A woman who utters such de- 
pressing and disgusting sounds has no right to 
be anywhere—no right to live. Remember that 
you are a human being with a soul and the di- 
vine gift of articulate speech: that your native 
language is the language of Shakespear and Mil- 
ton and The Bible; and dont sit there crooning 
like a bilious pigeon. 


THE FLOWER GIRL [quite overwhelmed, looking 
up at him in mingled wonder and depreca- 
tion without daring to raise ber bead| Ah-ah- 
ah-ow-ow-ow-oo! 


THE NOTE TAKER [whipping out bis book] Heav- 
ens! what a sound! [He writes; then holds out 
the book and reads, reproducing her vowels 
exactly] Ah-ah-ah-ow-ow-ow-oo! 


THE FLOWER GIRL [tickled by the performance, 
and laughing in spite of berself| Garn!'° 


THE NOTE TAKER. You see this creature with her 
kerbstone English: the English that will keep 


19. Garn!: “Go on!” 


her in the gutter to the end of her days. Well, 
sir, in three months I could pass that girl off as 
a duchess at an ambassador’s garden party. | 
could even get her a place as lady’s maid or 
shop assistant, which requires better English. 


THE FLOWER GIRL. What’s that you say? 


THE NOTE TAKER. Yes, you squashed cabbage 
leaf, you disgrace to the noble architecture of 
these columns, you incarnate insult to the Eng- 
lish language: I could pass you off as the 
Queen of Sheba. [7o the GENTLEMAN] Can you 
believe that? 


THE GENTLEMAN. Of course I can. I am myself a 
student of Indian dialects; and— 


THE NOTE TAKER [eagerly] Are you? Do you 
know Colonel Pickering, the author of Spoken 
Sanscrit? 


THE GENTLEMAN. I am Colonel Pickering. Who 
are you? 

THE NOTE TAKER. Henry Higgins, author of Hig- 
gins’s Universal Alphabet. 


PICKERING [with enthusiasm] 1 came from In- 
dia to meet you. 


| 
| 
5 
a 
| 


HIGGINS. I was going to India to meet you. 
PICKERING. Where do you live? 


HIGGINS. 27A Wimpole Street. Come and see 
me tomorrow. 


PICKERING. I’m at the Carlton. Come with me 
now and lets have a jaw*° over some supper. 


HIGGINS. Right you are. 


THE FLOWER GIRL [f0 PICKERING, as he passes 
her| Buy a flower, kind gentleman. I’m short 
for my lodging. 


PICKERING. [ really havnt any change. I’m sorry 
{be goes away]. 

HIGGINS [shocked at the GiR.’s mendacity”'| 
Liar. You said you could change half-a-crown. 


THE FLOWER GIRL [rising in desperation| You 
ought to be stuffed with nails, you ought. 
[Flinging the basket at his feet| Take the 
whole blooming basket for sixpence. 


The church clock strikes the second quarter. 


HIGGINS [bearing in it the voice of God, rebuk- 
ing him for his Pharisaic” want of charity to 
the poor girl| A reminder. [He raises his hat 
solemnly, then throws a handful of money 
into the basket and follows PICKERING]. 


THE FLOWER GIRL [Picking up a half-crown| 
Ah-ow-ooh! [Picking up a couple of florins| 
Aaah-ow-ooh! [Picking up several coins] 
Aaaaah-ow-ooh! [Picking up a half-sovereign] 
Aaaaaaaaaaaah-ow-ooh!!! 


FREDDY [springing out of a taxicab| Got one 
at last. Hallo! [To the Girt] Where are the two 
ladies that were here? 


THE FLOWER GIRL. They walked to the bus when 
the rain stopped. 


20. jaw: slang for chat. 

21. mendacity: lying. 

22. Pharisaic [far's sa’ ik]: alluding to the Pharisees, a 
group among the ancient Jews known for their 
strictness. 
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FREDDY. And left me with a cab on my hands! 
Damnation! 


THE FLOWER GIRL [with grandeur] Never mind, 
young man. /’m going home in a taxi. [She sails 
Off to the cab. The driver puts his hand be- 
hind him and holds the door firmly sbut 
against her. Quite understanding his mistrust, 
she shews him her handful of money]. A taxi 
fare aint no object to me, Charlie. [He grins 
and opens the door]. Here. What about the 
basket? 


THE TAXIMAN. Give it here. Tuppence extra. 


LIZA. No: I dont want nobody to see it. [She 
crushes it into the cab and gets in, continuing 
the conversation through the window] Good- 
bye, Freddy. 


FREDDY [dazedly raising his hat| Goodbye. 
TAXIMAN. Where to? 

LIzA. Bucknam Pellis [Buckingham Palace]. 

TAXIMAN. What d’ye mean—Bucknam Pellis? 


LIZA, Dont you know where it is? In the Green 
Park, where the King lives. Goodbye, Freddy. 
Dont let me keep you standing there. Goodbye. 


FREDDY. Goodbye. [He goes]. 


TAXIMAN. Here? Whats this about Bucknam Pel- 
lis? What business have you at Bucknam Pellis? 


LizA. Of course I havnt none. But I wasnt 
going to let him know that. You drive me 
home. 


TAXIMAN. And wheres home? 


Liza. Angel Court, Drury Lane, next Meikle- 
john’s oil shop. 


TAXIMAN. That sounds more like it, Judy. [He 
drives off]. 


* * * * * * 


Let us follow the taxi to the entrance to An 
gel Court, a narrow little archway between 
two shops, one of them Meiklejohn’s oil 
shop. When it stops there, Eliza gets out, 
dragging her basket with her. 


LIZA. How much? 


TAXIMAN [indicating the taximeter] Cant you 
read? A shilling. 


uza. A shilling for two minutes!! 

TAXIMAN. Two minutes or ten: it’s all the same. 
uza. Well, I dont call it right. 

TAXIMAN,. Ever been in a taxi before? 


uza [with dignity| Hundreds and thousands of 
times, young man. 


TAXIMAN [laughing at her| Good for you, Judy. 
Keep the shilling, darling, with best love from 
all at home. Good luck! [He drives off]. 


uza [bumiliated| Impidence! 


She picks up the basket and trudges up the 
alley with it to her lodging: a small room 
with very old wall paper banging loose in 
the damp places. A broken pane in the win- 
dow is mended with paper. A portrait of a 
popular actor and a fashion plate of ladies’ 
dresses, all wildly beyond poor ELIZA’s 
means, both torn from newspapers, are 
pinned up on the wall. A birdcage hangs in 
the window; but its tenant died long ago: it 
remains as a memorial only. 

These are the only visible luxuries: the 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


Recalling 

1. What is Higgins writing down when he first ap- 
pears? What is Liza’s reaction to his activities? 

2, Why is the crowd suspicious of Higgins at 
first? What skill does he demonstrate to win 
them over? How does he make his living? 

3. Why is Higgins offended by Liza? What does 
he say will keep her in the gutter all her life? 
What boasts does he make about her? 

4. Describe Liza’s mood when she goes to bed. 


Interpreting 
5. Explain how Liza’s speech and behavior show 
that she comes from a different class from the 


rest is the irreducible minimum of poverty’s 
needs: a wretched bed heaped with all sorts 
of coverings that have any warmth in them, 
a draped packing case with a basin and jug 
on it and a little looking glass over it, a 
chair and table, the refuse of some subur- 
ban kitchen, and an American alarum 
clock on the shelf above the unused fire- 
place: the whole lighted with a gas lamp 
with a penny in the slot meter. Rent: four 
shillings a week. 


Here Eliza, chronically weary, but too ex- 
cited to go to bed, sits, counting her new 
riches and dreaming and planning what to 
do with them, until the gas goes out, when 
she enjoys for the first time the sensation 
of being able to put in another penny 
without grudging it. This prodigal’* mood 
does not extinguish her gnawing sense of 
the need for economy sufficiently to pre- 
vent her from calculating that she can 
dream and plan in bed more cheaply and 
warmly than sitting up without a fire. So 
she takes off her shawl and skirt and adds 
them to the miscellaneous bedclothes. 
Then she kicks off her shoes and gets into 
bed without any further change. 


23. prodigal: extravagant, spendthrift. 


mother and daughter she meets in the begin- 
ning of Act I. 


. What are your impressions of Liza and of Hig- 


gins in Act 1? What seems most important to 
each? How does each treat other people? In 
what other ways are they different? 


. What effect does Shaw create by using labels 


rather than names for the characters through 
most of Act I? 


Extending 
8. Why do you think people often base their 


impressions of others on the way they speak? 
Why might it be difficult to change one’s ac- 
cent? 
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ACT TWO 


Next day at 11 AM. HIGGINS’s laboratory in 
Wimpole Street. it is a room on the first floor, 
looking on the street, and was meant for the 
drawing room. The double doors are in the 
middle of the back wall; and persons entering 
find in the corner to their right two tall file 
cabinets at right angles to one another 
against the walls. In this corner stands a flat 
writing-table, on which are a phonograph, a 
laryngoscope,’ a row of tiny organ pipes with 
a bellows, a set of lamp chimneys for singing 
flames with burners attached to a gas plug in 
the wall by an indiarubber tube, several tun- 
ing-forks of different sizes, a life-size image 
of half a buman head, shewing in section the 
vocal organs, and a box containing a supply 
of wax cylinders for the phonograph. 

Further down the room, on the same side, 
is a fireplace, with a comfortable leather-cov- 
ered easy-chair at the side of the hearth near- 
est the door, and a coal-scuttle. There is a 
clock on the mantlepiece. Between the fire- 
place and the phonograph table is a stand for 
newspapers. 

On the other side of the central door, to 
the left of the visitor, is a cabinet of shallow 
drawers. On it is a telephone and the tele- 
phone directory. The corner beyond, and most 
of the side wall, is occupied by a grand 
piano, with the keyboard at the end furthest 
from the door, and a bench for the players ex- 
tending the full length of the. keyboard. On 
the piano is a dessert dish heaped with fruit 
and sweets, mostly chocolates. 

The middle of the room is clear. Besides 
the easy-chair, the piano bench, and two 
chairs at the phonograph table, there is one 
stray chair. It stands near the fireplace. On 
the walls, engravings: mostly Piranesis’ and 


1. laryngoscope [lo rin’ go skép]: instrument for 
examining tne throat. 

2. Piranesis [pér’ a na’zéz]: works of the Italian artist 
Giambattista Piranesi (1720-1778). 
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mezzotint? portraits. No paintings. 

PICKERING ts seated at the table, putting 
down some cards and a tuning-fork which he 
has been using. HIGGINS is standing up near 
him, closing two or three file drawers which 
are hanging out. He appears in the morning 
light as a robust, vital, appetizing sort of 
man of forty or thereabouts, dressed in a 
professional-looking black frock-coat with a 
white linen collar and black silk tie. He is of 
energetic, scientific type, heartily, even vio- 
lently interested in everything that can be 
studied as a sctentific subject, and careless 
about himself and other people, including 
their feelings. He is, in fact, but for his years 
and size, rather like a very impetuous baby 
“taking notice” eagerly and loudly, and te. 
quiring almost as much watching to keep bim 
out of unintended mischief. His manner var. 
ies from genial bullying when he is in a good 
humor to stormy petulance when anything 
goes wrong; but he is so entirely frank and 
void of malice that be remains likeable even 
in his least reasonable moments. 


HIGGINS [as he shuts the last drawer| Well, | 
think thats the whole show. 


PICKERING. It’s really amazing. I havnt taken 
half of it in, you know. 


HIGGINS. Would you like to go over any of it 
again? 


PICKERING [rising and coming to the fireplace, 
where he plants himself with his back to the 
fire| No, thank you: not now. I’m quite done 
up for this morning. 


HIGGINS [following him, and standing beside 
him on his left] Tired of listening to sounds? 


PICKERING. Yes. It’s a fearful strain. I rather fan- 
cied myself because I can pronounce twenty- 
four distinct vowel sounds; but your hundred 


3. mezzotint [met’so tint]: engraving made from a 
metal plate, producing an effect of light and shade. 


and thirty beat me. 1 cant hear a bit of differ- 
ence between most of them. 


HIGGINS [chuckling, and going over to the 
piano to eat sweets] Oh, that comes with prac- 
tice. You hear no difference at first; but you 
keep on listening, and presently you find 
theyre all as different as A from B. [MRS PEARCE 
looks in: she is HiGGiNS’s housekeeper]. Whats 
the matter? 


MRS PEARCE [besitating, evidently perplexed] A 
young woman asks to see you, sir. 


HIGGINS. A young woman! What does she want? 


MRS PEARCE. Well, sir, she says youll be glad to 
see her when you know what she’s come 
about. She’s quite a common girl, sir. Very 
common indeed. I should have sent her away, 
only I thought perhaps you wanted her to talk 
into your machines. I hope Ive not done 
wrong; but really you see such queer people 
sometimes—youll excuse me, I’m sure, sir— 


HIGGINS. Oh, thats all right, Mrs Pearce. Has 
she an interesting accent? 


MRS PEARCE. Oh, something dreadful, sir, really. 
1 dont know how you can take an interest in it. 


HIGGINS [tO PICKERING] Lets have her up. Shew 
her up, Mrs Pearce [be rushes across to his 
working table and picks out a cylinder to use 
on the phonograph}. 


MRS PEARCE [only half resigned to it] Very 
well, sir. It’s for you to say. [She goes down- 
stairs]. 


HIGGINS. This is rather a bit of luck. [ll shew 
you how I make records. We'll set her talking; 
and [ll take it down first in Bell’s Visible 
Speech; then in broad Romic; and then we'll 
get her on the phonograph so that you can 
turn her on as often as you like with the writ- 
ten transcript before you. 


MRS PEARCE [returning| This is 
woman, sir. 


the young 


The FLOWER GIRL enters in state. She has a 
bat with three ostrich feathers, orange, sky- 


blue, and red. She has a nearly clean apron, 
and the shoddy coat has been tidied a little. 
The pathos of this deplorable figure, with 
its innocent vanity and consequential air, 
touches PICKERING, who has already straight- 
ened himself in the presence Of MRS PEARCE. 
But as to HIGGINS, the only distinction he 
makes between men and women is that 
when be is neither bullying nor exclaiming 
to the heavens against some feather-weight 
cross, * he coaxes women as a child coaxes 
its nurse when it wants to get anything out 
of ber. 


HIGGINS [brusquely, recognizing her with un- 
concealed disappointment, and at once, ba- 
bylike, making an intolerable grievance of it] 
Why, this is the girl I jotted down last night. 
She’s no use: Ive got all the records I want of 
the Lisson Grove lingo; and I'm not going to 
waste another cylinder on it. [To the Girt] Be 
off with you: I dont want you. 


THE FLOWER GIRL. Dont you be so saucy. You 
aint heard what I come for yet. [TO MRS PEARCE, 
who is waiting at the door for further instruc- 
tions| Did you tell him I come in a taxi? 


MRS PEARCE. Nonsense, girl! What do you think 
a gentleman like Mr Higgins cares what you 
came in? 


THE FLOWER GIRL. Oh, we are proud! He aint 
above giving lessons, not him: I heard him say 
so. Well, I aint come here to ask for any com- 
pliment; and if my money’s not good enough I 
can go elsewhere. 


HIGGINS. Good enough for what? 


THE FLOWER GIRL. Good enough for yo-oo. Now 
you know, dont you? I’m come to have lessons, 
I am. And to pay for em t3-o0: make no mis- 
take. 


HIGGINS [stupent?] Well!!! [Recovering bis 
breath with a gasp| What do you expect me to 
Say to you? 


4. feather-weight cross: a very minor burden to bear. 
5. stupent: amazed. 
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THE FLOWER GIRL. Well, if you was a gentleman, 
you might ask me to sit down, I think. Dont I 
tell you I’m bringing you business? 


HIGGINS. Pickering: shall we ask this baggage 
to sit down, or shall we throw her out of the 
window? 


THE FLOWER GIRL [running away in terror to 
the piano, where she turns at bay| Ah-ah-oh- 
ow-ow-ow-00! [Wounded and whimpering] | 
wont be called a baggage when Ive offered to 
pay like any lady. 


Motionless, the two men stare at her from 
the other side of the room, amazed. 


PICKERING [gently] But what is it you want? 


THE FLOWER GIRL. I want to be a lady in a 
flower shop stead of sellin at the corner of 
Tottenham Court Road. But they wont take me 
unless I can talk more genteel. He said he 
could teach me. Well, here I am ready to pay 
him—not asking any favor—and he treats me 
zif® I was dirt. 


MRS PEARCE. How can you be such a foolish ig- 
norant girl as to think you could afford to pay 
Mr Higgins? 


THE FLOWER GIRL. Why shouldnt I? I know what 
lessons cost as well as you do; and I’m ready 
to pay. 

HIGGINS. How much? 


THE FLOWER GIRL [coming back to him, trium- 
phant| Now youre talking! I thought youd 
come off it when you saw a chance of getting 
back a bit of what you chucked at me last 
night. [Confidentially] Youd had a drop in,’ 
hadnt you? 


HIGGINS [peremptorily| Sit down. 


THE FLOWER GIRL. Oh, if youre going to make a 
compliment of it— 


HIGGINS [thundering at her| Sit down. 


6. zif: “as if.” 
7. had a drop in: been drinking. 
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MRS PEARCE [severely] Sit down, girl. Do as 
youre told. 


THE FLOWER GIRL. Ah-ah-ah-ow-ow-oo! [She 
stands, half rebellious, half bewildered]. 


PICKERING [very courteous| Wont you sit 
down? [He places the stray chair near the 
hearthrug between himself and Hicains]. 


LIZA [coyly] Dont mind if I do. [She sits down. 
PICKERING returns to the hearthrug]. 


HIGGINS. Whats your name? 
THE FLOWER GIRL. Liza Doolittle. 


HIGGINS [declaiming gravely] 
Eliza, Elizabeth, Betsy and Bess, 
They went to the woods to get a bird’s nes’: 


PICKERING. They found a nest with four eggs 
in it: 
HIGGINS. They took one apiece, and left three 
in it. 

They laugh heartily at their own fun. 
LIZA. Oh, dont be silly. 


MRS PEARCE [placing herself behind E1iza’s 
chair] You mustnt speak to the gentleman like 
that. 


LIZA. Well, why wont he speak sensible to me? 


HIGGINS. Come back to business. How much do 
you propose to pay me for the lessons? 


LIZA. Oh, I know whats right. A lady friend of 
mine gets French lessons for eighteenpence an 
hour from a real French gentleman. Well, you 
wouldnt have the face to ask me the same for 
teaching me my own language as you would 
for French; so I wont give more than a shil- 
ling.’ Take it or leave it. 


HIGGINS [walking up and down the room, rat- 
tling his keys and his cash in his pockets] You 
know, Pickering, if you consider a shilling, not 
as a simple shilling, but as a percentage of this 


8. a shilling: equivalent to about thirty cents. 


girl’s income, it works out as fully equivalent 
to sixty or seventy guineas” from a millionaire. 


PICKERING. How so? 


HIGGINS. Figure it out. A millionaire has about 
£150 a day. She earns about half-a-crown. 


uza [baughtily| Who told you I only— 


HIGGINS [continuing| She offers me two-fifths 
of her day’s income for a lesson. Two-fifths of 
a millionaire’s income for a day would be 
somewhere about £60. It’s handsome. By 
George, it’s enormous! it’s the biggest offer I 
ever had. 


uza [rising, terrified| Sixty pounds! What are 
you talking? I never offered you sixty pounds. 
Where would I get— 


HIGGINS. Hold your tongue. 
Liza [weeping | But I aint got sixty pounds. Oh— 


MRS PEARCE. Dont cry, you silly girl. Sit down. 
Nobody is going to touch your money. 


HIGGINS. Somebody is going to touch you, with 
a broomstick, if you dont stop snivelling. Sit 
down. 


uza [obeying slowly] Ah-ah-ah-ow-oo-o! One 
would think you was my father. - 


HIGGINS. If I decide to teach you, I'll be worse 
than two fathers to you. Here [he offers her his 
silk handkerchief} 


uza. Whats this for? 


HIGGINS. To wipe your eyes. To wipe any part 
of your face that feels moist. Remember: thats 
your handkerchief; and thats your sleeve. Dont 
mistake the one for the other if you wish to 
become a lady in a shop. 


uza, utterly bewildered, stares helplessly at 
him. 


MRS PEARCE. It’s no use talking to her like that, 
Mr Higgins: she doesnt understand you. Be- 
sides, youre quite wrong: she doesnt do it that 


9. sixty . . . guimeas: equivalent to about $250. 


way at all [she takes the handkerchief\. 


Liza [snatching it] Here! You give me that 
handkerchief. He gev it to me, not to you. 


PICKERING | laughing] He did. I think it must be 
regarded as her property, Mrs Pearce. 


MRS PEARCE [resigning herself] Serve you right, 
Mr Higgins. 


PICKERING. Higgins: I’m interested. What about 
the ambassador’s garden party? Ill say youre 
the greatest teacher alive if you make that 
good. I'll bet you all the expenses of the ex- 
periment you cant do it. And Ill pay for the 
lessons. 


LIzA. Oh, you are real good. Thank you, Cap- 
tain. 


HIGGINS [tempted, looking at ber| It’s almost 
irresistible. She’s so deliciously low—so horri- 
bly dirty— 


uizA [protesting extremely| Ah-ah-ah-ah-ow-ow- 
oo-oo!!! I aint dirty: I washed my face and 
hands afore I come, I did. 


PICKERING. Youre certainly not going to turn 
her head with flattery, Higgins. 


MRS PEARCE [uneasy] Oh, dont say that, sir: 
theres more ways than one of turning a girl’s 
head; and nobody can do it better than Mr Hig- 
gins, though he may not always mean it. I do 
hope, sir, you wont encourage him to do any- 
thing foolish. 


HIGGINS [becoming excited as the idea grows 
on him] What is life but a series of inspired 
follies? The difficulty is to find them to do. 
Never lose a chance: it doesnt come every day. 
I shall make a duchess of this draggletailed gut- 
tersnipe. 


za [strongly deprecating this view of her] 
Ah-ah-ah-ow-ow-oo! 


HIGGINS [carried away] Yes: in six months—in 
three if she has a good ear and a quick 
tongue—TI’ll take her anywhere and pass her 
off as anything. We'll start today: now! this 
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moment! Take her away and clean her, Mrs 
Pearce. Monkey Brand,'° if it wont come off 
any other way. Is there a good fire in the 
kitchen? 


MRS PEARCE [protesting] Yes; but— 


HIGGINS [storming on] Take all her clothes off 
and burn them. Ring up Whitely or somebody 
for new ones. Wrap her up in brown paper til 
they come. 


Liza. Youre no gentleman, youre not, to talk of 
such things. I’m a good girl, I am; and I know 
what the like of you are, I do. 


HIGGINS. We want none of your Lisson Grove 
prudery here, young woman. Youve got to 
learn to behave like a duchess. Take her away, 
Mrs Pearce. If she gives you any trouble, wal- 
lop her. 


Liza [springing up and running between PIcK- 
ERING G@#d MRS PEARCE for protection] No! Vl 
call the police, I will. 


MRS PEARCE. But Ive no place to put her. 
HIGGINS. Put her in the dustbin." 

LIZA. Ah-ah-ah-ow-ow-oo! 

PICKERING. Oh come, Higgins! be reasonable. 


MRS PEARCE [resolutely] You must be reason- 
able, Mr Higgins: really you must. You cant 
walk over everybody like this. 


HIGGINS, thus scolded, subsides. The hurri- 
cane is succeeded by a zephyr of amiable 
surprise. 


HIGGINS [with professional exquisiteness of 
modulation| I walk over everybody! My dear 
Mrs Pearce, my dear Pickering, I never had the 
slightest intention of walking over anyone. All 
I propose is that we should be kind to this 
poor girl. We must help her to prepare and fit 
herself for her new station in life. If I did not 
express myself clearly it was because I did not 
wish to hurt her delicacy, or yours. 


10. Monkey Brand: harsh cleaning agent. 
11. dustbin: garbage can. 
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LIZA, reassured, steals back to her chair. 


MRS PEARCE [fo PICKERING] Well, did you ever 
hear anything like that, sir? 


PICKERING [laughing heartily] Never, Mrs 


Pearce: never. 
HIGGINS [patiently] Whats the matter? 


MRS PEARCE. Well, the matter is, sir, that you 
cant take a girl up like that as if you were 
picking up a pebble on the beach. 


HIGGINS. Why not? 


MRS PEARCE. Why not! But you dont know any- 
thing about her. What about her parents? She 
may be married. 


LIZA. Garn! 


HIGGINS. There! As the girl very properly says, 
Garn! Married indeed! Dont you know that a 
woman of that class looks a worn out drudge 
of fifty a year after she’s married? 


Liza. Whood marry me? 


HIGGINS [suddenly resorting to the most thrill. 
ingly beautiful low tones in his best elocu- 
tionary style] By George, Eliza, the streets will 
be strewn with the bodies of men shooting 
themselves for your sake before Ive done 
with you. 


MRS PEARCE. Nonsense, sir. You mustnt talk like 
that to her. 


LizA_ [rising and squaring herself deter. 
minedly| I'm going away. He’s off his chump, 
he is. I dont want no balmies teaching me. 


HIGGINS [wounded in his tenderest point by 
her insensibility to bis elocution] Oh, indeed! 
I’m mad, am I? Very well, Mrs Pearce: you 
neednt order the new clothes for her. Throw 
her out. 


Liza [whimpering] Nah-ow. You got no right to 
touch me. 


MRS PEARCE, You see now what comes of being 
saucy. [Indicating the door| This way, please. 


L1za [almost in tears] I didnt want no clothes. 


1 wouldnt have taken them [she throws away 
the handkerchief|. | can buy my own clothes. 


HIGGINS [deftly retrieving the handkerchief 
and intercepting ber on her reluctant way to 
the door| Youre an ungrateful wicked girl. This 
is my return for offering to take you out of the 
gutter and dress you beautifully and make a 
lady of you. 


MRS PEARCE. Stop, Mr Higgins. I wont allow it. 
It’s you that are wicked. Go home to your parents, 
girl; and tell them to take better care of you. 


uiza. I aint got no parents. They told me I was 
big enough to earn my own living and turned 
me out. 


MRS PEARCE. Wheres your mother? 


Liza. I aint got no mother. Her that turned me 
out was my sixth stepmother. But I done with- 
out them. And I’m a good girl, I am. 


HIGGINS. Very well, then, what on earth is all 
this fuss about? The girl doesnt belong to any- 
body—is no use to anybody but me. [He goes 
tO MRS PEARCE and begins coaxing|. You can 
adopt her, Mrs Pearce: I’m sure a daughter 
would be a great amusement to you. Now dont 
make any more fuss. Take her downstairs; and— 


MRS PEARCE. But whats to become of her? Is 
she to be paid anything? Do be sensible, sir. 


HIGGINS. Oh, pay her whatever is necessary: 
put it down in the housekeeping book. [Jmpa- 
tiently| What on earth will she want with 
money? She’ll have her food and her clothes. 
She'll only drink if you give her money. 


uza (turning on bim| Oh you are a brute. It’s 
a lie: nobody ever saw the sign of liquor on 
me. [TO PICKERING] Oh, sir: youre a gentleman: 
dont let him speak to me like that. 


PICKERING [in good-bumored remonstrance| 
Does it occur to you, Higgins, that the girl has 
some feelings? 


HIGGINS [/ooking critically at her] Oh no, I 
dont think so. Not any feelings that we need 
bother about. [Cheerily] Have you, Eliza? 


LIZA. I got my feelings same as anyone else. 


HIGGINS [fO PICKERING, reflectively] You see the 
difficulty? 


PICKERING. Eh? What difficulty? 


HIGGINS. To get her to talk grammar. The mere 
pronunciation is easy enough. 


Liza. I dont want to talk grammar. I want to 
talk like a lady in a flower-shop. 


MRS PEARCE. Will you please keep to the point, 
Mr Higgins. I want to know on what terms the 
girl is to be here. Is she to have any wages? 
And what is to become of her when youve fin- 
ished your teaching? You must look ahead a little. 


HIGGINS [impatiently| Whats to become of her 
if I leave her in the gutter? Tell me that, Mrs 
Pearce. 


MRS PEARCE. Thats her own business, not yours, 
Mr Higgins. 


HIGGINS. Well, when [ve done with her, we can 
throw her back into the gutter; and then it will 
be her own business again; so thats all right. 


Liza. Oh, youve no feeling heart in you: you 
dont care for nothing but yourself. [She rises 
and takes the floor resolutely}. Here! Ive had 
enough of this. ’'m going [making for the 
door}. You ought to be ashamed of yourself, 
you ought. 


HIGGINS [snatching a chocolate cream from 
the piano, his eyes suddenly beginning to 
twinkle with mischief| Have some chocolates, 
Eliza. 


LIZA [halting, tempted| How do I know what 
might be in them? Ive heard of girls being 
drugged by the like of you. 


HIGGINS whips out his penknife; cuts a choc- 
olate in two; puts one half into his mouth 
and bolts it; and offers her the other half. 


HIGGINS. Pledge of good faith, Eliza. J eat one 
half: you eat the other. [Liza opens her mouth 
to retort: he pops the half chocolate into it}. 
You shall have boxes of them, barrels of them, 
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every day. You shall live on them. Eh? 


11za [who has disposed of the chocolate after 
being nearly choked by it| 1 wouldnt have ate 
it, only ’'m too ladylike to take it out of my 
mouth. 


HIGGINS. Listen, Eliza. I think you said you 
came in a taxi. 


uza. Well, what if I did? Ive as good a right to 
take a taxi as anyone else. 


HIGGINS. You have, Eliza; and in future you 
shall have as many taxis as you want. You shall 
go up and down and round the town in a taxi 
every day. Think of that, Eliza. 


MRS PEARCE. Mr Higgins: youre tempting the 
girl. It’s not right. She should think of the fu- 
ture. 


HIGGINS. At her age! Nonsense! Time enough to 
think of the future when you havnt any future 
to think of. No, Eliza: do as this lady does: 
think of other people’s futures; but never think 
of your own. Think of chocolates, and taxis, 
and gold, and diamonds. 


uizA. No: I dont want no gold and no dia- 
monds. I’m a good girl, I am. [She sits down 
again, with an attempt at dignity]. 


HIGGINS. You shall remain so, Eliza, under the 
care Of Mrs Pearce. And you shall marry an of- 
ficer in the Guards, with a beautiful moustache: 
the son of a marquis, who will disinherit him 
for marrying you, but will relent when he sees 
your beauty and goodness— 


PICKERING. Excuse me, Higgins; but I really 
must interfere. Mrs Pearce is quite right. If this 
girl is to put herself in your hands for six 
months for an experiment in teaching, she 
must understand thoroughly what she’s doing. 


HIGGINS. How can she? She’s incapable of un- 
derstanding anything. Besides, do any of us un- 
derstand what we are doing? If we did, would 
we ever do it? 


PICKERING. Very clever, Higgins; but not to the 
present point. [To ELIZA] Miss Doolittle— 
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LIZA [overwhelmed| Ah-ah-ow-oo! 


HIGGINS, There! Thats all youll get out of Eliza. 
Ah-ah-ow-oo! No use explaining. As a military 
man you ought to know that. Give her her or- 
ders: thats enough for her. Eliza: you are to 
live here for the next six months, learning how 
to speak beautifully, like a lady in a florist’s 
shop. If youre good and do whatever youre 
told, you shall sleep in a proper bedroom, and 
have lots to eat, and money to buy chocolates 
and take rides in taxis. If youre naughty and 
idle you will sleep in the back kitchen among 
the black beetles, and be walloped by Mrs 
Pearce with a broomstick. At the end of six 
months you shall go to Buckingham Palace in 
a carriage, beautifully dressed. If the King finds 
out youre not a lady, you will be taken by the 
police to the Tower of London, where your 
head will be cut off as a warning to other pre- 
sumptuous flower girls. If you are not found 
out, you shall have a present of seven-and-six- 
pence to start life with as a lady in a shop. If 
you refuse this offer you will be a most un- 
grateful wicked girl; and the angels will weep 
for you. [To PICKERING] Now are you satisfied, 
Pickering? [To MRS PEARCE] Can I put it more 
plainly and fairly, Mrs Pearce? 


MRS PEARCE [pPatientiy| I think youd better let 
me speak to the girl properly in private. I dont 
know that I can take charge of her or consent 
to the arrangement at all. Of course I know 
you dont mean her any harm; but when you 
get what you call interested in people’s ac- 
cents, you never think or care what may hap- 
pen to them or you. Come with me, Eliza. 


HIGGINS. Thats all right. Thank you, Mrs Pearce. 
Bundle her off to the bath-room. 


uza [rising reluctantly and_ suspiciously] 
Youre a great bully, you are. I wont stay here 
if I dont like. I wont let nobody wallop me. | 
never asked to go to Bucknam Palace, I didnt. 
I was never in trouble with the police, not me. 
I'm a good girl— 


MRS PEARCE. Dont answer back, girl. You dont 
understand the gentleman. Come with me. [She 


leads the way to the door, and holds it open 
for suza]. 


uza [as she goes out] Well, what I say is right. 
I wont go near the King, not if I'm going to 
have my head cut off. If ’'d known what I was 
letting myself in for, I wouldnt have come 
here. | always been a good girl; and I never of- 
fered to say a word to him; and I dont owe 
him nothing; and I dont care; and I wont be 
put upon; and I have my feelings the same as 
anyone else— 


MRS PEARCE Shuts the door; and ELIZA’s plaints 
are no longer audible. 


Uy Lt a, a 7 it 


fliza is taken upstairs to the third floor 
greatly to her surprise; for she expected to 
be taken down to the scullery.'* There Mrs 
Pearce opens a door and takes her into a 
spare bedroom. 


12 scullery: workroom adjoining a kitchen, used for 
cleaning utensils and other rough kitchen work. 


MRS PEARCE. I will have to put you here. This 
will be your bedroom. 


Liza. O-h, I couldnt sleep here, missus. It’s too 
good for the likes of me. I should be afraid to 
touch anything. I aint a duchess yet, you know. 


MRS PEARCE. YOu have got to make yourself as 
clean as the room: then you wont be afraid of 
it. And you must call me Mrs Pearce, not mis- 
sus. [She throws open the door of the dressing- 
room, now modernized as a bathroom]. 


LIZA. Gawd! whats this? Is this where you wash 
clothes? Funny sort of copper’? I call it. 


MRS PEARCE. It is not a copper. This is where 
we wash ourselves, Eliza, and where I am going 
to wash you. 


LIZA. You expect me to get into that and wet 
myself all over! Not me. I should catch my 
death. I knew a womian did it every Saturday 
night; and she died of it. 


13. copper: large tub for washing clothes. 
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MRS PEARCE. Mr Higgins has the gentlemen’s 
bathroom downstairs; and he has a bath every 
morning, in cold water. 


LIzA. Ugh! He’s made of iron, that man. 


MRS PEARCE. If you are to sit with him and the 
Colonel and be taught you will have to do the 
same. They wont like the smell of you if you 
dont. But you can have the water as hot as you 
like. There are two taps: hot and cold. 


LIZA [weeping] I couldnt. I dursnt. Its not nat- 
ural: it would kill me. Ive never had a bath in 
my life: not what youd call a proper one. 


MRS PEARCE. Well, dont you want to be clean 
and sweet and decent, like a lady? You know 
you cant be a nice girl inside if youre a dirty 
slut outside. 


LIZA. Boohoo!!!! 


MRS PEARCE. Now stop crying and go back into 
your room and take off all your clothes. Then 
wrap yourself in this [Taking down a gown 
from its peg and handing it to ber| and come 
back to me. I will get the bath ready. 


LIZA [all tears] I cant. I wont. I’m not used to 
it. Ive never took off all my clothes before. It’s 
not right: it’s not decent. 


MRS PEARCE. Nonsense, child. Dont you take off 
all your clothes every night when you go to bed? 


L1IzA [amazed] No. Why should I? I should 
catch my death. Of course I take off my skirt. 


MRS PEARCE. Do you mean that you sleep in the 
underclothes you wear in the daytime? 


L1zA. What else have I to sleep in? 


MRS PEARCE. You will never do that again as 
long as you live here. I will get you a proper 
nightdress. 


LizA. Do you mean change into cold things and 
lie awake shivering half the night? You want to 
kill me, you do. 


MRS PEARCE. I want to change you from a 
frowzy slut to a clean respectable girl fit to sit 
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with the gentlemen in the study. Are you going 
to trust me and do what I tell you or be 
thrown out and sent back to your flower basket? 


LIZA. But you dont know what the cold is to 
me. You dont know how I dread it. 


MRS PEARCE. Your bed won’t be cold here: | 
will put a hot water bottle in it. [Pushing ber 
into the bedroom] Off with you and undress. 


LizA. Oh, if only ’'d known what a dreadful 
thing it is to be clean I’d never have come. | 
didnt know when I was well off. I— [mrs 
PEARCE pushes her through the door, but leaves 
it partly open lest ber prisoner should take to 


flight]. 


MRS PEARCE Puts on a pair of white rubber 
sleeves, and fills the bath, mixing bot and 
cold, and testing the result with the bath 
thermometer, She perfumes it with a hand. 
ful of bath salts and adds a palmful of 
mustard. She then takes a formidable look. 
ing long handled scrubbing brush and 
soaps it profusely with a ball of scented 
soap. 

ELIZA comes back with nothing on but the 
bath gown huddled tightly round her, a pit 
eous spectacle of abject terror. 


MRS PEARCE. Now come along. Take that thing 
off. 


LizA. Oh I couldnt, Mrs Pearce: I reely couldnt. 
I never done such a thing. 


MRS PEARCE. Nonsense. Here: step in and tell 
me whether it’s hot enough for you. 


11z4. Ah-oo! Ah-oo! It’s too hot. 


MRS PEARCE [deftly snatching the gown away 
and throwing ELIZA down on ber back|. lt 
wont hurt you. [She sets to work with the 
scrubbing brush]. 


ELIZA’Ss screams are heartrending. 
* * * * * * 


Meanwhile the Colonel has been having it 
out with Higgins about Eliza. Pickering has 


come from the hearth to the chair and 
seated himself astride of it with his arms on 
the back to cross-examine him. 


PICKERING. Excuse the straight question, Hig- 
gins. Are you a man of good character where 
women are concerned? 


HIGGINS [moodily| Have you ever met a man of 
good character where women are concerned? 


PICKERING. Yes: very frequently. 


HIGGINS [dogmatically, lifting himself on his 
hands to the level of the piano, and sitting on 
it with a bounce| Well, I havnt. I find that the 
moment I let a woman make friends with me, 
she becomes jealous, exacting, suspicious, and 
a damned nuisance. I find that the moment I 
let myself make friends with a woman, I be- 
come selfish and tyrannical. Women upset 
everything. When you let them into your life, 
you find that the woman is driving at one thing 
and youre driving at another. 


PICKERING. At what, for example? 


HIGGINS [coming off the piano restlessly| Oh, 
Lord knows! I suppose the woman wants to 
live her own life; and the man wants to live 
his; and each tries to drag the other on to the 
wrong track. One wants to go north and the 
other south; and the result is that both have to 
go east, though they both hate the east wind. 
[He sits down on the bench at the keyboard). 
So here I am, a confirmed old bachelor, and 
likely to remain so. 


PICKERING [rising and standing over him 
gravely] Come, Higgins! You know what I 
mean. If ’'m to be in this business I shall feel 
responsible for that girl. I hope it’s understood 
that no advantage is to be taken of her posi- 
tion. 


HIGGINS. What! That thing! Sacred, I assure you. 
[Rising to explain| You see, she’ll be a pupil; 
and teaching would be impossible unless pupils 
were sacred. Ive taught scores of American mil- 
lionairesses how to speak English: the best 
looking women in the world. I’m seasoned. 


They might as well be blocks of wood. J might 
as well be a block of wood. It’s— 


MRS PEARCE Opens the door. She has ELIzA’s 
hat in her hand. PICKERING retires to the easy- 
chair at the hearth and sits down. 


HIGGINS [eagerly] Well, Mrs Pearce: is it all 
right? 


MRS PEARCE [at the door] I just wish to trouble 
you with a word, if I may, Mr Higgins. 


HIGGINS. Yes, certainly. Come in. [She comes 
forward|. Dont burn that, Mrs Pearce. I'll keep 
it as a curiosity. [He takes the hat]. 


MRS PEARCE. Handle it carefully, sir, please. I 
had to promise her not to burn it; but I had 
better put it in the oven for a while. 


HIGGINS [putting it down hastily on the piano| 
Oh! thank you. Well, what have you to say 
to me? 


PICKERING. Am I in the way? 


MRS PEARCE. Not in the least, sir. Mr Higgins: 
will you please be very particular what you say 
before the girl? 


HIGGINS [sternly] Of course. I’m always partic- 
ular about what I say. Why do you say this 
to me? 


MRS PEARCE [unmoved] No, sir: youre not at all 
particular when youve mislaid anything or 
when you get a little impatient. Now it doesnt 
matter before me: I'm used to it. But you really 
must not swear before the girl. 


HIGGINS [indignantly] I swear! [Most emphati- 
cally] I never swear. I detest the habit. What 
the devil do you mean? 


MRS PEARCE [Stolidly| Thats what I mean, sir. 
You swear a great deal too much. I dont mind 
your damning and blasting, and what the devil 
and where the devil and who the devil— 


HIGGINS. Mrs Pearce: this language from your 
lips! Really! 


MRS PEARCE [not to be put off|—but there is a 
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certain word'‘ I must ask you not to use. The 
girl used it herself when she began to enjoy 
the bath. It begins with the same letter as bath. 
She knows no better: she learnt it at her moth- 
er’s knee. But she must not hear it from your 
lips. 


HIGGINS [/oftily| I cannot charge myself with 
having ever uttered it, Mrs Pearce. [She looks 
at him steadfastly. He adds, hiding an uneasy 
conscience with a judicial air| Except perhaps 
in a moment of extreme and justifiable excite- 
ment. 


MRS PEARCE. Only this morning, sir, you applied 
it to your boots, to the butter, and to the 
brown bread. 


HIGGINS. Oh, that! Mere alliteration, Mrs 


Pearce, natural to a poet. 


MRS PEARCE. Well, sir, whatever you choose to 
call it, I beg you not to let the girl hear you 
repeat it. 


HIGGINS. Oh, very well, very well. Is that all? 


MRS PEARCE. No, sir. We shall have to be very 
particular with this girl as to personal cleanli- 
ness. 


HIGGINS. Certainly. Quite right. Most important. 


MRS PEARCE. I mean not to be slovenly about 
her dress or untidy in leaving things about. 


HIGGINS [going to her solemnly| Just so. I in- 
tended to call your attention to that. [He 
passes on to PICKERING, Who is enjoying the 
conversation immensely]. It is these little 
things that matter, Pickering. Take care of the 
pence and the pounds will take care of them- 
selves is as true of personal habits as of money. 
[He comes to anchor on the hearthrug, with 


the air of a man in an unassailable position]. 


MRS PEARCE. Yes, sir. Then might I ask you not 
to come down to breakfast in your dressing- 
gown, or at any rate not to use it as a napkin 


14. certain word: The word is bloody, in England much 
stronger profanity early in the century than it is now. 
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to the extent you do, sir. And if you would be 
so good as not to eat everything off the same 
plate, and to remember not to put the porridge 
saucepan out of your hand on the clean table- 
cloth, it would be a better example to the girl. 
You know you nearly choked yourself with a 
fishbone in a jam only last week. 


HIGGINS [routed from the hearthrug and drift- 
ing back to the piano] I may do these things 
sometimes in absence of mind; but surely | 
dont do them habitually. [Angrily] By the way: 
my dressing-gown smells most damnably of 
benzine. 


MRS PEARCE. No doubt it does, Mr Higgins. But 
if you will wipe your fingers— 


HIGGINS [yelling] Oh very well, very well: I'll 
wipe them in my hair in future. 


MRS PEARCE. I hope youre not offended, Mr 
Higgins. 


HIGGINS [shocked at finding himself thought 
capable of an unamiable sentiment] Not at 
all, not at all. Youre quite right, Mrs Pearce: | 
shall be particularly careful before the girl. Is 
that all? 


MRS PEARCE. No, sit. Might she use some of 
those Japanese dresses you brought from 
abroad? I really cant put her back into her old 
things. 


HIGGINS. Certainly. Anything you like. Is that 
all? 


MRS PEARCE. Thank you, sir. Thats all. [She goes 
out]. 


HIGGINS. YOu know, Pickering, that woman has 
the most extraordinary ideas about me. Here | 
am, a shy, diffident sort of man. Ive never been 
able to feel really grown-up and tremendous, 
like other chaps. And yet she’s firmly per- 
suaded that I’m an arbitrary overbearing boss- 
ing kind of person. I cant account for it. 


MRS PEARCE returns. 


MRS PEARCE. If you please, sir, the trouble’s be- 


ginning already. Theres a dustman'’ downstairs, 
Alfred Doolittle, wants to see you. He says you 
have his daughter here. 


PICKERING [rising] Phew! I say! 
HIGGINS [promptly] Send the blackguard’® up. 
MRS PEARCE. Oh, very well, sir. [She goes out]. 


PICKERING. He may not be a blackguard, Hig- 
gins. 


HIGGINS. Nonsense. Of course he’s a_black- 
guard. 


PICKERING. Whether he is or not, I’m afraid we 
shall have some trouble with him. 


HIGGINS [confidently] Oh no: I think not. If 
theres any trouble he shall have it with me, 
not I with him. And we are sure to get some- 
thing interesting out of him. 


PICKERING. About the girl? 
HIGGINS. No. I mean his dialect. 
PICKERING. Oh! 


MRS PEARCE [at the door] Doolittle, sir. [She ad- 
mits DOOLITTLE and retires |. 


ALFRED is an elderly but vigorous dustman, 
clad in the costume of his profession, in- 
cluding a hat with a back brim covering his 
neck and shoulders. He has well marked 
and rather interesting features, and seems 
equally free from fear and conscience. He 
has a remarkably expressive voice, the re- 
sult of a habit of giving vent to his feelings 
without reserve. His present pose is that of 
wounded honor and stern resolution. 


DOOLITTLE [at the door, uncertain which of the 
two gentlemen is his man| Professor Iggins? 


HIGGINS. Here. Good morning. Sit down. 


DOOLITTLE. Morning, Governor. [He sits down 
magisterially|. I come about a very serious 
matter, Governor. 


15. dustman: garbage collector. 
16. blackguard [blag ard]: rascal, scoundrel. 


HIGGINS [f0 PICKERING] Brought up in Houns- 
low. Mother Welsh, I should think. [DOOLITTLE 
opens his mouth, amazed. HIGGINS continues | 
What do you want, Doolittle? 


DOOLITTLE [menacingly| I want my daughter: 
thats what I want. See? 


HIGGINS. Of course you do. Youre her father, 
arnt you? You dont suppose anyone else wants 
her, do you? I’m glad to see you have some 
spark of family feeling left. She’s upstairs. Take 
her away at once. 


DOOLITTLE 
What! 


[rising, 


fearfully taken aback] 


HIGGINS. Take her away. Do you suppose I’m 
going to keep your daughter for you? 


DOOLITTLE [remonstrating] Now, now, look 
here, Governor. Is this reasonable? Is it fairity 
to take advantage of a man like this? The girl 
belongs to me. You got her. Where do I come 
in? [He sits down again]. 


HIGGINS. Your daughter had the audacity to 
come to my house and ask me to teach her 
how to speak properly so that she could get a 
place in a flower-shop. This gentleman and my 
housekeeper have been here all the time. [Bu/- 
lying him| How dare you come here and at- 
tempt to blackmail me? You sent her here on 
purpose. 


DOOLITTLE [protesting| No, Governor. 


HIGGINS. YOu must have. How else could you 
possibly know that she is hcre? 


DOOLITTLE. Don’t take a man up like that, Gov- 
ernor. 


HIGGINS. The police shall take you up. This is a 
plant—a plot to extort money by threats. I 
shall telephone for the police [be goes reso- 
lutely to the telephone and opens the direc- 


tory] 
DOOLITTLE. Have I asked you for a brass far- 


thing? I leave it to the gentleman here: have |] 
said a word about money? 
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HIGGINS [throwing the book aside and march- 
ing down on DOOLITTLE with a poser] What 
else did you come for? 


DOOLITTLE [sweetly] Well, what would a man 
come for? Be human, Governor. 


HIGGINS [disarmed] Alfred: did you put her up 
to it? 


DOOLITTLE. So help me, Governor. I never did. 
I take my Bible oath I aint seen the girl these 
two months past. 


HIGGINS. Then how did you know she was 
here? 


DOOLITTLE [“‘ost musical, most melancholy” | 
I'll tell you, Governor, if youll only let me get 
a word in. ’'m willing to tell you. ’m wanting 
to tell you. I'm waiting to tell you. 


HIGGINS. Pickering: this chap has a certain nat- 
ural gift of rhetoric. Observe the rhythm of his 
native woodnotes wild. “I’m willing to tell you: 
I'm wanting to tell you: I'm waiting to tell 
you.” Sentimental rhetoric! thats the Welsh 
strain in him. It also accounts for his mendac- 
ity and dishonesty. 


PICKERING. Oh, please, Higgins: I’m west coun- 
try myself. [To DOOLITTLE] How did you know 
the girl was here if you didnt send her? 


DOOLITTLE. It was like this, Governor. The girl 
took a boy in the taxi to give him a jaunt. Son 
of her landlady, he is. He hung about on the 
chance of her giving him another ride home. 
Well, she sent him back for her luggage when 
she heard you was willing for her to stop here. 
I met the boy at the corner of Long Acre and 
Endell Street. 


HIGGINS. Public house. Yes? 


DOOLITTLE. The poor man’s club, Governor: 
why shouldnt I? 


PICKERING. Do let him tell his story, Higgins. 


DOOLITTLE. He told me what was up. And I ask 
you, what was my feelings and my duty as a fa- 
ther? I says to the boy, “You bring me the lug- 
gage,” I says— 
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PICKERING. Why didnt you go for it yourself? 


DOOLITTLE. Landlady wouldnt have trusted me 
with it, Governor. She’s that kind of woman: 
you know. I had to give the boy a penny afore 
he trusted me with it, the little swine. I 
brought it to her just to oblige you like, and 
make myself agreeable. Thats all. 


HIGGINS. How much luggage? 


DOOLITTLE. Musical instrument, Governor. A 
few pictures, a trifle of jewelry, and a bird- 
cage. She said she didnt want no clothes. What 
was I to think from that, Governor? I ask you 
as a parent what was I to think? 


HIGGINS. SO you came to rescue her from 
worse than death, eh? 


DOOLITTLE [appreciatively: relieved at being so 
well understood| Just so, Governor. That's 
right. 


PICKERING. But why did you bring her luggage 
if you intended to take her away? 


DOOLITTLE. Have I said a word about taking her 
away? Have I now? 


HIGGINS [determinedly] Youre going to take 
her away, double quick. [He crosses to the 
hearth and rings the bell). 


DOOLITTLE [rising] No, Governor. Dont say 
that. I’m not the man to stand in my girl’s 
light. Heres a career opening for her, as you 
might say; and— 


MRS PEARCE Opens the door and awaits or. 
ders. 


HIGGINS. Mrs Pearce: this is Eliza’s father. He 
has come to take her away. Give her to him. 
[He goes back to the piano, with an air of 
washing his hands of the whole affair]. 


DOOLITTLE. No. This is a misunderstanding. Lis- 
ten here— 


MRS PEARCE. He cant take her away. Mr. Hig. 
gins: how can he? You told me to burn her 
clothes. 


DOOLITTLE. Thats right. I cant carry the girl 


through the streets like a blooming monkey, 
can I? I put it to you. 


HIGGINS. You have put it to me that you want 
your daughter. If she has no clothes go out and 
buy her some. 


DOOLITTLE [desperate| Wheres the clothes she 
come in? Did J burn them or did your missus 
here? 


MRS PEARCE. I am the housekeeper, if you 
please. I have sent for some clothes for your 
girl When they come you can take her away. 
You can wait in the kitchen. This way, please. 


DOOLITTLE, much troubled, accompanies her 
to the door; then hesitates; finally turns con- 
fidentially to HIGGINS. 


DOOLITTLE. Listen here, Governor. You and me 
is men of the world, aint we? 


HIGGINS. Oh! Men of the world, are we? Youd 
better go, Mrs Pearce. 


MRS PEARCE. J think so, indeed, sir. [She goes, 
with dignity]. 


PICKERING. The floor is yours, Mr Doolittle. 


DOOLITTLE [fo PICKERING] I thank you, Gover- 
nor. [To HIGGINS, who takes refuge on the 
piano bench, a little overwhelmed by the 
proximity of his visitor; for DOOLITTLE has a 
professional flavour of dust about him]. Well, 
the truth is, Ive taken a sort of fancy to you, 
Governor; and if you want the girl, I’m not so 
set on having her back home again but what I 
might be open to an arrangement. Regarded in 
the light of a young woman, she’s a fine hand- 
some girl, As a daughter she’s not worth her 
keep; and so I tell you straight. All I ask is my 
tights as a father; and youre the last man alive 
to expect me to let her go for nothing; for I 
can see youre one of the straight sort, Gover- 
nor. Well, whats a five-pound note to you? and 
; whats Eliza to me? [He turns to his chair and 
. sits down judicially]. 


PICKERING. I think you ought to know, Doolit- 
tle, that Mr Higgins’s intentions are entirely 
- honorable. 


DOOLITTLE. Course they are, Governor. If I 
thought they wasnt, I’d ask fifty. 


HIGGINS [revolted] Do you mean to say that 
you would sell your daughter for £50? 


DOOLITTLE. Not in a general way I would; but 
to oblige a gentleman like you I'd do a good 
deal, I do assure you. 


PICKERING. Have you no morals, man? 


DOOLITTLE [uwnabashed| Cant afford them, Gov- 
ernor. Neither could you if you was as poor as 
me. Not that I mean any harm, you know. But 
if Liza is going to have a bit out of this, why 
not me too? 


HIGGINS [troubled] 1 dont know what to do, 
Pickering. There can be no question that as a 
matter of morals it’s a positive crime to give 
this chap a farthing. And yet I feel a sort of 
rough justice in his claim. 


DOOLITTLE. Thats it, Governor. Thats all I say. 
A father’s heart, as it were. 


PICKERING. Well, I know the feeling; but really 
it seems hardly right— 


DOOLITTLE. Dont say that, Governor. Dont look 
at it that way. What am I, Governors both? I 
ask you, what am I? I’m one of the undeserving 
poor: thats what I am. Think of what that 
means to a man. It means that he’s up agen 
middle class morality all the time. If theres 
anything going, and I put in for a bit of it, it’s 
always the same story: “Youre undeserving; so 
you cant have it.” But my needs is as great as 
the most deserving widows’ that ever got 
money out of six different charities in one 
week for the death of the same husband. I dont 
need less than a deserving man: I need more. I 
dont eat less hearty than him; and I drink a lot 
more. I want a bit of amusement, cause I'm a 
thinking man. I want cheerfulness and a song 
and a band when I feel low. Well, they charge 
me just the same for everything as they charge 
the deserving. What is middle class morality? 
Just an excuse for never giving me anything. 
Therefore, I ask you, as two gentlemen, not to 


_ play that game on me. I’m playing straight with 
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you. I aint pretending to be deserving. I'm un- 
deserving; and I mean to go on being unde- 
serving. I like it; and thats the truth. Will you 
take advantage of a man’s nature to do him out 
of the price of his own daughter what he’s 
brought up and fed and clothed by the sweat 
of his brow until she’s growed big enough to 
be interesting to you two gentlemen? Is five 
pounds unreasonable? I put it to you; and I 
leave it to you. 


HIGGINS [rising, and going over tO PICKERING] 
Pickering: if we were to take this man in hand 
for three months, he could choose between a 
seat in the Cabinet and a popular pulpit in 
Wales. 


PICKERING. What do you say to that, Doolittle? 


DOOLITTLE. Not me, Governor, thank you 
kindly. Ive heard all the preachers and all the 
prime ministers—for I’m a thinking man and 
game for politics or religion or social reform 
same as all the other amusements—and I tell 
you it’s a dog’s life any way you look at it. Un- 
deserving poverty is my line. Taking one sta- 
tion in society with another, it’s—it’s—well, 
it’s the only one that has any ginger in it, to 
my taste. 


HIGGINS. I suppose we must give him a fiver. 


PICKERING. He’ll make a bad use of it, I’m 
afraid. 


DOOLITTLE. Not me, Governor, so help me I 
wont. Dont you be afraid that I'll save it and 
spare it and live idle on it. There wont be a 
penny of it left by Monday: Ill have to go to 
work same as if I’d never had it. It wont pau- 
perize me, you bet. Just one good spree for 
myself and the missus, giving pleasure to our- 
selves and employment to others, and satisfac- 
tion to you to think it’s not been throwed 
away. You couldnt spend it better. 


HIGGINS [faking out bis pocket book and com- 
ing between DOOLITTLE and the piano] This is 
irresistible. Lets give him ten. [He offers two 
notes to the DUSTMAN]. 


DOOLITTLE. No, Governor. She wouldnt have 
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the heart to spend ten; and perhaps I shouldnt 
neither. Ten pounds is a lot of money: it makes 
a man feel prudent like; and then goodbye to 
happiness. You give me what I ask you, Gov- 
ernor: not a penny more, and not a penny less. 


PICKERING. Why dont you marry that missus of 
yours? I rather draw the line at encouraging 
that sort of immorality. 


DOOLITTLE. Tell her so, Governor: tell her so. 
fm willing. It’s me that suffers by it. Ive no 
hold on her. I got to be agreeable to her. I got 
to give her presents. I got to buy her clothes 
something sinful. I'm a slave to that woman, 
Governor, just because I’m not her lawful hus- 
band. And she knows it too. Catch her marry- 
ing me! Take my advice, Governor: marry Eliza 
while she’s young and dont know no better. If 
you dont youll be sorry for it after. If you do, 
she’ll be sorry for it after; but better her than 
you, because youre a man, and she’s only a 
woman and dont know how to be happy anyhow. 


HIGGINS. Pickering: if we listen to this man an- 
other minute, we shall have no convictions 
left. [To DOOLITTLE] Five pounds I think you 
said. 


DOOLITTLE. Thank you kindly, Governor. 
HIGGINS. Youre sure you wont take ten? 
DOOLITTLE. Not now. Another time, Governor, 


HIGGINS [banding him a five-pound note| Here 
you are. 


DOOLITTLE. Thank you, Governor. Good morn- 
ing. [He hurries to the door, anxious to get 
away with his booty. When he opens it he is 
confronted with a dainty and exquisitely 
clean young JAPANESE LADY in a@ simple blue 
cotton kimono printed cunningly with small 
white jasmine blossoms. MRS PEARCE is with 
her. He gets out of her way deferentially and 
apologizes]. Beg pardon, miss. 


THE JAPANESE LADY. Garn! Dont you know your 
own daughter? 


DOOLITTLE (exclaiming| Bly me! it’s Eliza! 
HIGGINS simul- Whats that? This! 
PICKERING taneously | By Jove! 


uza. Dont I look silly? 
HIGGINS. Silly? 


MRS PEARCE [at the door] Now, Mr Higgins, 
please dont say anything to make the girl con- 
ceited about herself. 


HIGGINS [conscientiously] Oh! Quite right, Mrs 
Pearce. [To ELiza] Yes: damned silly. 


MRS PEARCE. Please, sir. 


HIGGINS [correcting himself] | mean extremely 
silly. 


uiza. I should look all right with my hat on. 
[She takes up her hat; puts it on; and walks 
across the room to the fireplace with a fash- 
ionable air]. 


HIGGINS. A new fashion, by George! And it 
ought to look horrible! 


DOOLITTLE [with fatherly pride| Well, I never 
thought she’d clean up as good looking as that, 
Governor. She’s a credit to me, aint she? 


uza. I tell you, it’s easy to clean up here. Hot 
and cold water on tap, just as much as you 
like, there is. Woolly towels, there is; and a 
towel horse’’ so hot, it burns your fingers. Soft 
brushes to scrub yourself, and a wooden bowl 
of soap smelling like primroses. Now I know 
why ladies is so clean. Washing’s a treat for 
them. Wish they could see what it is for the 
like of me! 


HIGGINS. I’m glad the bathroom met with your 
approval. 


uza. It didnt: not all of it; and I dont care who 
hears me say it. Mrs Pearce knows. 


HIGGINS. What was wrong, Mrs Pearce? 


MRS PEARCE [blandly| Oh, nothing, sir. It 
doesnt matter. 


uza. 1 had a good mind to break it. I didnt 
know which way to look. But I hung a towel 
over it, I did. 


17. towel horse: towel rack; this one is heated to dry 
the towels. 


HIGGINS. Over what? 
MRS PEARCE. Over the looking-glass, sir. 


HIGGINS. Doolittle: you have brought your 
daughter up too strictly. 


DOOLITTLE. Me! I never brought her up at all, 
except to give her a lick of a strap now and 
again. Dont put it on me, Governor. She aint 
accustomed to it, you see: thats all. But she'll 
soon pick up your free-and-easy ways. 


Liza. I’m a good girl, I am; and I wont pick up 
no free-and-easy ways. 


HIGGINS. Eliza: if you say again that youre a 
good girl, your father shall take you home. 


Liza. Not him. You dont know my father. All 
he come here for was to touch you for some 
money to get drunk on. 


DOOLITTLE. Well, what else would I want 
money for? To put into the plate in church, I 
suppose. [She puts out her tongue at him. He 
is so incensed by this that PICKERING presently 
finds it necessary to step between them]. Dont 
you give me none of your lip; and dont let me 
hear you giving this gentleman any of it nei- 
ther, or youll hear from me about it. See? 


HIGGINS. Have you any further advice to give 
her before you go, Doolittle? Your blessing, for 
instance. 


DOOLITTLE. No, Governor: I aint such a mug as 
to put up my children to all I know myself. 
Hard enough to hold them in without that. If 
you want Eliza’s mind improved, Governor, you 
do it yourself with a strap. So long, gentlemen. 
[He turns to go]. 


HIGGINS [impressively] Stop. Youll come regu- 
larly to see your daughter. It’s your duty, you 
know. My brother is a clergyman; and he could 
help you in your talks with her. 


DOOLITTLE [evasively] Certainly, I'll come, Gov- 
ernor. Not just this week, because I have a job 
at a distance. But later on you may depend on 
me. Afternoon, gentlemen. Afternoon, maam. 
[He touches his hat to MRS PEARCE, who dis- 
dains the salutation and goes out. He winks 
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at HIGGINS, thinking him probably a fellow- 
sufferer from MRS PEARCE’S difficult disposition, 
and follows her]. 


LIzA. Don’t you believe the old liar. He’d as 
soon you set a bulldog on him as a clergyman. 
You wont see him again in a hurry. 


HIGGINS. I dont want to, Eliza. Do you? 


11za. Not me. I dont want never to see him 
again, I dont. He’s a disgrace to me, he is, col- 
lecting dust,'® instead of working at his trade. 


PICKERING. What is his trade, Eliza? 


11zA, Talking money out of other people’s 
pockets into his own. His proper trade’s a 
navvy;'? and he works at it sometimes too—for 
exercise—and earns good money at it. Aint 
you going to call me Miss Doolittle any more? 


PICKERING. I beg your pardon, Miss Doolittle. It 
was a Slip of the tongue. 


1za. Oh, I dont mind; only it sounded so gen- 
teel. I should just like to take a taxi to the cor- 
ner of Tottenham Court Road and get out 
there and tell it to wait for me, just to put the 
girls in their place a bit. I wouldnt speak to 
them, you know. 


PICKERING. Better wait til we get you some- 
thing really fashionable. 


HIGGINS. Besides, you shouldnt cut your old 
friends now that you have risen in the world. 
Thats what we call snobbery. 


LIzA. You dont call the like of them my friends 
now, I should hope. Theyve took it out of me 
often enough with their ridicule when they 
had the chance; and now I mean to get a bit 
of my own back. But if ’'m to have fashionable 
clothes, I'll wait. I should like to have some. 
Mrs Pearce says youre going to give me some 
to wear in bed at night different to what I 
wear in the daytime; but it do seem a waste of 
money when you could get something to shew. 


18. collecting dust: picking up garbage. 
19. navvy [nav’éj: unskilled laborer, ditchdigger. 
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Besides, I never could fancy changing into cold 
things on a winter night. 


MRS PEARCE [coming back] Now, Eliza. The 
new things have come for you to try on. 


L1zA. Ah-ow-0o-ooh! [She rushes out]. 


MRS PEARCE [following ber| Oh, dont rush about 
like that, girl. [She shuts the door behind her], 


HIGGINS. Pickering: we have taken on a stiff job. 
PICKERING [with conviction] Higgins: we have. 


* * * * * * 


There seems to be some curiosity as to what 
Higgins’s lessons to Eliza were like. Well, 
here is a sample: the first one. 

Picture Eliza, in her new clothes, and feel- 
ing her inside put out of step by a lunch, 
dinner, and breakfast of a kind to which it is 
unaccustomed, seated with Higgins and the 
Colonel in the study, feeling like a hospital 
out-patient at a first encounter with the doc- 
tors. 

Higgins, constitutionally unable to sit still, 
discomposes her still more by striding rest- 
lessly about. But for the reassuring presence 
and quietude of her friend the Colonel she 
would run for her life, even back to Drury 
Lane. 


HIGGINS. Say your alphabet. 


Liza. I know my alphabet. Do you think I know 
nothing? I dont need to be taught like a child. 


HIGGINS [thundering| Say your alphabet. 


PICKERING. Say it, Miss Doolittle. You will un- 
derstand presently. Do what he tells you; and 
let him teach you in his own way. 


Liza. Oh well, if you put it like that—Ahyee, 
boyee, coyee, dsyee— 


HIGGINS [with the roar of a wounded lion] 
Stop. Listen to this, Pickering. This is what we 
pay for as elementary education. This unfortu- 
nate animal has been locked up for nine years 
in school at our expense to teach her to speak 


and read the language of Shakespear and Mil- 
ton. And the result is Ahyee, Bo-yee, Coa-yee, 
Doyee. [To ELIZA] Say A, B, C, D. 


uza [almost in tears] But I’m sayin it. Ahyee, 
Bayee, Coyee— 


HIGGINS. Stop. Say a cup of tea. 
LIZA. A Cappoto-ee. 


HIGGINS. Put your tongue forward until it 
squeezes against the top of your lower teeth. 
Now say cup. 


uzaA. C-c-c—I cant. C-Cup. 
PICKERING. Good. Splendid, Miss Doolittle. 


HIGGINS. By Jupiter, she’s done it the first shot. 
Pickering: we shall make a duchess of her. [To 
HizA] Now do you think you could possibly 
say tea? Not td-yee, mind: if you ever say bo- 
yee ca-yee do-yee again you shall be dragged 
round the room three times by the hair of 
your head. [Fortissimo] T, T, T, T. 


LIZA [weeping] I cant hear no difference cep that 
it sounds more genteel-like when you say it. 


HIGGINS. Well, if you can hear the difference, 
what the devil are you crying for? Pickering: 
give her a chocolate. 


PICKERING. No, no. Never mind crying a little, 
Miss Doolittle: you are doing very well; and 
the lessons wont hurt. I promise you I wont let 
him drag you round the room by your hair. 


HIGGINS. Be off with you to Mrs Pearce and tell 
her about it. Think about it. Try to do it by 
yourself: and keep your tongue well forward in 
your mouth instead of trying to roll it up and 
swallow it. Another lesson at half-past four this 
afternoon. Away with you. 


ELIZA, Still sobbing, rusbes from the room. 


And that is the sort of ordeal Eliza has to go 
through for months before we meet her 
again on her first appearance in London so- 
ciety of the professional class. 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


Recalling 

1. What proposition does Liza offer Higgins 
when she first comes to his study? Why is he 
impressed? 

2. What bet does Colonel Pickering offer Hig- 
gins? Summarize the plan that results from 
this bet. 

3, What new experiences is Liza exposed to at 
Higgins’ house? Describe her reactions to 
these experiences. 

4, What various concerns about the experiment 
with Liza are expressed by Mrs. Pearce and 
Colonel Pickering? What answers does Hig- 
gins give them? 

5. Why does Doolittle visit Higgins? Why does 
he not recognize Liza at first? 


Interpreting 
6. In what ways must Liza change if Higgins is 
to pass her off as a lady? 


7. Describe Higgins’ attitude toward Liza, and 
contrast it with Colonel Pickering’s treatment 
of her. What does this contrast reveal about 
the two men? 

8. What qualities does Liza reveal by coming to 
Higgins for lessons? What qualities does she 
show in her various responses to Higgins and 
to Pickering? What traits in her character in- 
dicate that she is not just an ordinary flower 
girl? 

9. What does Doolittle mean by calling himself a 
member of the “undeserving poor” and by his 
complaints about “middle class morality’? 
What serious point does Shaw make in Doo- 
little’s statement that he cannot afford to 
have morals? 


Extending 

10. Is proper speech still as important as it 
seems to Liza in Pygmalion? Why or why 
not? 
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ACT THREE 


It is MRS HIGGINS’s at-home day.’ Nobody has 
yet arrived. Her drawing room, in a flat on 
Chelsea Embankment, has three windows 
looking on the river; and the ceiling is not so 
lofty as it would be in an older house of the 
same pretension. The windows are open, giv- 
ing access to a balcony with flowers in pots. 
If you stand with your face to the windows, 
you have the fireplace on your left and the 
door in the right-hand wall close to the cor- 
ner nearest the windows. 

MRS HIGGINS was brought up on Morris and 
Burne Jones;? and her room, which is very un- 
like ber son’s room in Wimpole Street, is not 
crowded with furniture and little tables and 
nicknacks. In the middle of the room there is 
a big ottoman; and this, with the carpet, the 
Morris wall-papers, and the Morris chintz 
window curtains and brocade covers of the 
ottoman and its cushions, supply all the or- 
nament, and are much too handsome to be 
hidden by odds and ends of useless things. A 
few good oil-paintings from the exhibitions 
in the Grosvenor Gallery thirty years ago (the 
Burne Jones, not the Whistler’ side of them) 
are on the walls. The only landscape is a Ce- 
cil Lawson‘ on the scale of a Rubens.” There 
is a portrait Of MRS HIGGINS as she was when 
she defied the fashion in her youth in one of 
the beautiful Rossettian® costumes which, 
when caricatured by people who did not un- 
derstand, led to the absurdities of popular es- 
theticism in the eighteen-seventies. 


1. at-home day: specified day of the week when a lady 
regularly receives visitors, who need no invitation. 

2. Morris, Burne Jones: William Morris (1834-1896) 
and Sir Edward Coley Burne Jones (1833-1898), 
Victorian artists who influenced interior decoration in 
ways of which Shaw approved. 

3. Whistler: James Abbott McNeill Whistler (1834— 
1903), popular American painter who fived in England. 
4. Cecil Lawson: Cecil Gordon Lawson (1851-1882), 
English landscape painter. 

5. Rubens: Flemish painter Peter Paul Rubens (1577— 
1640), famous for his monumental paintings. 

6. Rossettian: referring to the stylized work of Dante 
Gabriel Rossetti (1828-1882), painter and poet. 
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in the corner diagonally opposite the door 
MRS HIGGINS, Now Over sixty and long past tak- 
ing the trouble to dress out of the fashion sits 
writing at an elegantly simple writing-table 
with a bell button within reach of her hand. 
There is a Chippendale chair further back in 
the room between her and the window nearest 
her side. At the other side of the room, further 
forward, is an Elizabethan chair roughly 
carved in the taste of Inigo Jones.’ On the 
same side a piano in a decorated case. The 
corner between the fireplace and the window 
is occupied by a divan cushioned in Morris 
chintz. 

It is between four and five in the after. 
noon. 

The door is opened violently, and HIGGINS 
enters with his hat on. 


MRS HIGGINS [dismayed] Henry! [Scolding him| 
What are you doing here today? It is my at 
home day; you promised not to come. [As he 
bends to kiss her, she takes his hat off, and 
presents it to him]. 


HIGGINS. Oh bother! [He throws the hat down 
on the table]. 


MRS HIGGINS. Go home at once. 


HIGGINS [kissing her] I know, mother. I came 
on purpose. 


MRS HIGGINS. But you mustnt. I’m _ serious, 
Henry. You offend all my friends: they stop 
coming whenever they meet you. 


HIGGINS. Nonsense! I know I have no small talk; 
but people dont mind. [He sits on the settee]. 


MRS HIGGINS. Oh! dont they? Small talk indeed! 
What about your large talk? Really, dear, you 
mustnt stay. 


HIGGINS. I must. Ive a job for you. A phonetic 
job. 


7. Inigo Jones (1573-1652): English architect and 
stage designer. 


MRS HIGGINS. No use, dear. I’m sorry; but I cant 
get round your vowels; and though I like to 
get pretty postcards in your patent shorthand, 
I always have to read the copies in ordinary 
writing you so thoughtfully send me. 


HIGGINS. Well, this isnt a phonetic job. 
MRS HIGGINS. You said it was. 


HIGGINS. Not your part of it. Ive picked up a 
girl. 


MRS HIGGINS. Does that mean that some girl has 
picked you up? 


HIGGINS. Not at all. I dont mean a love affair. 
MRS HIGGINS. What a pity! 
HIGGINS. Why? 


MRS HIGGINS. Well, you never fall in love with 
anyone under forty-five. When will you dis- 
cover that there are some rather nice-looking 
young women about? 


HIGGINS. Oh, I cant be bothered with young 
women. My idea of a lovable woman is some- 
body as like you as possible. I shall never get 
into the way of seriously liking young women: 
some habits lie too deep to be changed. [Ris- 
ing abruptly and walking about, jingling his 
money and his keys in his trouser pockets| 
Besides, theyre all idiots. 


MRS HIGGINS. Do you know what you would do 
if you really loved me, Henry? 


HIGGINS. Oh bother! What? Marry, I suppose. 


MRS HIGGINS. No. Stop fidgeting and take your 
hands out of your pockets. [With a gesture of 
despair, he obeys and sits down again]. Thats 
a good boy. Now tell me about the girl. 


HIGGINS. She’s coming to see you. 
MRS HIGGINS. I dont remember asking her. 


HIGGINS. You didnt. J asked her. If youd known 
her you wouldnt have asked her. 


MRS HIGGINS. Indeed! Why? 


HIGGINS. Well, it’s like this. She’s a common 


flower girl. I picked her off the kerbstone. 
MRS HIGGINS. And invited her to my at-home! 


HIGGINS [rising and coming to her to coax 
her| Oh, thatll be all right. Ive taught her to 
speak properly; and she has strict orders as to 
her behavior. She’s to keep to two subjects: the 
weather and everybody’s health—Fine day and 
How do you do, you know—and not to let her- 
self go on things in general. That will be safe. 


MRS HIGGINS. Safe! To talk about our health! 
about our insides! perhaps about our outsides! 
How could you be so silly, Henry? 


HIGGINS [impatiently] Well, she must talk 
about something. [He controls himself and sits 
down again]. Oh, she’ll be all right: dont you 
fuss. Pickering is in it with me. Ive a sort of 
bet on that I'll pass her off as a duchess in six 
months. I started on her some months ago; and 
she’s getting on like a house on fire. I shall win 
my bet. She has a quick ear; and she’s easier to 
teach than my middle-class pupils because 
she’s had to learn a complete new language. 
She talks English almost as you talk French. 


MRS HIGGINS. Thats satisfactory, at all events. 
HIGGINS. Well, it is and it isnt. 
MRS HIGGINS. What does that mean? 


HIGGINS. You see, Ive got her pronunciation all 
right; but you have to consider not only how a 
girl pronounces, but what she pronounces; and 
thats where— 


They are interrupted by the PARLORMAID, an- 
nouncing guests. 


THE PARLORMAID. Mrs and Miss Eynsford Hill. 
[She withdraws]. 


HIGGINS. Oh Lord! [He rises; snatches his hat 
from the table; and makes for the door, but 
before he reaches it his mother introduces 
him]. 


MRS and MISS EYNSFORD HILL are the mother 
and daughter who sheltered from the rain 
in Covent Garden. The mother is well bred, 
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quiet, and has the habitual anxiety of 
Straitened means. The daughter has ac- 
quired a gay air of being very much at 
home in society: the bravado of genteel pov- 
erty. 


MRS EYNSFORD HILL [fo MRS HIGGINS} How do 
you do? [They shake hands\. 


MISS EYNSFORD HILL. [She 


shakes |. 


How d’you do? 


MRS HIGGINS [introducing] My son Henry. 


MRS EYNSFORD HILL. Your celebrated son! I have 
so longed to meet you, Professor Higgins. 


HIGGINS [glumly, making no movement in her 
direction] Delighted. [He backs against the 
piano and bows brusquely |. 


MISS EYNSFORD HILL [going to him with confi- 
dent familiarity| How do you do? 


HIGGINS [staring at her] Ive seen you before 
somewhere. I havnt the ghost of a notion 
where; but Ive heard your voice. [Drearily] It 
doesnt matter. Youd better sit down. 


MRS HIGGINS. I’m sorry to say that my celebrat- 
ed son has no manners. You mustnt mind him. 


MISS EYNSFORD HILL [gaily] I dont. [She sits in 
the Elizabethan chair]. 


MRS EYNSFORD HILL [a little bewildered| Not at 
all. [She sits on the ottoman between her 
daughter and MRS HIGGINS, who has turned her 
chair away from the writing-table]. 


HIGGINS. Oh, have I been rude? I didnt mean 
to be. 


He goes to the central window, through 
which, with his back to the company, he 
contemplates the river and the flowers in 


Battersea Park on the opposite bank as if 


they were a frozen desert. 
The PARLORMAID returns, ushering in Pick- 
ering. 


THE PARLORMAID. Colonel Pickering. [She with- 
draws]. 


PICKERING. How do you do, Mrs Higgins? 
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MRS HIGGINS. So glad youve come. Do you 
know Mrs Eynsford Hill—Miss Eynsford Hill? 
[Exchange of bows. The COLONEL brings the 
Chippendale chair a little forward between 
MRS HILL Gd MRS HIGGINS, and sits down]. 


PICKERING. Has Henry told you what weve 
come for? 


HIGGINS [over his shoulder| We were inter. 
rupted: damn it! 


MRS HIGGINS. Oh, Henry, Henry, really! 


MRS EYNSFORD HILL [half rising] Are we in 
the way? 


MRS HIGGINS [rising and making her sit down 
again| No, no. You couldnt have come more 
fortunately: we want you to meet a friend of 
ours. 


HIGGINS [turning hopefully] Yes, by George! 
We want two or three people. You'll do as 
well as anybody else. 


The PARLORMAID returns, ushering FREDDY. 
THE PARLORMAID. Mr Eynsford Hill. 


HIGGINS [almost audibly, past endurance] God 
of Heaven! another of them. 


FREDDY [shaking hands with MRS HIGGINS] Ab- 
dedo?® 


MRS HIGGINS. Very good of you to come. [/ntro- 
ducing] Colonel Pickering. 


FREDDY [bowing] Ahdedo? 


MRS HIGGINS. I dont think you know my son, 
Professor Higgins. 


FREDDY [going to HIGGINS] Ahdedo? 


HIGGINS [looking at him much as if be were a 
pickpocket| Vl take my oath Ive met you be 
fore somewhere. Where was it? 


FREDDY. I dont think so. 


HIGGINS [resignedly] It dont matter, anyhow. 
Sit down. 


8. Ahdedo: “How do you do?” 


He shakes FREDDY’s hand, and almost slings 
him on to the ottoman with his face to the 
window, then comes round to the other side 
of it. 


HIGGINS. Well, here we are, anyhow! [He sits 
down on the ottoman next MRS EYNSFORD HILL, 
on ber left] And now, what the devil are we 
going to talk about until Eliza comes? 


MRS HIGGINS. Henry: you are the life and soul 
of the Royal Society’s soirées;’ but really youre 
rather trying on more commonplace occasions. 


HIGGINS. Am I? Very sorry. [Beaming suddenly | 
1 suppose I am, you know. [Uproariously] 
Ha, ha! 


MISS EYNSFORD HILL [who considers HIGGINS 
quite eligible matrimonially| I sympathize. I 
havnt any small talk. If people would only be 
frank and say what they really think! 


HIGGINS [relapsing into gloom| Lord forbid! 


MRS EYNSFORD HILL [taking up her daugbhter’s 
cue| But why? 


HIGGINS. What they think they ought to think 
is bad enough, Lord knows; but what they 
really think would break up the whole show. 
Do you suppose it would be really agreeable if 
I were to come out now with what J really 
think? 


MISS EYNSFORD HILL [gaily] Is it so very cynical? 


HIGGINS. Cynical! Who the dickens said it was 
cynical? I mean it wouldnt be decent. 


MRS EYNSFORD HILL [seriously] Oh! I’m sure you 
dont mean that, Mr Higgins. 


HIGGINS. YOu see, we're all savages, more or 
less. We’re supposed to be civilized and cul- 
tured—to know all about poetry and philoso- 
phy and art and science, and so on; but how 
many of us know even the meanings of these 
names? [To MISS HILL] What do you know of po- 
etry? [To MRS HILL] What do you know of sci- 
ence? [Indicating FREDDY] What does he know 


9. soirées: social gatherings held in the evening. 


of art or science or anything else? What the 
devil do you imagine I know of philosophy? 


MRS HIGGINS of manners, 


Henry? 


[warningly| Or 


THE PARLORMAID [opening the door] Miss Doo- 
little. [She withdraws]. 


HIGGINS [rising hastily and running to MRS 
HIGGINS] Here she is, mother. [He stands on 
tiptoe and makes signs over his mother’s head 
to ELIZA to indicate to her which lady is her 
hostess]. 


ELIZA, who its exquisitely dressed, produces 
an impression of such remarkable distinc- 
tion and beauty as she enters that they all 
rise, quite fluttered. Guided by HIGGINS’S Sig- 
nals, she comes tO MRS HIGGINS With studied 
grace. 


Liza [speaking with pedantic correctness of 
pronunciation and great beauty of tone| How 
do you do, Mrs Higgins? [She gasps slightly in 
making sure of the H in Higgins, but is quite 
successful]. Mr Higgins told me I might come. 


MRS HIGGINS [cordially] Quite right: I’m very 
glad indeed to see you. 


PICKERING. How do you do, Miss Doolittle? 


LIZA [shaking hands with him| Colonel Pick- 
ering, is it not? 

MRS EYNSFORD HILL. I feel sure we have met be- 
fore, Miss Doolittle. I remember your eyes. 


11za. How do you do? [She sits down on the 
ottoman gracefully in the place just left va- 
cant by HIGGINS]. 


MRS EYNSFORD HILL [introducing] My daughter 
Clara. 


11zA. How do you do? 


CLARA [impulsively| How do you do? [She sits 
down on the ottoman beside ELIZA, devouring 
her with her eyes]. 


FREDDY [coming to their side of the ottoman] 
Ive certainly had the pleasure. 
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MRS EYNSFORD HILL [introducing] My son 


Freddy. 
L1zA. How do you do? 


FREDDY bows and sits down in the Elizabe- 
than chair, infatuated. 


HIGGINS [suddenly| By George, yes: it all comes 
back to me! [They stare at him]. Covent Gar- 
den! [Lamentably| What a damned thing! 


MRS HIGGINS. Henry, please! [He is about to sit 
on the edge of the table| Dont sit on my writ- 
ing-table: youll break it. 


HIGGINS [sulkily]| Sorry. 


He goes to the divan, stumbling into the 
fender’® and over the fire-irons on his way; 
extricating himself with muttered impreca- 
tions; and finishing his disastrous journey 
by throwing himself so impatiently on the 
divan that he almost breaks it. MRS HIGGINS 
looks at him, but controls herself and says 
nothing. 
A long and painful pause ensues. 


MRS HIGGINS [at last, conversationally] Will it 
rain, do you think? 


LIZA. The shallow depression in the west of 
these islands is likely to move slowly in an east- 
erly direction. There are no indications of any 
great change in the barometrical situation. 


FREDDY. Ha! ha! how awfully funny! 


LIZA. What is wrong with that, young man? I 
bet I got it right. 


FREDDY. Killing! 


MRS EYNSFORD HILL. I’m sure I hope it wont 
turn cold. Theres so much influenza about. It 
runs right through our whole family regularly 


every spring. 


Liza [darkly| My aunt died of influenza: so 
they said. 


MRS EYNSFORD HILL [clicks her tongue sympa- 
thetically|!"\ 


10. fender: metal guard before a fireplace. 
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L1za [in the same tragic tone] But it’s my be- 
lief they done the old woman in. 


MRS HIGGINS [puzzled] Done her in? 


LIZA. Y-e-e-e-es, Lord love you! Why should she 
die of influenza? She come through diphtheria 
right enough the year before. I saw her with 
my own eyes. Fairly blue with it, she was. They 
all thought she was dead; but my father he 
kept ladling gin down her throat til she came 
to so sudden that she bit the bowl off the 
spoon. 


MRS EYNSFORD HILL [startled] Dear me! 


Liza [piling up the indictment] What call 
would a woman with that strength in her have 
to die of influenza? What become of her new 
straw hat that should have come to me? Some- 
body pinched it; and what I say is, them as 
pinched it done her in. 


MRS EYNSFORD HILL. What does doing her in 
mean? 


HIGGINS [hastily] Oh, thats the new small talk. 
To do a person in means to kill them. 


MRS EYNSFORD HILL [to ELIZA, horrified] You 
surely dont believe that your aunt was killed? 


u1zA. Do I not! Them she lived with would 
have killed her for a hat-pin, let alone a hat. 


MRS EYNSFORD HILL. But-it cant have been right 
for your father to pour spirits down her throat 
like that. It might have killed her. 


uza. Not her. Gin was mother’s milk to her. 
Besides, he’d poured so much down his own 
throat that he knew the good of it. 


MRS EYNSFORD HILL. Do you mean that he 
drank? 


LIZA. Drank! My word! Something chronic. 
MRS EYNSFORD HILL. How dreadful for you! 


LIZA. Not a bit. It never did him no harm what 
I could see. But then he did not keep it up 
regular. [Cheerfully| On the burst, as you 
might say, from time to time. And always more 
agreeable when he had a drop in. When he was 


out of work, my mother used to give him 
fourpence and tell him to go out and not come 
back until he’d drunk himself cheerful and lov- 
ing-like. Theres lots of women has to make 
their husbands drunk to make them fit to live 
with. [Now quite at ber ease| You see, it’s like 
this. lf a man has a bit of conscience, it always 
takes him when he’s sober; and then it makes 
him low-spirited. A drop of booze just takes 
that off and makes him happy. [To FREDDY, who 
is in convulsions of suppressed laughter] 
Here! what are you sniggering at? 


FREDDY. The new small talk. You do it so aw- 
fully well. 


uza. If I was doing it proper, what was you 
laughing at? [To HiGGiNs] Have I said anything I 
oughtnt? 


MRS HIGGINS [interposing| Not at all, Miss Doo- 
little. 


uza. Well, thats a mercy, anyhow. [Expan- 
sively] What I always say is— 


HIGGINS [rising and looking at his watch] 
Ahem! 


uza [looking round at him; taking the hint; 
and rising| Well: I must go. [They all rise. 
FREDDY goes to the door]. So pleased to have 
met you. Goodbye. [She shakes hands with MRs 
HIGGINS ]. 


MRS HIGGINS. Goodbye. 
uza. Goodbye, Colonel Pickering. 
Miss 


PICKERING. Goodbye, Doolittle. 


shake bands]. 


[They 


uzA [nodding to the others| Goodbye, all. 


FREDDY [Opening the door for her| Are you 
walking across the Park, Miss Doolittle? If so— 


uza [with perfectly elegant diction] Walk! Not 
bloody likely. [Sensation]. I am going in a taxi. 
[She goes out]. 


PICKERING gasps and sits down. FREDDY goes 
out on the balcony to catch another glimpse 
of ELIZA. 


MRS EYNSFORD HILL [suffering from shock] Well, 
I really cant get used to the new ways. 


CLARA [throwing herself discontentedly into 
the Elizabethan chair| Oh, it’s all right, 
mamma, quite right. People will think we 
never go anywhere or see anybody if you are 
so old-fashioned. 


MRS EYNSFORD HILL. I daresay I am very old- 
fashioned; but I do hope you wont begin using 
that expression, Clara. I have got accustomed 
to hear you talking about men as rotters, and 
calling everything filthy and beastly; though I 
do think it horrible and unladylike. But this 
last is really too much. Dont you think so, Colo- 
nel Pickering? 


PICKERING. Dont ask me. Ive been away in In- 
dia for several years; and manners have 
changed so much that I sometimes dont know 
whether I’m at a respectable dinnertable or in 
a ship’s forecastle. 


CLARA. It’s all a matter of habit. Theres no right 
or wrong in it. Nobody means anything by it. 
And it’s so quaint, and gives such a smart em- 
phasis to things that are not in themselves very 
witty. I find the new small talk delightful and 
quite innocent. 


MRS EYNSFORD HILL [rising| Well, after that, I 
think it’s time for us to go. 


PICKERING @Nd HIGGINS rise. 


CLARA [rising] Oh yes: we have three at-homes 
to go to still. Goodbye, Mrs Higgins. Goodbye, 
Colonel Pickering. Goodbye, Professor Higgins. 


HIGGINS [coming grimly at her from the divan, 
and accompanying her to the door| Goodbye. 
Be sure you try on that small talk at the three 
at-homes. Dont be nervous about it. Pitch it in 
strong. 


CLARA [all smiles| I will. Goodbye. Such non- 
sense, all this early Victorian prudery! 


HIGGINS [tempting her| Such damned nonsense! 


CLARA. Such bloody nonsense! 
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MRS EYNSFORD HILL [comnvulsively]| Clara! 


CLARA. Ha! ha! [She goes out radiant, con- 
scious of being thoroughly up to date, and is 
heard descending the stairs in a stream of sil- 
very laughter]. 


FREDDY [fo the heavens at large] Well, I ask 
you— [He gives it up, and comes to MRS HIG- 
GINns]. Goodbye. 


MRS HIGGINS [shaking hands] Goodbye. Would 
you like to meet Miss Doolittle again? 


FREDDY [eagerly] Yes, I should, most awfully. 
MRS HIGGINS. Well, you know my days."' 


FREDDY. Yes. Thanks awfully. Goodbye. [He 
goes out]. 


MRS EYNSFORD HILL. Goodbye, Mr Higgins. 
HIGGINS. Goodbye. Goodbye. 


MRS EYNSFORD HILL [0 PICKERING] It’s no use. I 
shall never be able to bring myself to use that 
word. 


PICKERING. Dont. It’s not compulsory, you 
know. Youll get on quite well without it. 


MRS EYNSFORD HILL. Only, Clara is so down on 
me if I am not positively reeking with the lat- 
est slang. Goodbye. 


PICKERING. Goodbye [They shake hands]. 


MRS EYNSEORD HILL [0 MRS HIGGINS] You mustnt 
mind Clara. [PICKERING, catching from her low- 
ered tone that this is not meant for him to 
hear, discreetly joins HIGGINS at the window. 
We're so poor! and she gets so few parties, 
.poor child! She doesnt quite know. [mrs HiG- 
GINS, seeing that ber eyes are moist, takes her 
hand sympathetically and goes with her to the 
door]. But the boy is nice. Dont you think so? 


MRS HIGGINS. Oh, quite nice. I shall always be 
delighted to see him. 


MRS EYNSFORD HILL. Thank you, dear. Goodbye. 
[She goes out]. 


11. my days: the days on which she receives visitors. 
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HIGGINS [eagerly] Well? Is Eliza presentable [be 
swoops on his mother and drags her to the ot- 
toman, where she sits down in ELIza’s place 
with ber son on ber left? 


PICKERING returns to his chair on her right. 


MRS HIGGINS. You silly boy, of course she’s not 
presentable. She’s a triumph of your art and of 
her dressmaker’s; but if you suppose for a mo- 
ment that she doesnt give herself away in 
every sentence she utters, you must be per- 
fectly cracked about her. 


PICKERING. But dont you think something 
might be done? I mean something to eliminate 
the sanguinary'’? element from her conversa. 
tion. 


MRS HIGGINS. Not as long as she is in Henry's 
hands. 


HIGGINS [aggrieved] Do you mean that my lan- 
guage is improper? 


MRS HIGGINS. No, dearest: it would be quite 
proper—say on a canal barge; but it would not 
be proper for her at a garden party. 


HIGGINS [deeply injured] Well I must say— 


PICKERING [interrupting him] Come, Higgins: 
you must learn to know yourself. I havnt heard 
such language as yours since we used to re- 
view the volunteers in Hyde Park twenty 
years ago. 


HIGGINS [sulkily] Oh, well, if you say so, I sup- 
pose I dont always talk like a bishop. 


MRS HIGGINS [quieting HENRY with a_ touch] 
Colonel Pickering: will you tell me what is the 
exact state of things in Wimpole Street? 


PICKERING [cheerfully: as if this completely 
changed the subject] Well, I have come to live 
there with Henry. We work together at my In- 
dian Dialects; and we think it more conven- 
ient— 


12. sanguinary: bloody. Pickering is alluding to Eliza’s 
use of the slang term bloody. 


MRS HIGGINS. Quite so. I know all about that: 
i's an excellent arrangement. But where does 
this girl live? 


HIGGINS. With us, of course. Where should she 
live? 


MRS HIGGINS. But on what terms? Is she a ser- 
vant? If not, what is she? 


PICKERING [slowly] 1 think I know what you 
mean, Mrs Higgins. 


HIGGINS. Well, dash me if J do! Ive had to work 
at the girl every day for months to get her to 
her present pitch. Besides, she’s useful. She 
knows where my things are, and remembers 
my appointments and so forth. 


MRS HIGGINS. How does your housekeeper get 
on with her? 


HIGGINS. Mrs Pearce? Oh, she’s jolly glad to get 
so much taken off her hands; for before Eliza 
came, she used to have to find things and re- 
mind me of my appointments. But she’s got 
some silly bee in her bonnet about Eliza. She 
keeps saying “You dont think, sir’: doesnt she, 
Pick? 


PICKERING. Yes: thats the formula. “You dont 
think, sir.” Thats the end of every conversation 
about Eliza. 


uigGins. As if I ever stop thinking about the 
gil and her confounded vowels and conso- 
nants, I’m worn out, thinking about her, and 
watching her lips and her teeth and her 
tongue, not to mention her soul, which is the 
quaintest of the lot. 


| MRS HIGGINS. You certainly are a pretty pair of 
babies, playing with your live doll. 


HIGGINS. Playing! The hardest job I ever tack- 
led: make no mistake about that, mother. But 
you have no idea how frightfully interesting it 
isto take a human being and change her into 
a quite different human being by creating a 
new speech for her. It’s filling up the deepest 
| gulf that separates class from class and soul 
| from soul. 


PICKERING [drawing his chair closer to MRS HIG- 
GINS and bending over to her eagerly] Yes: it’s 
enormously interesting. I assure you, Mrs Hig- 
gins, we take Eliza very seriously. Every 
week—every day almost—there is some new 
change. [Closer again] We keep records of 
every stage—dozens of gramophone disks and 
photographs— 


HIGGINS [assailing her at the other ear| Yes, by 
George: it’s the most absorbing experiment J 
ever tackled. She regularly fills our lives up: 
doesnt she, Pick? 


PICKERING. We’re always talking Eliza. 
HIGGINS. Teaching Eliza. 

PICKERING. Dressing Eliza. 

MRS HIGGINS. What! 


HIGGINS. Inventing new Elizas. 


HIGGINS. You know, she has 
the most extraordi- 


nary quickness of ear: 


[speaking 
together | 


PICKERING. J assure you, my dear 


Mrs Higgins, that girl 


HIGGINS. just like a parrot. Ive 


tried her with every 


PICKERING. is a genius. She can 
play the piano quite 

HIGGINS. 

PICKERING. 


beautifully. 


possible sort of sound 
that a human being 
can make— 


We have taken her to 
classical concerts and 
to music 


HIGGINS. Continental dialects, 
African dialects, Hot- 


tentot 


PICKERING. halls; and it’s all the 
same to her: she 


plays everything 
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HIGGINS. clicks, things it took 
me years to get hold 


of: ; and 


she hears right off 
when she comes 
home, whether it’s 


PICKERING. 


[speaking | she picks them up 
together| | like a _ shot, right 
away, as if she had 


HIGGINS. 


Beethoven and 
Brahms or Lehar and 
Lionel Monckton; 


PICKERING. 


HIGGINS. been at it all her life. 


though six months 
ago, she’d never as 
much as touched a 
piano— 


PICKERING. 


MRS HIGGINS [putting ber fingers in ber ears, as 
they are by this time shouting one another 
down with an intolerable noise| Sh-sh-sh—sh! 
[They stop]. 


PICKERING. I beg your pardon. [He draws his 
chair back apologetically]. 


HIGGINS. Sorry. When Pickering starts shouting 
nobody can get a word in edgeways. 


“MRS HIGGINS. Be quiet, Henry. Colonel Picker- 
ing: dont you realize that when Eliza walked in 
Wimpole Street, something walked in with her? 


PICKERING. Her father did. But Henry soon got 
rid of him. 


MRS HIGGINS. It would have been more to the 
point if her mother had. But as her mother 
didnt something else did. 


PICKERING. But what? 


MRS HIGGINS [unconsciously dating herself by 
the word] A problem. 


PICKERING. Oh, I see. The problem of how to 
pass her off as a lady. 


HIGGINS. I'll solve that problem. Ive half solved 
it already. 
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MRS HIGGINS. No, you two infinitely stupid male 
creatures: the problem of what is to be done 
with her afterwards. 


HIGGINS. I dont see anything in that. She can 
go her own way, with all the advantages I have 
given her. 


MRS HIGGINS. The advantages of that poor 
woman who was here just now! The manners 
and habits that disqualify a fine lady from earn- 
ing her own living without giving her a fine la 
dy’s income! Is that what you mean? 


PICKERING [indulgently, being rather bored] 
Oh, that will be all right, Mrs Higgins. [He rises 
to gol. 


HIGGINS [rising also] We'll find her some light 
employment. 


PICKERING. She’s happy enough. Dont you 
worry about her. Goodbye. [He shakes hands 
as if he were consoling a frightened child 
and makes for the door}. 


HIGGINS. Anyhow, theres no good bothering | 
now. The thing’s done. Goodbye, mother. [He 
kisses her, and follows PICKERING]. 


PICKERING [turning for a final consolation] 
There are plenty of openings. We'll do whats 
right. Goodbye. 


HIGGINS [f0 PICKERING as they go out together| 
Lets take her to the Shakespear exhibition a 
Earls Court. 


PICKERING. Yes: lets. Her remarks will be deli- 
cious. 


HIGGINS. She’ll mimic all the people for us 
when we get home. 


PICKERING. Ripping.'*® [Both are beard laughing 
as they go downstairs|. 


MRS HIGGINS [rises with an impatient bounce, 
and returns to ber work at the writing-tabie. 
She sweeps a litter of disarranged papers out 
of the way; snatches a sheet of paper from her 


13. Ripping: “Splendid!” 


stationery case; and tries resolutely to write. 
At the third time she gives it up; flings down 
her pen; grips the table angrily and exclaims] 
Oh, men! men!! men!!! 


* * * * * * 


Clearly Eliza will not pass as a duchess yet; 
and Higgins’s bet remains unwon. But the six 
months are not yet exhausted and just in 
time Eliza does actually pass as a princess. 
For a glimpse of how she did it imagine an 
Embassy in London one summer evening af- 
ter dark. The hall door has an awning and a 
carpet across the sidewalk to the kerb, be- 
cause a grand reception is in progress. A 
small crowd is lined up to see the guests ar- 
tive. 

A Rolls-Royce car drives up. Pickering in 
evening dress, with medals and orders, 
alights, and hands out Eliza, in opera cloak, 
evening dress, diamonds, fan, flowers and all 
accessories. Higgins follows. The car drives 
off, and the three go up the steps and into 
the house, the door opening for them as 
they approach. 

Inside the house they find themselves in 
a spacious hall from which the grand stair- 
case rises. On the left are the arrangements 
for the gentlemen’s cloaks. The male guests 
are depositing their hats and wraps there. 

On the right is a door leading to the la- 
dies’ cloakroom. Ladies are going in cloaked 
and coming out in splendor. Pickering whis- 
pers to Eliza and points out the ladies’ room. 
She goes into it. Higgins and Pickering take 
off their overcoats and take tickets for them 
from the attendant. 

One of the guests, occupied in the same 
way, has his back turned. Having taken his 
ticket, he turns round and reveals himself as 
an important looking young man with an as- 
tonishingly hairy face. He has an enormous 
moustache, flowing out into luxuriant whisk- 
ets. Waves of hair cluster on his brow. His 
hair is cropped closely at the back, and 
glows with oil. Otherwise he is very smart. 
He wears several worthless orders. He is ev- 


idently a foreigner, guessable as a whiskered 
Pandour'* from Hungary; but in spite of the 
ferocity of his moustache he is amiable and 
genially voluble. 

Recognizing Higgins, he flings his arms 
wide apart and approaches him enthusiasti- 
cally. 


WHISKERS. Maestro, maestro [be embraces H\G- 
GINS and kisses him on both cheeks]. You re- 
member me? 


HIGGINS. No [ dont. Who the devil are you? 


WHISKERS, J am your pupil: your first pupil, 
your best and greatest pupil. I am little Ne- 
pommuck, the marvellous boy. I have made 
your name famous throughout Europe. You 
teach me phonetic. You cannot forget ME. 


HIGGINS. Why dont you shave? 


NEPOMMUCK. I have not your imposing appear- 
ance, your chin, your brow. Nobody notice me 
when I shave. Now I am famous: they call me 
Hairy Faced Dick. 


HIGGINS. And what are you doing here among 
all these swells? 


NEPOMMUCK. I am interpreter. I speak 32 lan- 
guages. I am indispensable at these interna- 
tional parties. You are great cockney specialist: 
you place a man anywhere in London the mo- 
ment he open his mouth. I place any man in 
Europe. 


A FOOTMAN hurries down the grand staircase 
and comes tO NEPOMMUCK. 


FOOTMAN. You are wanted upstairs. Her Excel- 
lency cannot understand the Greek gentleman. 


NEPOMMUCK. Thank you, yes, immediately. 
The FOOTMAN goes and is lost in the crowd. 


NEPOMMUCK [to HIGGINS] This Greek diplo- 
matist pretends he cannot speak nor under- 
stand English. He cannot deceive me. He is the 


14. Pandour: bodyguard or servant of a Hungarian 
nobleman. 
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son of a Clerkenwell watchmaker. He speaks 
English so villainously that he dare not utter a 
word of it without betraying his origin. I help 
him to pretend; but I make him pay through 
the nose. I make them all pay. Ha ha! [He bur- 
ries upstairs]. 


PICKERING. Is this fellow really an expert? Can 
he find out Eliza and blackmail her? 


HIGGINS. We shall see. If he finds her out J lose 
my bet. 


ELIZA comes from the cloakroom and joins 
them. 


PICKERING. Well, Eliza, now for it. Are you 
ready? 


LizA. Are you nervous, Colonel? 


PICKERING. Frightfully. I feel exactly as I felt 
before my first battle. It’s the first time that 
frightens. 


LIZA. It is not the first time for me, Colonel. I 
have done this fifty times—hundreds of 
times—in my little piggery in Angel Court in 
my day-dreams. I am in a dream now. Promise 
me not to let Professor Higgins wake me; for if 
he does I shall forget everything and talk as I 
used to in Drury Lane. 


PICKERING. Not a word, Higgins. [To ELIza] 
Now, ready? 


LIZA. Ready. 
PICKERING. Go. 


They mount the stairs, HIGGINS last. PICKER- 
ING whispers to the FOOTMAN on the first 
landing. 


FIRST LANDING FOOTMAN. Miss Doolittle, Colonel 
Pickering, Professor Higgins. 


SECOND LANDING FOOTMAN. Miss Doolittle, Col- 
onel Pickering, Professor Higgins. 


At the top of the staircase the AMBASSADOR 
and his wiFE, with NEPOMMUCK at her elbow, 
are receiving. 


HOSTESS [taking Eliza’s hand] How d’ye do? 
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HOST [same play| How d’ye do? How d’ye do, 
Pickering? 


LIZA [with a beautiful gravity that awes her 
hostess| How do you do? [She passes on to the 
drawingroom|. 


HOSTESS. Is that your adopted daughter, Colo- 
nel Pickering? She will make a sensation. 


PICKERING. Most kind of you to invite her for 
me. [He passes on]. 


HOSTESS [f0 NEPOMMUCK] Find out all about her. 


NEPOMMUCK [bowing| Excellency—[be goes 


into the crowd]. 


HOST. How d’ye do, Higgins? You have a rival 
here tonight. He introduced himself as your 
pupil. Is he any good? 


HIGGINS. He can learn a language in a fort. 
night—knows dozens of them. A sure mark of 
a fool. As a phonetician, no good whatever. 


HOSTESS. How d’ye do, Professor? 


HIGGINS. How do you do? Fearful bore for you 
this sort of thing. Forgive my part in it. (He 
passes on]. 


In the drawing room and its suite of salons 
the reception is in full swing. Eliza passes 
through. She is so intent on her ordeal that 
she walks like a somnambulist’’ in a desert 
instead of a débutante in a fashionable 
crowd. They stop talking to look at her, ad- 
miring her dress, her jewels, and _ her 
strangely attractive self. Some of the younger 
ones at the back stand on their chairs to see. 

The Host and Hostess come in from the 
Staircase and mingle with their guests. Hig- 
gins, gloomy and contemptuous of the whole 
business, comes into the group where they 
are chatting. 


HOSTESS. Ah, here is Professor Higgins: he will 
tell us. Tell us all about the wonderful young 
lady, Professor. 


15. somnambulist: sleepwalker. 


HIGGINS [almost morosely| What wonderful 


young lady? 


HOSTESS. YOu know very well. They tell me 
there has been nothing like her in London 
since people stood on their chairs to look at 


Mrs Langtry.’© 
NEPOMMUCK joins the group, full of news. 


HosTEss. Ah, here you are at last, Nepommuck. 
Have you found out all about the Doolittle 
lady? 


| NEPOMMUCK. I have found out all about her. 
She is a fraud. 


HOSTESS. A fraud! Oh no. 


NEPOMMUCK. YES, yes. She cannot deceive me. 
Her name cannot be Doolittle. 


HIGGINS. Why? 


NEPOMMUCK. Because Doolittle is an English 
name. And she is not English. 


HosTEssS. Oh, nonsense! She speaks English per- 
fectly. 


NEPOMMUCK. Too perfectly. Can you shew me 


16. Mrs. Langtry: Lily Langtry (1852-1929), celebrated 
English actress and beauty. 
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any English woman who speaks English as it 
should be spoken? Only foreigners who have 
been taught to speak it speak it well. 
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HOSTESS. Certainly she terrified me by the way 
she said How d’ye do. I had a schoolmistress 
who talked like that; and I was mortally afraid 
of her. But if she is not English what is she? 


NEPOMMUCK. Hungarian. 
ALL THE REST. Hungarian! 


NEPOMMUCK. Hungarian. And of royal blood. I 
am Hungarian. My blood is royal. 


HIGGINS. Did you speak to her in Hungarian? 


NEPOMMUCK. | did. She was very clever. She 
said “Please speak to me in English: [ do not 
understand French.” French! She pretends not 
to know the difference between Hungarian and 
French. Impossible: she knows both. 


HIGGINS. And the blood royal? How did you 
find that out? 


NEPOMMUCK. Instinct, maestro, instinct. Only 
the Magyar races can produce that air of the 
divine right, those resolute eyes. She is a prin- 
cess. 


HOST. What do you say, Professor? 


HIGGINS. I say an ordinary London girl out of 
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the gutter and taught to speak by an expert. I 
place her in Drury Lane. 


NEPOMMUCK. Ha ha ha! Oh, maestro, maestro, 
you are mad on the subject of cockney dia- 
lects. The London gutter is the whole world 
for you. 


HIGGINS [to the HOSTEss] What does your Excel- 
lency say? 


HOSTESS. Oh, of course I agree with Nepom- 
muck. She must be a princess at least. 


HOST. Not necessarily legitimate, of course. 
Morganatic'” perhaps. But that is undoubtedly 
her class. 


HIGGINS. I stick to my opinion. 


17. Morganatic [mér'ga nat’ik]: referring to a marriage 
between royalty and a commoner. Although such a 
marriage is valid, the children do not inherit titles. 


HOSTESS. Oh, you are incorrigible. 


The group breaks up, leaving HIGGINS is0- 
lated. PICKERING joins him. 


PICKERING. Where is Eliza? We must keep an 
eye on her. 


ELIZA joins them. 


LizA. I dont think I can bear much more. The 
people all stare so at me. An old lady has just 
told me that I speak exactly like Queen Victo- 
ria. I am sorry if I have lost your bet. I have 
done my best; but nothing can make me the 
same as these people. 


PICKERING. You have not lost it, my dear. You 
have won it ten times over. 


HIGGINS. Let us get out of this. I have had 
enough of chattering to these fools. 


PICKERING. Eliza is tired; and I am hungry. Let 
us clear out and have supper somewhere. 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


wna 


Recalling 


1. 


4. 


What does Liza discuss at Mrs. Higgins’ gath- 
ering? How does Higgins explain her to the 
guests, and how do they react to her? 
According to Mrs. Higgins, what “problem” 
walked in the door with Liza? What answer do 
Higgins and Pickering give Mrs. Higgins? 
Whom do Higgins and Liza meet at the am- 
bassador’s party? What conclusion regarding 
Liza does this person draw and why? 

How is Pickering’s bet with Higgins resolved? 


Interpreting 


5. 


At Mrs. Higgins’ gathering, in what way does 
Liza “give herself away in every sentence’? 
Why do you think the Eynsford Hills accept 
Higgins’ explanation of Liza’s conversation? 
Contrast Mrs. Higgins with her son. Why do 
his and Pickering’s attitude toward Liza prompt 
Mrs. Higgins’ outburst on page 499? 

Describe the change in Liza from her tea in 
Mrs. Higgins’ parlor to the embassy ball. 
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LITERARY FOCUS 


sass 


Dramatic Conventions 

Dramatic conventions are practices that we 
accept on stage but that differ from real-life be- 
havior. In Shakespeare’s plays, for instance, we 
accept the conventions of blank verse, solilo- 
quies, and asides. 

One very important function of dramatic con- 
ventions is to portray shifts in time. The passage 
of days, months, even years is presented on 
stage through such conventions as breaks in the 
action, variations in the set, and, most important, 
changes in the characters. Similarly, dramatic ac- 
tion operates within the convention that time on 
stage is often telescoped, or speeded up—Liza's 
bath takes much less time than an actual bath 
would. Such dramatic conventions help to bridge 
the gap between stage life and real life. 


+ 


Thinking About Dramatic Conventions 

% In what ways is the passage of time signaled 
from Act Il to Act Ill of Pygmalion and from the 
first to the second part of Act III? 


ACT FOUR 


The Wimpole Street laboratory. Midnight. No- 
body in the room. The clock on the mantel- 
piece strikes twelve. The fire is not alight: it is 
a summer night. 

Presently HIGGINS and PICKERING are heard 
on the stairs. 


HIGGINS [calling down to PICKERING] I say, 
Pick: lock up, will you? I shant be going out 
again. 


PICKERING. Right. Can Mrs Pearce go to bed? 
We dont want anything more, do we? 


HIGGINS. Lord, no! 


ELIZA Opens the door and is seen on the 
lighted landing in all the finery in which 
she has just won HIGGINS’s bet for him. She 
comes to the hearth, and switches on the 
electric lights there. She is tired: her pallor 
contrasts strongly with her dark eyes and 
hair; and ber expression is almost tragic. 
She takes off her cloak; puts her fan and 
gloves on the piano; and sits down on the 
bench, brooding and silent. HIGGINS, in eve- 
ning dress, with overcoat and hat, comes 
in, carrying a smoking jacket which he has 
picked up downstairs. He takes off the hat 
and overcoat; throws them carelessly on the 
newspaper stand; disposes of his coat in the 
same way; puts on the smoking jacket; and 
. throws himself wearily into the easy-chair 
at the hearth. PICKERING, Similarly attired, 
comes in. He also takes off his hat and 
overcoat, and is about to throw them on 
HIGGINS’s when he hesitates. 


PICKERING. I say: Mrs Pearce will row if we 
leave these things lying about in the drawing 
room. 


HIGGINS. Oh, chuck them over the bannisters 
into the hall. She'll find them there in the 
morning and put them away all right. She'll 
think we were drunk. 


PICKERING. We are, slightly. Are there any let- 
ters? 


HIGGINS. I didnt look. [PICKERING takes the 
overcoats and hats and goes downstairs. BIG- 
GINS begins half singing half yawning an air 
from La Fanciulla del Golden West.’ Suddenly 
he stops and exclaims| | wonder where the 
devil my slippers are! 


ELIZA looks at him darkly; then rises sud- 
denly and leaves the room. 

HIGGINS yawns again, and resumes his 
song. 

PICKERING returns, with the contents of 
the letter-box in his hand. 


PICKERING. Only circulars, and this coroneted 
billet-doux” for you. [He throws the circu- 
lars into the fender, and posts himself on the 
hearthrug, with his back to the grate}. 


HIGGINS [glancing at the billet-doux] Money- 
lender. [He throws the letter after the circu- 
lars]. 

* 


ELIZA returns with a pair of large down-at- 
heel slippers. She places them on the carpet 
before HIGGINS, and sits as before without a 
word. 


HIGGINS [yawning again] Oh Lord! What an 
evening! What a crew! What a silly tomfoolery! 
[He raises his shoe to unlace tt, and catches 
sight of the slippers. He stops unlacing and 
looks at them as if they had appeared there of 
their own accord]. Oh! theyre there, are they? 


PICKERING [stretching himself]. Well, I feel a 
bit tired. It’s been a long day. The garden 
party, a dinner party, and the reception! Rather 
too much of a good thing. But youve won your 
bet, Higgins. Eliza did the trick, and something 
to spare, eh? 
HIGGINS [fervently] Thank God it’s over! 

ELIZA flinches violently; but they take no no- 
1. La Fanciulla [la fan choo‘ la] del Golden West: The 
Girl of the Golden West, opera by Italian composer 
Giacomo Puccini (1858-1924). 


2. coroneted billet-doux [bil’a ddo’ ]: love letter 
decorated with a small crown. 
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tice of ber, and she recovers herself and sits 
stonily as before. 


PICKERING. Were you nervous at the garden 
party? J was. Eliza didnt seem a bit nervous. 


HIGGINS. Oh, she wasnt nervous. I knew she’d 
be all right. No: it’s the strain of putting the 
job through all these months that has told on 
me. It was interesting enough at first, while we 
were at the phonetics; but after that I got 
deadly sick of it. If I hadnt backed myself to do 
it I should have chucked the whole thing up 
two months ago. It was a silly notion: the 
whole thing has been a bore. 


PICKERING. Oh come! the garden party was 
frightfully exciting. My heart began beating like 
anything. 


HIGGINS. Yes, for the first three minutes. But 
when I saw we were going to win hands down, 
I felt like a bear in a cage, hanging about doing 
nothing. The dinner was worse: sitting gorging 
there for over an hour, with nobody but a 
damned fool of a fashionable woman to talk to! 
I tell you, Pickering, never again for me. No 
more artificial duchesses. The whole thing has 
been simple purgatory. 


PICKERING. Youve never been broken in prop- 
erly to the social routine. [Strolling over to the 
piano| I rather enjoy dipping into it occasion- 
ally myself: it makes me feel young again. Any- 
how, it was a great success: an immense suc- 
cess. I was quite frightened once or twice 
because Eliza was doing it so well. You see, 
lots of the real people cant do it at all: theyre 
such fools that they think style comes by na- 
ture to people in their position; and so they 
never learn. Theres always something profes- 
sional about doing a thing superlatively well. 


HIGGINS. Yes: thats what drives me mad: the 
silly people dont know their own silly busi- 
ness. [Rising] Jlowever, it’s over and done 
with; and now I can go to bed at last without 
dreading tomorrow. 


ELIZA’s beauty becomes murderous. 
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PICKERING. I think I shall turn in too. Still, it’s 
been a great occasion: a triumph for you. 
Goodnight. [He goes]. 


HIGGINS [following him] Goodnight. [Over bis 
shoulder, at the door] Put out the lights, Eliza; 
and tell Mrs Pearce not to make coffee for me 
in the morning: I'll take tea. [He goes out]. 


ELIZA tries to control herself and feel indij. 
ferent as she rises and walks across to the 
hearth to switch off the lights. By the time 
she gets there she is on the point of scream- 
ing. She sits down in HIGGINS’s chair and 
holds on hard to the arms. Finally she gives 
way and flings herself furiously on the 
floor, raging. 


HIGGINS [in despairing wrath outside] What 
the devil have I done with my slippers? [He 
appears at the door]. 


Liza [snatching up the slippers, and hurling 
them*at him one after the other with all her 
force] There are your slippers. And there. Take 
your slippers; and may you never have a day's 
luck with them! 


HIGGINS [astounded| What on earth—! [He 
comes to her]. Whats the matter? Get up. [He 
pulls her up| Anything wrong? 


L1zA [breathless] Nothing wrong—with you. Ive 
won your bet for you, havnt I? Thats enough 
for you. J dont matter, I suppose. 


HIGGINS. You won my bet! You! Presumptuous 
insect! J won it. What did you throw those 
slippers at me for? 


LIzA. Because I wanted to smash your face. I'd 
like to kill you, you selfish brute. Why didnt 
you leave me where you picked me out of—in 
the gutter? You thank God it’s all over, and 
that now you can throw me back again there, 
do you? [She crisps her fingers’ frantically]. 


HIGGINS [looking at her in cool wonder] The 
creature is nervous, after all. 


3. crisps her fingers: clenches them into fists. 


uza [gives a suffocated scream of fury, and 
instinctively darts ber nails at his face|!! 


HIGGINS [catching her wrists) Ah! would you? 
Claws in, you cat. How dare you shew your 
temper to me? Sit down and be quiet. [He 
throws her roughly into the easy-chair\. 


uza [crushed by superior strength and weight| 
Whats to become of me? Whats to become 
of me? 


HIGGINS. How the devil do I know whats to be- 
come of you? What does it matter what be- 
comes of you? 


uzA. You dont care. I know you dont care. 
You wouldnt care if I was dead. I’m nothing to 
you—not so much as them slippers. 


HIGGINS [thundering| Those slippers. 


uza [with bitter submission] Those slippers. r 
didnt think it made any difference now. 


A pause. ELIZA hopeless and crushed. HIGGINS 
a little uneasy. 


HIGGINS [in his loftiest manner| Why have you 
begun going on like this? May I ask whether 
you complain of your treatment here? 


uza. No. 


HIGGINS. Has anybody behaved badly to you? 
Colonel Pickering? Mrs Pearce? Any of the ser- 
vants? 


uza. No. 


HIGGINS. I presume you dont pretend that / 
have treated you badly? 


uza. No. 


HIGGINS. | am glad to hear it. [He moderates 
his tone]. Perhaps youre tired after the strain 
of the day. Will you have a glass of champagne? 
[He moves towards the door. 


uza. No. [Recollecting ber manners] Thank 
you. 


HIGGINS [good-bumored again] This has been 
coming on you for some days. I suppose it was 


natural for you to be anxious about the garden 
party. But thats all over now. [He pats her 
kindly on the shoulder. She writhes|. Theres 
nothing more to worry about. 


uizA. No. Nothing more for you to worry 
about. [She suddenly rises and gets away from 
him by going to the piano bench, where she 
sits and hides her face]. Oh God! I wish I was 
dead. 


HIGGINS [staring after ber in sincere surprise| 
Why? In heaven’s name, why? [Reasonably, 
going to ber} Listen to me, Eliza. All this irri- 
tation is purely subjective. 


LIzA. I dont understand. I’m too ignorant. 


HIGGINS. It’s only imagination. Low spirits and 
nothing else. Nobody’s hurting you. Nothing’s 
wrong. You go to bed like a good girl and 
sleep it off. Have a little cry and say your pray- 
ers: that will make you comfortable. 


Liza. I heard your prayers. “Thank God it’s all 
over!” 


HIGGINS [impatiently] Well, dont you thank 
God it’s all over? Now you are free and can do 
what you like. 


LIZA [pulling herself together in desperation] 
What am I fit for? What have you left me fit 
for? Where am I to go? What am I to do? 
Whats to become of me? 


HIGGINS [enlightened, but not at all impressed| 
Oh, thats whats worrying you, is it? [He thrusts 
his hands into his pockets, and walks about 
in his usual manner, rattling the contents of 
his pockets, as if condescending to a trivial 
Subject out of pure kindness]. 1 shouldnt 
bother about it if ] were you. 1 should imagine 
you wont have much difficulty in settling your- 
self somewhere or other, though I hadnt quite 
realized that you were going away. [She looks 
quickly at him: he does not look at her, but 
examines the dessert stand on the piano and 
decides that he will eat an apple|. You might 
marry, you know. [He bites a large piece out 
of the apple and munches it noisily]. You see, 
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Eliza, all men are not confirmed old bachelors 
like me and the Colonel. Most men are the 
marrying sort (poor devils!); and youre not 
bad-Iooking: it’s quite a pleasure to look at you 
sometimes—not now, of course, because youre 
crying and looking as ugly as the very devil; 
but when youre all right and quite yourself, 
youre what I should call attractive. That is, to 
the people in the marrying line, you under- 
stand. You go to bed and have a good nice 
rest; and then get up and look at yourself in 
the glass; and you wont feel so cheap. 


ELIZA again looks at him, speechless, and 
does not stir. 

The look is quite lost on him: he eats his 
apple with a dreamy expression of happt- 
ness, as it is quite a good one. 


HIGGINS {a genial afterthought occurring to 
him] I daresay my mother could find some 
chap or other who would do very well. 


LIZA. We were above that at the corner of Tot- 
tenham Court Road. 


HIGGINS [waking up] What do you mean? 


11zA, I sold flowers. I didnt sell myself. Now 
youve made a lady of me I’m not fit to sell 
anything else. I wish youd left me where you 
found me. 


HIGGINS [slinging the core of the apple deci- 
sively into the grate| Tosh, Eliza. Dont you in- 
sult human relations by dragging all this cant’ 
about buying and selling into it. You neednt 
marry the fellow if you dont like him. 


LizA. What else am I to do? 


HIGGINS. Oh, lots of things. What about your 
old idea of a florist’s shop? Pickering could set 
you up in one: he has lots of money. [Chuck- 
ling] He’ll have to pay for all those togs you 
have been wearing today; and that, with the 
hire of the jewellery, will make a big hole in 


4. cant: hollow words and borrowed phrases, repeated 
without thought. 
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two hundred pounds. Why, six months ago you 
would have thought it the millennium to have 
a flower shop of your own. Come! youll be all 
right. I must clear off to bed: I’m devilish 
sleepy. By the way, I came down for some. 
thing: I forgot what it was. 


LIZA. Your slippers. 


HIGGINS, Oh yes, of course. You shied them at 
me. [He picks them up, and is going out when 
she rises and speaks to him|: 


LIZA. Before you go, sir— 


HIGGINS [dropping the slippers in his surprise 
at her calling him Sir] Eh? 


11zA. Do my clothes belong to me or to Colo- 
nel Pickering? 


HIGGINS [coming back into the room as if ber 
question were the very climax of unreason| 
What the devil use would they be to Pickering? 


LIZA. He might want them for the next girl you 
pick up to experiment on. 


HIGGINS [shocked and hurt| Is that the way 
you feel towards us? 


Liza. I dont want to hear anything more about 
that. All I want to know is whether anything 
belongs to me. My own clothes were burnt. 


HIGGINS. But what does it matter? Why need 
you start bothering about that in the middle of 
the night? 


LIZA. I want to know what I may take away 
with me. I dont want to be accused of stealing. 


HIGGINS [mow deeply wounded] Stealing! You 
shouldnt have said that, Eliza. That shews a 
want of feeling. 


LIZA. Pm sorry. I’m only a common ignorant 
girl; and in my station I have to be careful. 
There cant be any feelings between the like of 
you and the like of me. Please will you tell me 
what belongs to me and what doesnt? 


HIGGINS [very sulky] You may take the whole 
damned houseful if you like. Except the jewels. 


Theyre hired.” Will that satisfy you? [He turns 
on his beel and is about to go in extreme 
dudgeon’® |. 


uza [drinking in bis emotion like nectar,’ 
and nagging him to provoke a further supply| 
Stop, please. [She takes off ber jewels]. Will 
you take these to your room and keep them 
safe? | dont want to run the risk of their being 
missing. 


HIGGINS [furious] Hand them over. [She puts 
them into bis bands|. If these belonged to me 
instead of to the jeweller, ’'d ram them down 
your ungrateful throat. [He perfunctorily 
thrusts them into bis pockets, unconsciously 
decorating bimself with the protruding ends 
of the chains}. 


uza [taking a ring off]. This ring isnt the jew- 
eller’s: it’s the one you bought me in Brighton. 
!dont want it now. [HIGGINS dashes the ring vt1- 
olently into the fireplace, and turns on ber so 
threateningly that she crouches over the piano 
with her hands over ber face, and exclaims] 
Dont you hit me. 


HIGGINS. Hit you! You infamous creature, how 
dare you accuse me of such a thing? It is you 
who have hit me. You have wounded me to 
the heart. 


uza [thrilling with hidden joy| I’m glad. Ive 
got a little of my own back, anyhow. 


HIGGINS [with dignity, in his finest profes- 
sional style| You have caused me to lose my 
temper: a thing that has hardly ever happened 
to me before. I prefer to say nothing more to- 
night. | am going to bed. 


za [pertly] Youd better leave a note for Mrs 
Pearce about the coffee; for she wont be told 
by me. 


niccins [formailly| Damn Mrs Pearce; and 
damn the coffee; and damn you; and [wildly] 
damn my own folly in having lavished my hard- 


5. hired: rented. 
6. dudgeon: anger. 
7 nectar: in mythology, the drink of the gods. 
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earned knowledge and the treasure of my re- 
gard and intimacy on a heartless guttersnipe. 
[He goes out with impressive decorum, and 
spoils it by slamming the door savagely]. 


Liza. Dont you call me Miss Doolittle, do you 
hear? Liza’s good enough for me. [She breaks down 
and grabs him by the shoulders| Freddy: you 
dont think I’m a heartless guttersnipe, do you? 


ELIZA goes down on her knees on the hearth- 
rug to look for the ring. When she finds it 
she considers for a moment what to do with 
it. Finally she flings it down on the dessert 
Stand and goes upstairs in a tearing rage. 
* * * * * * 

The furniture of Eliza’s room has been in- 
creased by a big wardrobe and: a sumptuous 
dressing-table. She comes in and switches on 
the electric light. She goes to the wardrobe; 
opens it; and pulls out a walking dress, a hat, 
and a pair of shoes, which she throws on the 
bed. She takes off her evening dress and 
shoes; then takes a padded hanger from the 
wardrobe; adjusts it carefully in the evening 
dress; and hangs it in the wardrobe, which 
she shuts with a slam. She puts on her walk- 
ing shoes, her walking dress, and hat. She 
takes her wrist watch from the dressing-table 
and fastens it on. She pulls on her gloves; 
takes her vanity bag; and looks into it to see 
that her purse is there before hanging it on 
her wrist. She makes for the door. Every 
movement expresses her furious resolution. 

She takes a last look at herself in the glass. 

She suddenly puts out her tongue at her- 
self; then leaves the room, switching off the 
electric light at the door. 

Meanwhile, in the street outside, Freddy 
Eynsford Hill, lovelorn, is gazing up at the 
second floor, in which one of the windows 
is still lighted. 

The light goes out. 


FREDDY. Goodnight, darling, darling, darling. 


ELIZA comes out, giving the door a consid- 
erable bang behind her. 


LIzA. Whatever are you doing here? 


FREDDY. Nothing. I spend most of my nights 
here. It’s the only place where I’m happy. Dont 


laugh at me, Miss Doolittle. 
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FREDDY. Oh no, no, darling: how can you imag. 
ine such a thing? You are the loveliest, dearest— 


He loses all self-control and smothers her 
with kisses. She, bungry for comfort, te. 
sponds. They stand there in one another's 
arms. 

An elderly police constable arrives. 


CONSTABLE [scandalized| Now then! Now then!! 
Now then!!! 


They release one another hastily. 


FREDDY. Sorry, constable. Weve only just be- 
come engaged. 


They run away. 


The constable shakes his head, reflecting 
on his own courtship and on the vanity of 
human hopes. He moves off in the opposite 
direction with slow professional steps. 

The flight of the lovers takes them to 
Cavendish Square. There they halt to con- 
sider their next move. 


uza [out of breath] He didnt half give me a 
fright, that copper. But you answered him 
proper. 


FREDDY. I hope I havnt taken you out of your 
way. Where were you going? 


Liza. To the river. 
FREDDY. What for? 
Liza. To make a hole in it. 


FREDDY [horrified] Eliza, darling. What do you 
mean? What’s the matter? 


Liza. Never mind. It doesnt matter now. 
There’s nobody in the world now but you and 
me, is there? 


FREDDY. Not a soul. 


They indulge in another embrace, and are 


again surprised by a much younger con- 
stable. 


SECOND CONSTABLE. Now then, you two! What’s 
this? Where do you think you are? Move along 
here, double quick. 


FREDDY. AS you say, sir, double quick. 


They run away again, “and are in Hanover 
Square before they stop for another confer- 
ence. 


FREDDY. I had no idea the police were so dev- 
ilishly prudish. 


uza. It’s their business to hunt girls off the 
streets. 


FREDDY. We must go somewhere. We cant wan- 
der about the streets all night. 


liza. Cant we? I think it’d be lovely to wander 
about for ever. 


FREDDY. Oh, darling. 


They embrace again, oblivious of the ar- 
rival of a crawling taxi. It stops. 


TAXIMAN. Can I drive you and the lady any- 
where, sir? 


They start asunder. 
Liza. Oh, Freddy, a taxi. The very thing. 
FREDDY. But, damn it, ’ve no money. 


Liza. I have plenty. The Colonel thinks you 
should never go out without ten pounds in 
your pocket. Listen. We’ll drive about all night; 
and in the morning I'll call on old Mrs Higgins 
and ask her what I ought to do. Pl tell you all 
about it in the cab. And the police wont touch 
us there. 


FREDDY. Righto! Ripping. [To the TAXIMAN| 
Wimbledon Common. [They drive off]. 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


Recalling 

1. What do Higgins and Pickering talk about 
when they return to Wimpole Street? What 
does Higgins say when Pickering congratu- 
lates him? How does Liza react to Higgins? 

2. Describe Liza’s behavior to Higgins after Pick- 
ering leaves. How does she reply to his com- 
ment that she can do anything she likes now? 

3. What various futures does Higgins outline for 
Liza? How does she answer his suggestion 
that his mother might find her a husband? 

4. What does Freddy tell Liza when she meets 
him? What do they do? 


Interpreting 

5. Describe Liza’s feelings after the party. Why 
might she feel as she does? 

6. What does Higgins reveal about his personality 
in his treatment of Liza after the party? Why 
do you think he is wounded by Liza’s be- 
havior? 

7. What new sides do Liza and Higgins both re- 
veal in their argument? 


Extending 

8. What are the risks of changing a human being 
“into quite a different human being’? Under 
what circumstances might such an undertaking 
be justified? 
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ACT FIVE 


MRS HIGGINS’s drawing room. She is at her writ- 
ing-table as before. The PARLORMAID comes in. 


THE PARLORMAID [at the door| Mr Henry, maam, 
is downstairs with Colonel Pickering. 


MRS HIGGINS. Well, shew them up. 


THE PARLORMAID. Theyre using the telephone, 
maam. Telephoning to the police, I think. 


MRS HIGGINS. What! 


THE PARLORMAID [coming further in and low- 
ering ber voice| Mr Henry is in a state, maam. 
I thought I'd better tell you. 


MRS HIGGINS. If you had told me that Mr Henry 
_ was not in a state it would have been more 
' surprising. Tell them to come up when theyve 
finished with the police. I suppose he’s lost 
something. 


THE PARLORMAID. Yes, maam [going]. 


MRS HIGGINS. Go upstairs and tell Miss Doolittle 
that Mr Henry and the Colonel are here. Ask 
her not to come down til I send for her. 


THE PARLORMAID. Yes, maam. 


HIGGINS bursts in. He is, as the PARLORMAID 
has said, in a state. 


HIGGINS. Look here, mother: heres a _ con- 


founded thing! 


MRS HIGGINS. Yes, dear. Good morning. [He 
checks his impatience and kisses her, whilst 
the PARLORMAID goes out]. What is it? 


HIGGINS. Eliza’s bolted.’ 


MRS HIGGINS [calmly continuing her writing | 
You must have frightened her. 


HIGGINS. Frightened her! nonsense! She was left 
last night, as usual, to turn out the lights and 
all that; and instead of going to bed she 
changed her clothes and went right off: her 


I. bolted: run away. 
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bed wasnt slept in. She came in a cab for her 
things before seven this morning; and that fool 
Mrs Pearce let her have them without telling 
me a word about it. What am I to do? 


MRS HIGGINS. Do without, I’m afraid, Henry. 
The girl has a perfect right to leave if she 
chooses. 


HIGGINS [wandering distractedly across the 
room] But I cant find anything. I dont know 
what appointments Ive got. I’m—[PICKERING 
comes in. MRS HIGGINS puts down her pen and 
turns away from the writing-table]. 


PICKERING [shaking hands| Good morning, Mrs 
Higgins. Has Henry told you? [He sits down on 
the ottoman]. 


HIGGINS. What does that ass of an inspector 
say? Have you offered a reward? 


MRS HIGGINS [rising in indignant amazemenl| 
You dont mean to say you have set the police 
after Eliza. 


HIGGINS. Of course. What are the police for? 
What else could we do? [He sits in the Eliza. 
bethan chair]. 


PICKERING. The inspector made a lot of diffi- 
culties. I really think he suspected us of some 
improper purpose. 


MRS HIGGINS. Well, of course he did. What right 
have you to go to the police and give the girl’s 
name as if she were a thief, or a lost umbrella, 
or something? Really! [She sits down again, 
deeply vexed]. 


HIGGINS. But we want to find her. 


PICKERING. We cant let her go like this, you. 
know, Mrs Higgins. What were we to do? 


MRS HIGGINS. You have no more sense, either of 
you, than two children. Why— 


The PARLORMAID comes in and breaks off the 
conversation. 


THE PARLORMAID. Mr Henry: a gentleman wants 


to see you very particular. He’s been sent on 
from Wimpole Street. 


HIGGINS. Oh, bother! I cant see anyone now. 
Who is it? 


THE PARLORMAID. A Mr Doolittle, sir. 
PICKERING, Doolittle! Do you mean the dustman? 
THEPARLORMAID. Dustman! Oh no, sir:a gentleman. 


HIGGINS [springing up excitedly] By George, 
Pick, it’s some relative of hers that she’s gone 
to. Somebody we know nothing about. [To the 
PARLORMAID | Send him up, quick. 


THE PARLORMAID. Yes, sit. [She goes). 


HIGGINS [eagerly, going to his mother] Genteel 
relatives! now we shall hear something. [He 
sits down in the Chippendale chair}. 


MRS HIGGINS. Do you know any of her people? 


PICKERING. Only her father: the fellow we told 
you about. 


THE PARLORMAID [announcing] Mr Doolittle. 
[She withdraws}. 


DOOLITTLE enters. He is resplendently dressed 
as for a fashionable wedding, and might, in 
fact, be the bridegroom. A flower in his but- 
tonhole, a dazzling silk hat, and patent 
leather shoes complete the effect. He is too 
concerned with the business he has come on 
to notice MRS HIGGINS. He walks straight to 
HIGGINS, and accosts him with vehement re- 
proach. 


DOOLITTLE [¢ndicating his own person] See 
here! Do you see this? You done this. 


HIGGINS. Done what, man? 


DOOLITTLE. This, I tell you. Look at it. Look at 
this hat. Look at this coat. 


PICKERING. Has Eliza been buying you clothes? 


DOOLITTLE. Eliza! not she. Why would she buy 
me clothes? 


MRS HIGGINS. Good morning, Mr Doolittle. 


Wont you sit down? 


DOOLITTLE [taken aback as be becomes con- 
scious that be has forgotten bis bostess| Ask- 
ing your pardon, maam. [He approaches her 
and shakes her proffered hand]. Thank you. 
[He sits down on the ottoman, On PICKERING’S 
right). 1 am that full of what has happened to 
me that I cant think of anything else. 


HIGGINS. What the dickens has happened to you? 


DOOLITTLE. I shouldnt mind if it had only hap- 
pened to me: anything might happen to any- 
body and nobody to blame but Providence, as 
you might say. But this is something that you 
done to me: yes, you, Enry Iggins. 


HIGGINS. Have you found Eliza? 
DOOLITTLE. Have you lost her? 
HIGGINS. Yes. 


DOOLITTLE. You have all the luck, you have. I 
aint found her; but she’ll find me quick enough 
now after what you done to me. 


MRS HIGGINS. But what has my son done to you, 
Mr Doolittle? 


DOOLITTLE. Done to me! Ruined me. Destroyed 
my happiness. Tied me up and delivered me 
into the hands of middle class morality. 


HIGGINS [rising intolerantly and standing over 
DOOLITTLE] Youre raving. Youre drunk. Youre 
mad. I gave you five pounds. After that I had 
two conversations with you, at half-a-crown an 
hour. Ive never seen you since. 


DOOLITTLE. Oh! Drunk am I? Mad am I? Tell me 
this. Did you or did you not write a letter to 
an old blighter in America that was giving five 
millions to found Moral Reform Societies all 
over the world, and that wanted you to invent 
a universal language for him? 


HIGGINS. What! Ezra D. Wannafeller! He’s dead. 
[He sits down again carelessly]. 


DOOLITTLE. Yes: he’s dead; and I’m done for. 
Now did you or did you not write a letter to 
him to say that the most original moralist at 
present in England, to the best of your knowl- 
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edge, was Alfred Doolittle, a common dustman? 


HIGGINS. Oh, after your first visit I remember 
making some silly joke of the kind. 


DOOLITTLE. Ah! You may well call it a silly 
joke. It put the lid on me right enough. Just 
give him the chance he wanted to shew that 
Americans is not like us: that they reckonize 
and respect merit in every class of life, how- 
ever humble. Them words is in his blooming 
will, in which, Henry Higgins, thanks to your 
silly joking, he leaves me a share in his Pre-di- 
gested Cheese Trust worth three thousand a 
year on condition that I lecture for his Wan- 
nafeller Moral Reform World League as often as 
they ask me up to six times a year. 


HIGGINS. The devil he does! Whew! [Brighten- 
ing suddenly| What a lark! 


PICKERING. A safe thing for you, Doolittle. They 
wont ask you twice. 


DOOLITTLE. It aint the lecturing I mind. I'll lec- 
ture them blue in the face, I will, and not turn 
a hair. It’s making a gentleman of me that I ob- 
ject to. Who asked him to make a gentleman of 
me? I was happy. I was free. I touched pretty 
nigh everybody for money when I wanted it, 
same as I touched you, Enry Iggins. Now I am 
worrited; tied neck and heels; and everybody 
touches me for money. It’s a fine thing for you, 
says my solicitor. Is it? says I. You mean it’s a 
good thing for you, I says. When I was a poor 
man and had a solicitor* once when they found 
a pram® in the dust cart, he got me off, and got 
shut of me and got me shut of him as quick as 
he could. Same with the doctors: used to shove 
me out of the hospital before I could hardly 
stand on my legs, and nothing to pay. Now 
they finds out that ’m not a healthy man and 
cant live unless they looks after me twice a 
day. In the house I’m not let do a hand’s turn 
for myself: somebody else must do it and touch 
me for it. A year ago I hadnt a relative in the 
world except two or three that wouldnt speak 


2. solicitor: type of lawyer. 
3. pram: baby carriage. 
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to me. Now Ive fifty, and not a decent week's 
wages among the lot of them. I have to live for 
others and not for myself: that middle class 
morality. You talk of losing Eliza. Dont you be 
anxious: I bet she’s on my doorstep by this: 
she that could support herself easy by selling 
flowers if I wasnt respectable. And the next 
one to touch me will be you, Enry Iggins. I'll 
have to learn to speak middle class language 
from you, instead of speaking proper English. 
Thats where youll come in; and I daresay thats 
what you done it for. 


MRS HIGGINS. But, my dear Mr Doolittle, you 
need not suffer all this if you are really in ear. 
nest. Nobody can force you to accept this be- 
quest. You can repudiate it. Isnt that so, Colo- 
nel Pickering? 


PICKERING. I believe so. 


DOOLITTLE [softening bis manner in deference 
to ber sex| Thats the tragedy of it, maam. It's 
easy to say chuck it; but I havnt the nerve. 
Which of us has? We're all intimidated. Intimi- 
dated, maam: thats what we are. What is there 
for me if I chuck it but the workhouse in my 
old age? I have to dye my hair already to keep 
my job as a dustman. If I was one of the de. 
serving poor, and had put by a bit, 1 could 
chuck it; but then why should I, acause the de- 
serving poor might as well be millionaires for 
all the happiness they ever has. They dont 
know what happiness is. But I, as one of the 
undeserving poor, have nothing between me 
and the pauper’s uniform but this here blasted 
three thousand a year that shoves me into the 
middle class. (Excuse the expression, maam; 
youd use it yourself if you had my provoca. 
tion.) Theyve got you every way you turn: it’s 
a choice between the Skilly of the workhouse 
and the Char Bydis* of the middle class; and I 


4. Skilly, Char Bydis: alluding to Scylla [sil’a] and 
Charybdis [ko rib’ dis], a treacherous rock and 
whirlpool on either side of the narrow passage between 
Italy and Sicily. Represented by the Greeks as two 
monsters, Scylla and Charybdis have come to stand for 
any two dangers neither of which can be avoided 
without risking the other. 


havnt the nerve for the workhouse. Intimi- 
dated: thats what I am. Broke. Bought up. Hap- 
pier men than me will call for my dust, and 
touch me for their tip; and Pll look on help- 
less, and envy them. And thats what your son 
has brought me to. [He is overcome by emo- 
tion]. 


MRS HIGGINS. Well, I’m very glad youre not 
going to do anything foolish, Mr Doolittle. For 
this solves the problem of Eliza’s future. You 
can provide for her now. 


DOOLITTLE [with melancholy resignation] Yes, 
maam: I’m expected to provide for everyone 
now, out of three thousand a year. 


HIGGINS [jumping up| Nonsense! he cant pro- 
vide for her. He shant provide for her. She 
doesnt belong to him. I paid him five pounds 
for her. Doolittle: either youre an honest man 
or a rogue. 


DOOLITTLE [folerantly| A little of both, Henry, 
like the rest of us: a little of both. 


HIGGINS. Well, you took that money for the 
girl, and you have no right to take her as well. 


MRS HIGGINS. Henry: dont be absurd. If you 
want to know where Eliza is, she is upstairs. 


HIGGINS [amazed| Upstairs!!! Then I shall jolly 
soon fetch her downstairs. [He makes reso- 
lutely for the door). 


MRS HIGGINS [rising and following him| Be 
quiet, Henry. Sit down. 


HIGGINS. I— 
MRS HIGGINS. Sit down, dear; and listen to me. 


HIGGINS. Oh very well, very well, very well. 
[He throws bimself ungraciously on the otto- 
man, with bis face towards the windows]. But 
I think you might have told us this half an 
hour ago. 


MRS HIGGINS. Eliza came to me this morning. 
She told me of the brutal way you two treated 
her. 


HIGGINS [bounding up again] What! 


PICKERING [rising also| My dear Mrs Higgins, 
she’s been telling you stories. We didnt treat 
her brutally. We hardly said a word to her; and 
we parted on particularly good terms. [Turning 
on HIGGINS] Higgins: did you bully her after I 
went to bed? 


HIGGINS. Just the other way about. She threw 
my slippers in my face. She behaved in the 
most outrageous way. I never gave her the 
slightest provocation. The slippers came bang 
into my face the moment I entered the room— 
before I had uttered a word. And used per- 
fectly awful language. 


PICKERING [astonished] But why? What did we 
do to her? 


MRS HIGGINS. I think I know pretty well what 
you did. The girl is naturally rather affection- 
ate, I think. Isnt she, Mr Doolittle? 


DOOLITTLE. Very tender-hearted, maam. Takes 
after me. 


MRS HIGGINS. Just so. She had become attached 
to you both. She worked very hard for you, 
Henry. I dont think you quite realize what any- 
thing in the nature of brain work means to a 
girl of her class. Well, it seems that when the 
great day of trial came, and she did this won- 
derful thing for you without making a single 
mistake, you two sat there and never said a 
word to her, but talked together of how glad 
you were that it was all over and how you had 
been bored with the whole thing. And then 
you were surprised because she threw your 
slippers at you! J should have thrown the fire- 
irons at you. 


HIGGINS. We said nothing except that we were 
tired and wanted to go to bed. Did we, Pick? 


PICKERING [shrugging his shoulders| That was 
all. 


MRS HIGGINS [ironically] Quite sure? 


PICKERING. Absolutely. Really, that was all. 
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MRS HIGGINS. You didnt thank her, or pet her, 
or admire her, or tell her how splendid she’d 
been. 


HIGGINS [impatiently] But she knew all about 
that. We didnt make speeches to her, if thats 
what you mean. 


PICKERING [conscience stricken| Perhaps we 
were a little inconsiderate. Is she very angry? 


MRS HIGGINS [returning to her place at the 
writing-table| Well, ’'m afraid she wont go 
back to Wimpole Street, especially now that Mr 
Doolittle is able to keep up the position you 
have thrust on her; but she says she is quite 
willing to meet you on friendly terms and to 
let bygones be bygones. 


HIGGINS [furious] Is she, by George? Ho! 


MRS HIGGINS. If you promise to behave yourself, 
Henry, [ll ask her to come down. If not, go 
home; for you have taken up quite enough of 
my time. 


HIGGINS. Oh, all right. Very well. Pick: you be- 
have yourself. Let us put on our best Sunday 
manners for this creature that we picked out of 
the mud. [He flings himself sulkily into the 
Elizabethan chair]. 


DOOLITTLE [remonstrating| Now, now, Enry Ig- 
gins! Have some consideration for my feelings 
as a middle class man. 


MRS HIGGINS. Remember your promise, Henry. 
[She presses the bell-button on the writing- 
table|. Mr Doolittle: will you be so good as to 
step out on the balcony for a moment. I dont 
want Eliza to have the shock of your news un- 
til she has made it up with these two gentle- 
men. Would you mind? 


DOOLITTLE. As you wish, lady. Anything to help 
Henry to keep her off my hands. [He disap- 
pears through the window. 


The PARLORMAID answers the bell. PICKERING 
sits down in DOOLITTLE’s place. 


MRS HIGGINS. Ask Miss Doolittle to come down, 
please. 
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THE PARLORMAID. Yes, maam. [She goes out]. 
MRS HIGGINS. Now, Henry: be good. 

HIGGINS. I am behaving myself perfectly. 
PICKERING. He is doing his best, Mrs Higgins. 


A pause. HIGGINS throws back his head; 
stretches out his legs; and begins to whistle. 


MRS HIGGINS. Henry, dearest, you dont look at 
all nice in that attitude. 


HIGGINS [pulling himself together| I was not 
trying to look nice, mother. 


MRS HIGGINS. It doesnt matter, dear. I only 
wanted to make you speak. 


HIGGINS. Why? 


MRS HIGGINS. Because you cant speak and whis- 
tle at the same time. 


HIGGINS groans. Another very trying pause. 


HIGGINS [springing up, out of patience| Where 
the devil is that girl? Are we to wait here all 
day? 


ELIZA enters, sunny, self-possessed, and giv- 
ing a staggeringly convincing exhibition of 
ease of manner. She carries a little work. 
basket, and is very much at home. PICKERING 
is too much taken aback to rise. 


11zA. How do you do, Professor Higgins? Are 
you quite well? 


HIGGINS [choking] Am I— [He can say no 
more |. 


L1ZA. But of course you are: you are never ill. 
So glad to see you again, Colonel Pickering. 
[He rises hastily; and they shake hands]. Quite 
chilly this morning, isnt it? [She sits down on 
his left. He sits beside her|. 


HIGGINS. Dont you dare try this game on me. | 
taught it to you; and it doesnt take me in. Get 
up and come home; and dont be a fool. 


ELIZA takes a piece of needlework from her 
basket, and begins to stitch at it, without 
taking the least notice of this outburst. 


MRS HIGGINS. Very nicely put, indeed, Henry. 
No woman could resist such an invitation. 


HIGGINS. You let her alone, mother. Let her 
speak for herself. You will jolly soon see 
whether she has an idea that [ havnt put into 
her head or a word that I havnt put into her 
mouth. I tell you I have created this thing out 
of the squashed cabbage leaves of Covent Gar- 
den; and now she pretends to play the fine 
lady with me. 


MRS HIGGINS [Placidly| Yes, dear; but youll sit 
down, wont you? 


HIGGINS Sits down again, savagely. 


LIZA [f{0 PICKERING, taking no apparent notice 
of HIGGINS, and working away deftly| Will you 
drop me altogether now that the experiment is 
over, Colonel Pickering? 


PICKERING. Oh dont. You mustnt think of it as 
an experiment. It shocks me, somehow. 


uza. Oh, I'm only a squashed cabbage leaf— 
PICKERING [impulsively] No. 


uza [continuing quietly|—but I owe so much 
to you that I should be very unhappy if you 
forgot me. 


PICKERING. It’s very kind of you to say so, Miss 
Doolittle. 


uzA. It's not because you paid for my dresses. 
| know you are generous to everybody with 
money. But it was from you that I learnt really 
nice manners; and that is what makes one a 
lady, isnt it? You see it was so very difficult for 
me with the example of Professor Higgins al- 
ways before me. I was brought up to be just 
like him, unable to control myself, and using 
bad language on the slightest provocation. And 
- Ishould never have known that ladies and gen- 
tlemen didnt behave like that if you hadnt 
| been there. 


HIGGINS. Well! 


| PICKERING. Oh, thats only his way, you know. 
| He doesnt mean it. 


Liza. Oh, J didnt mean it either, when I was a 
flower girl. It was only my way. But you see I 
did it; and thats what makes the difference af- 
ter all. 


PICKERING. No doubt. Still, he taught you to 
speak; and I couldnt have done that, you know. 


LIZA [trivially| Of course: that is his profession. 
HIGGINS. Damnation! 


LIZA [continuing] It was just like learning to 
dance in the fashionable way: there was noth- 
ing more than that in it. But do you know 
what began my real education? 


PICKERING. What? 


LIZA |stopping ber work for a moment] Your 
calling me Miss Doolittle that day when I first 
came to Wimpole Street. That was the begin- 
ning of self-respect for me. [She resumes ber 
stitching| And there were a hundred little 
things you never noticed, because they came 
naturally to you. Things about standing up and 
taking off your hat and opening doors— 


PICKERING. Oh, that was nothing. 


LIZA. Yes: things that shewed you thought and 
felt about me as if I were something better 
than a scullery-maid; though of course I know 
you would have been just the same to a scul- 
lery-maid if she had been let into the drawing 
room. You never took off your boots in the 
dining room when I was there. 


PICKERING. You mustnt mind that. Higgins takes 
off his boots all over the place. 


Liza. I know. I am not blaming him. It is his 
way, isnt it? But it made such a difference to 
me that you didnt do it. You see, really and 
truly, apart from the things anyone can pick up 
(the dressing and the proper way of speaking, 
and so on), the difference between a lady and 
a flower girl is not how she behaves, but how 
she’s treated. I shall always be a flower girl to 
Professor Higgins, because he always treats me 
as a flower girl, and always will; but I know I 
can be a lady to you, because you always treat 
me as a lady, and always will. 
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MRS HIGGINS. Please dont grind your teeth, 
Henry. 


PICKERING. Well, this is really very nice of you, 
Miss Doolittle. 


LizA. I should like you to call me Eliza, now, if 
you would. 


PICKERING. Thank you. Eliza, of course. 


uiza. And I should like Professor Higgins to call 
me Miss Doolittle. 


HIGGINS. I’Il see you damned first. 
MRS HIGGINS. Henry! Henry! 


PICKERING (laughing| Why dont you slang back 
at him? Dont stand it. It would do him a lot of 
good. 


Liza. I cant. I could have done it once; but 
now I cant go back to it. You told me, you 
know, that when a child is brought to a foreign 
country, it picks up the language in a few 
weeks, and forgets its own. Well, I am a child 
in your country. I have forgotten my own lan- 
guage, and can speak nothing but yours. Thats 
the real break-off with the corner of Tottenham 
Court Road. Leaving Wimpole Street finishes it. 


PICKERING [much alarmed| Oh! but youre com- 
ing back to Wimpole Street, arnt you? Youll 
forgive Higgins? 


HIGGINS [rising] Forgive! Will she, by George! 
Let her go. Let her find out how she can get 
on without us. She will relapse into the gutter 
in three weeks without me at her elbow. 


DOOLITTLE appears at the centre window. 
With a look of dignified reproach at HIG- 
GINS, be comes slowly and silently to his 
daughter, who, with her back to the win- 
dow, is unconscious of bis approach. 


PICKERING. He’s incorrigible, Eliza. You wont 
relapse, will you? 


LizA, No: not now. Never again. I have learnt 
my lesson. I dont believe I could utter one of 
the old sounds if I tried. [DOOLITTLE touches 
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her on the left shoulder. She drops her work, 
losing her self-possession utterly at the spec- 
tacle of her father’s splendor| A-a-a-a-ah-ow- 
ooh! 


HIGGINS [with a crow of triumph| Aha! Just so. 
A-a-a-a-ahowooh! A-a-a-a-ahowooh! A-a-a-a-aho- 
wooh! Victory! Victory! [He throws himself on 
the divan, folding his arms, and spraddling 
arrogantly]. 


DOOLITTLE. Can you blame the girl? Dont look 
at me like that, Eliza. It aint my fault. Ive come 
into some money. 


L1zA. You must have touched a millionaire this 
time, dad. 


DOOLITTLE. I have. But I’m dressed something 
special today. I'm going to St George’s, Hano- 
ver Square. Your stepmother is going to marry 
me. 


L1zA [angrily] Youre going to let yourself down 
to marry that low common woman! 


PICKERING [quietly] He ought to, Eliza. [To 
DOOLITTLE] Why has she changed her mind? 


DOOLITILE [sadly] Intimidated, Governor. In- 
timidated. Middle class morality claims its vic- 
tim. Wont you put on your hat, Liza, and come 
and see me turned off? 


Liza. If the Colonel says I must, I—I'll [a/most 
sobbing] Vil demean myself. And get insulted 
for my pains, like enough. 


DOOLITTLE. Dont be afraid: she never comes to 
words with anyone now, poor woman! respect: 
ability has broke all the spirit out of her. 


PICKERING [squeezing ELIZA’s elbow gently] Be 
kind to them, Eliza. Make the best of it. 


Luiza [forcing a little smile for him through 
her vexation] Oh well, just to shew theres no 
ill feeling. Pil be back in a moment. [She goes 
out}. 


DOOLITTLE [sitting down beside PICKERING] | 
feel uncommon nervous about the ceremony, 
Colonel. I wish youd come and see me through 
it. 


PICKERING. But youve been through it before, 
man. You were married to Eliza’s mother. 


DOOLITTLE. Who told you that, Colonel? 


PICKERING. Well, nobody told me. But I con- 
cluded—naturally— 


DOOLITTLE. No: that aint the natural way, Colo- 
nel: it’s only the middle class way. My way was 
always the undeserving way. But dont say noth- 
ing to Eliza. She dont know: I always had a del- 
icacy about telling her, 


PICKERING. Quite right. We'll leave it so, if you 
dont mind. 


DOOLITTLE. And youll come to the church, 
Colonel, and put me through straight? 


PICKERING. With pleasure. As far as a bachelor 
can, 


MRS HIGGINS. May I come, Mr Doolittle? I 
should be very sorry to miss your wedding. 


DOOLITTLE. I should indeed be honored by 
your condescension, maam; and my poor old 
woman would take it as a tremenjous compli- 
ment. She’s been very low, thinking of the 
happy days that are no more. 


MRS HIGGINS [rising] Pll order the carriage and 
get ready. [The men rise, except HIGGINS]. I 
shant be more than fifteen minutes. [As she 
goes to the door ELIZA comes in, hatted and 
buttoning ber gloves). 'm going to the church 
to see your father married, Eliza. You had bet- 
ter come in the brougham’ with me. Colonel 
Pickering can go on with the bridegroom. 


MRS HIGGINS goes Out. ELIZA comes to the mid- 
dle of the room between the centre window 
and the ottoman. PICKERING joins her. 


DOOLITTLE. Bridegroom. What a word! It makes 
aman realize his position, somehow. [He takes 
up bis hat and goes towards the door}. 


PICKERING. Before I go, Eliza, do forgive Hig- 
gins and come back to us. 


| 5 brougham [broom]: a kind of carriage. 


L1za. I dont think dad would allow me. Would 
you, dad? 


DOOLITTLE [sad but magnanimous| They 
played you off very cunning, Eliza, them two 
sportsmen. If it had been only one of them, 
you could have nailed him. But you see, there 
was two; and one of them chaperoned the 
other, as you might say. [Jo PICKERING] It was 
artful of you, Colonel; but I bear no malice: I 
should have done the same myself. I been the 
victim of one woman after another all my life, 
and I dont grudge you two getting the better 
of Liza. I shant interfere. It’s time for us to go, 
Colonel. So long, Henry. See you in St 
George’s, Eliza. [He goes out]. 


PICKERING [Coaxing}| Do stay with us, Eliza. [He 
follows DOOLITTLE]. 


ELIZA goes out on the balcony to avoid 
being alone with HIGGINS. He rises and joins 
her there. She immediately comes back into 
the room and makes for the door; but he 
goes along the balcony and gets his back to 
the door before she reaches it. 


HIGGINS. Well, Eliza, youve had a bit of your 
own back, as you call it. Have you had enough? 
and are you going to be reasonable? Or do you 
want any more? 


LIzA. YOu want me back only to pick up your 
slippers and put up with your tempers and 
fetch and carry for you. 


HIGGINS. I havnt said I wanted you back at all. 


Liza. Oh, indeed. Then what are we talking 
about? 


HIGGINS. About you, not about me. If you come 
back I shall treat you just as I have always 
treated you. I cant change my nature; and I 
dont intend to change my manners. My man- 
ners are exactly the same as Colonel Picker- 
ing’s. 

u1zA. Thats not true. He treats a flower girl as 
if she was a duchess. 


HIGGINS. And I treat a duchess as if she was a 
flower girl. 
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Liza. I see [She turns away composedly, and 
sits on the ottoman, facing the window]. The 
same to everybody. 


HIGGINS. Just So. 
Liza. Like father. 


HIGGINS [grinning, a little taken down] With- 
out accepting the comparison at all points, 
Eliza, it’s quite true that your father is not a 
snob, and that he will be quite at home in any 
station of life to which his eccentric destiny 
may call him. [Seriously] The great secret, 
Eliza, is not having bad manners or good man- 
ners or any other particular sort of manners, 
but having the same manner for all human 
souls: in short, behaving as if you were in 
Heaven, where there are no third-class car- 
riages, and one soul is as good as another. 


LizA. Amen. You are a born preacher. 


HIGGINS [irritated] The question is not whether 
I treat you rudely, but whether you ever heard 
me treat anyone else better. 


LIZA [with sudden sincerity] | dont care how 
you treat me. I dont mind your swearing at 
me. I shouldnt mind a black eye: Ive had one 
before this. But [standing up and facing him] 
I wont be passed over. 


HIGGINS. Then get out of my way; for I wont 
stop for you. You talk about me as if I were a 
motor bus. 


LIzA. SO you are a motor bus: all bounce and 
go, and no consideration for anyone. But I can 
do without you: dont think I cant. 


HIGGINS. I know you can. I told you you could. 


LIZA [wounded, getting away from him to the 
other side of the ottoman with her face to the 
hearth] | know you did, you brute. You wanted 
to get rid of me. 


HIGGINS. Liar. 
Liza. Thank you. [She sits down with dignity| 


HIGGINS. You never asked yourself, I suppose, 
whether / could do without you. 
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LIzA [earnestly] Dont you try to get round me. 
Youll have to do without me. 


HIGGINS [arrogant] I can do without anybody. 
I have my own soul: my own spark of divine 
fire. But [with sudden humility] | shall miss 
you, Eliza. [He sits down near her on the ot- 
toman| I have learnt something from your idi- 
otic notions: I confess that humbly and grate- 
fully. And I have grown accustomed to your 
voice and appearance. I like them, rather. 


LizA. Well, you have both of them on your 
gramophone and in your book of photographs. 
When you feel lonely without me, you can 
turn the machine on. It’s got no feelings to 
hurt. 


HIGGINS. I cant turn your soul on. Leave me 
those feelings; and you can take away the voice 
and the face. They are not you. 


LIzA. Oh, you are a devil. You can twist the 
heart in a girl as easy as some could twist her 
arms to hurt her. Mrs Pearce warned me. Time 
and again she has wanted to leave you; and 
you always got round her at the last minute. 
And you dont care a bit for her. And you dont 
care a bit for me. 


HIGGINS. I care for life, for humanity; and you 
are a part of it that has come my way and been 
built into my house. What more can you or 
anyone ask? 


Liza. I wont care for anybody that doesnt care 
for me. 


HIGGINS. Commercial principles, Eliza. Like [re. 
producing her Covent Garden pronunication 
with professional exactness| s’yollin voylets 
[selling violets], isnt it? 


LIZA. Dont sneer at me. It’s mean to sneer at 
me. 


HIGGINS. I have never sneered in my life. Sneer- 
ing doesnt become either the human face or 
the human soul. I am expressing my righteous 
contempt for Commercialism. I dont and wont 
trade in affection. You call me a brute because 
you couldnt buy a claim on me by fetching my 


slippers and finding my spectacles. You were a 
fool: I think a woman fetching a man’s slippers 
is a disgusting sight: did I ever fetch your slip- 
pers? I think a good deal more of you for 
throwing them in my face. No use slaving for 
me and then saying you want to be cared for: 
who cares for a slave? If you come back, come 
back for the sake of good fellowship; for youll 
get nothing else. Youve had a thousand times 
as much out of me as I have out of you; and if 
you dare to set up your little dog’s tricks of 
fetching and carrying slippers against my crea- 
tion of a Duchess Eliza, Pll slam the door in 
your silly face. 


uza. What did you do it for if you didnt care 
for me? 


HIGGINS [heartily] Why, because it was my job. 


uza. You never thought of the trouble it 
would make for me. 


HIGGINS. Would the world ever have been 
made if its maker had been afraid of making 
trouble? Making life means making trouble. 
Theres only one way of escaping trouble; and 
thats killing things. Cowards, you notice, are al- 
ways shrieking to have troublesome people 
killed. 


uza. I’m no preacher: I dont notice things like 
that. I notice that you dont notice me. 


HIGGINS [jumping up and walking about in- 
lolerantly| Eliza: youre an idiot. 1 waste the 
treasures of my Miltonic mind by spreading 
them before you. Once for all, understand that 
{go my way and do my work without caring 
twopence what happens to either of us. I am 
not intimidated, like your father and your step- 
mother. So you can come back or go to the 
devil: which you please. 


uizA. What am I to come back for? 


HIGGINS [bouncing up on his knees on the ot- 
foman and leaning over it to ber| For the fun 
of it. Thats why I took you on. 


uzA [with averted face] And you may throw 


me out tomorrow if I dont do everything you 
want me to? 


HIGGINS. Yes; and you may walk out tomorrow 
if I dont do everything you want me to. 


Liza. And live with my stepmother? 
HIGGINS. Yes, or sell flowers. 


LizA. Oh, if I only could go back to my flower 
basket! I should be independent of both you 
and father and all the world! Why did you take 
my independence from me? Why did I give it 
up? I’m a slave now, for all my fine clothes. 


HIGGINS. Not a bit. ’ adopt you as my daugh- 
ter and settle money on you if you like. Or 
would you rather marry Pickering? 


L1zA [looking fiercely round at him] I wouldnt 
marry you if you asked me; and youre nearer 
my age than what he is. 


HIGGINS [gently] Than he is: not “than what he 
is.” 

LizA [losing her temper and rising) \\ talk as 
J like. Youre not my teacher now. 


HIGGINS [reflectively] I dont suppose Pickering 
would, though. He’s as confirmed an old bach- 
elor as I am. 


LIZA. Thats not what [I want; and dont you 
think it. ’ve always had chaps enough wanting 
me that way. Freddy Hill writes to me twice 
and three times a day, sheets and sheets. 


HIGGINS [disagreeably surprised] Damn his im- 
pudence! [He recoils and finds himself sitting 
on his heels). 


Liza. He has a right to if he likes, poor lad. And 
he does love me. 


HIGGINS [getting off the ottoman] You have no 
right to encourage him. 


Liza. Every girl has a right to be loved. 
HIGGINS. What! By fools like that? 


LIZA. Freddy’s not a fool. And if he’s weak and 
poor and wants me, may be he’d make me 
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happier than my betters that bully me and dont 
want me. 


HIGGINS. Can he make anything of you? Thats 
the point. 


Liza. Perhaps I could make something of him. 
But I never thought of us making anything of 
one another; and you never think of anything 
else. I only want to be natural. 


HIGGINS. In short, you want me to be as infat- 
uated about you as Freddy? Is that it? 


Liza. No I dont. Thats not the sort of feeling I 
want from you. And dont you be too sure of 
yourself or of me. I could have been a bad girl 
if ’'d liked. Ive seen more of some things than 
you, for all your learning. Girls like me can 
drag gentlemen down to make love to them 
easy enough. And they wish each other dead 
the next minute. 


HIGGINS. Of course they do. Then what in 
thunder are we quarrelling about? 


Liza [much troubled] I want a little kindness. I 
know I’m a common ignorant girl, and you a 
book-learned gentleman; but I’m not dirt under 
your feet. What I done (correcting hereself) 
what I did was not for the dresses and the 
taxis: I did it because we were pleasant to- 
gether and I come—came—to care for you; 
not to want you to make love to me, and not 
forgetting the difference between us, but more 
friendly like. 


HIGGINS. Well, of course. Thats just how I feel. 
And how Pickering feels. Eliza: youre a fool. 


1iza, Thats not a proper answer to give me 
[she sinks on the chair at the writing-table in 
tears]. 


HIGGINS. It’s all youll get until you stop being 
a common idiot. If youre going to be a lady, 
youll have to give up feeling neglected if the 
men you know dont spend half their time sniv- 
elling over you and the other half giving you 
black eyes. If you cant stand the coldness of 
my sort of life, and the strain of it, go back to 
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the gutter. Work til youre more a brute than a 
human being; and then cuddle and squabble 
and drink til you fall asleep. Oh, it’s a fine life, 
the life of the gutter. It’s real: it’s warm: it’s vi- 
olent: you can feel it through the thickest skin: 
you can taste it and smell it without any train- 
ing or any work. Not like Science and Litera. 
ture and Classical Music and Philosophy and 
Art. You find me cold, unfeeling, selfish, dont 
you? Very well: be off with you to the sort of 
people you like. Marry some sentimental hog 
or other with lots of money, and a thick pair 
of lips to kiss you with and a thick pair of 
boots to kick you with. If you cant appreciate 
what youve got, youd better get what you can 
appreciate. 


Liza [desperate] Oh, you are a cruel tyrant. | 
cant talk to you: you turn everything against 
me: I’m always in the wrong. But you know 
very well all the time that youre nothing but a 
bully. You know I cant go back to the gutter, 
as you call it, and that I have no real friends in 
the world but you and the Colonel. You know 
well I couldnt bear to live with a low common 
man after you two; and it’s wicked and cruel of 
you to insult me by pretending I could. You 
think I must go back to Wimpole Street be- 
cause I have nowhere else to go but father's. 
But dont you be too sure that you have me un- 
der your feet to be trampled on and talked 
down. Pll marry Freddy, I will, as soon as I'm 
able to support him. 


HIGGINS [thunderstruck] Freddy!!! that young 
fool! That poor devil who couldnt get a job as 
an errand boy even if he had the guts to try 
for it! Woman: do you not understand that | 
have made you a consort for a king? 


LIzA. Freddy loves me: that makes him king 
enough for me. I dont want him to work: he 
wasnt brought up to it as I was. I'll go and be 
a teacher. 


HIGGINS. Whatll you teach, in heaven’s name? 
Liza. What you taught me. I'll teach phonetics. 


HIGGINS. Ha! ha! ha! 


uza. Vil offer myself as an assistant to that 
hairyfaced Hungarian. 


HIGGINS [rising in a fury] What! That impos- 
tor! that humbug! that toadying ignoramus! 
Teach him my methods! my discoveries! You 
take one step in his direction and Ill wring 
your neck. [He lays hands on her|. Do you 
hear? 


uza [defiantly non-resistant] Wring away. 
What do I care? I knew youd strike me some 
day. [He lets her go, stamping with rage at 
baving forgotten himself, and recoils so hast- 
ily that be stumbles back into his seat on the 
ottoman]. Aha! Now I know how to deal with 
you. What a fool I was not to think of it be- 
fore! You cant take away the knowledge you 
gave me. You said I had a finer ear than you. 
And I can be civil and kind to people, which 
is more than you can. Aha! [Purposely drop- 
ping ber aitches to annoy bim) Thats done 
you, Enry Iggins, it az. Now I dont care that 
|snapping her fingers] for your bullying and 
your big talk. ’'lt advertize it in the papers that 
your duchess is only a flower girl that you 
taught, and that she’ll teach anybody to be a 
duchess just the same in six months for a thou- 
sand guineas. Oh, when I think of myself crawl- 
ing under your feet and being trampled on and 
called names, when all the time I had only to 
lift up my finger to be as good as you, I could 
just kick myself. 


HIGGINS [wondering at ber| You damned im- 
pudent slut, you! But it’s better than snivelling; 
better than fetching slippers and finding spec- 
tacles, isnt it? [Rising] By George, Eliza. 1 said 
Id make a woman of you; and I have. I like 
you like this. 


uzaA. Yes: you turn round and make up to me 
now that I’m not afraid of you, and can do 
without you. 


HIGGINS. Of coutfse 1 do, you little fool. Five 
minutes ago you were like a millstone round 
my neck. Now youre a tower of strength: a 


consort battleship. You and I and Pickering 
will be three old bachelors instead of only two 
men and a silly girl. 


MRS HIGGINS returns dressed for the wedding. 
ELIZA instantly becomes cool and elegant. 


MRS HIGGINS. The carriage is waiting, Eliza. Are 
you ready? 


Liza. Quite. Is the Professor coming? 


MRS HIGGINS. Certainly not. He cant behave 
himself in church. He makes remarks out loud 
all the time on the clergyman’s pronunciation. 


LIZA. Then I shall not see you again, Professor. 
Goodbye. [She goes to the door). 


MRS HIGGINS [coming to HIGGINS] Goodbye, 
dear. 


HIGGINS. Goodbye, mother. [He is about to kiss 
her, when he recollects something|. Oh, by the 
way, Eliza, order a ham and a Stilton cheese, 
will you? And buy me a pair of reindeer gloves, 
number eights, and a tie to match that new 
suit of mine. You can choose the color. [His 
cheerful, careless, vigorous voice shews that be 
is incorrigible]. 


LizA [disdainfully} Number eights are too 
small for you if you want them lined with 
lamb’s wool. You have three new ties that you 
have forgotten in the drawer of your wash- 
stand. Colonel Pickering prefers double Glou- 
cester to Stilton; and you dont notice the dif- 
ference. I telephoned Mrs Pearce this morning 
not to forget the ham. What you are to do 
without me I cannot imagine. [She sweeps out]. 


MRS HIGGINS. I’m afraid youve spoilt that girl, 
Henry. I should be uneasy about you and her 
if she were less fond of Colonel Pickering. 


HIGGINS. Pickering! Nonsense; she’s going to 
marry Freddy. Ha ha! Freddy! Freddy!! Ha ha ha 


ends|. 
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EPILOGUE 


The rest of the story need not be shewn in 
action, and indeed, would hardly need telling if 
our imaginations were not so enfeebled by 
their lazy dependence on the ready-mades and 
reach-me-downs of the ragshop in which Ro- 
mance keeps its stock of “happy endings’ to 
misfit all stories. Now, the history of Eliza 
Doolittle, though called a romance because the 
transfiguration it records seems exceedingly 
improbable, is common enough. Such transfig- 
urations have been achieved by hundreds of 
resolutely ambitious young women since Nell 
Gwynne’ set them the example by playing 
queens and fascinating kings in the theatre in 
which she began by selling oranges. Neverthe- 
less, people in all directions have assumed, for 
no other reason than that she became the her- 
oine of a romance, that she must have married 
the hero of it. This is unbearable, not only be- 
cause her little drama, if acted on such a 
thoughtless assumption, must be spoiled, but 
because the true sequel is patent to anyone 
with a sense of human nature in general, and 
of feminine instinct in particular. 

Eliza, in telling Higgins she would not 
marry him if he asked her, was not coquetting: 
she was announcing a well-considered decision. 
When a bachelor interests, and dominates, and 
teaches, and becomes important to a spinster, 
as Higgins with Eliza, she always, if she has 
character enough to be capable of it, considers 
very seriously indeed whether she will play for 
becoming that bachelor’s wife, especially if he 
is so little interested in marriage that a deter- 
mined and devoted woman might capture him 
if she set herself resolutely to do it. Her deci- 
sion will depend a good deal on whether she 
is really free to choose; and that, again, will de- 
pend on her age and income. If she is at the 
end of her youth, and has no security for her 


1. Nell Gwynne (1650-1687): actress and favorite of 

Charles 11. From being a peddler of oranges, she rose to 
the heights of late seventeenth-century English society. 

2. coquetting: being flirtatiously coy. 
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livelihood, she wiil marry him because she 
must marry anybody who will provide for her. 
But at Eliza’s age a good-looking girl does not 
feel that pressure: she feels free to pick and 
choose. She is therefore guided by her instinct 
in the matter. Eliza’s instinct tells her not to 
marry Higgins. It does not tell her to give him 
up. It is not in the slightest doubt as to his re- 
maining one of the strongest personal interests 
in her life. It would be very sorely strained if 
there was another woman likely to supplant 
her with him. But as she feels sure of him on 
that last point, she has no doubt at all as to her 
course, and would not have any, even if the 
difference of twenty years in age, which seems 
sO great to youth, did not exist between them. 

As our Own instincts are not appealed to by 
her conclusion, let us see whether we cannot 
discover some reason in it. When Higgins ex- 
cused his indifference to young women on the 
ground that they had an irresistible rival in his 
mother, he gave the clue to his inveterate old- 
bachelordom. The case is uncommon only to 
the extent that remarkable mothers are uncom- 
mon. If an imaginative boy has a sufficiently 
rich mother who has intelligence, personal 
grace, dignity of character without harshness, 
and a cultivated sense of the best art of her 
time to enable her to make her house beauti- 
ful, she sets a standard for him against which 
very few women can struggle, besides effecting 
for him a disengagement of his affections, his 
sense of beauty, and his idealism from his spe- 
cifically sexual impulses. This makes him a 
standing puzzle to the huge number of uncul- 
tivated people who have been brought up in 
tasteless homes by commonplace or disagree- 
able parents, and to whom, consequently, lit- 
erature, painting, sculpture, music, and affec- 
tionate personal relations come as modes of 
sex if they come at all. The word passion 
means nothing else to them; and that Higgins 
could have a passion for phonetics and idealize 
his mother instead of Eliza, would seem to 
them absurd and unnatural. Nevertheless, when 


we look round and see that hardly anyone is 
too ugly or disagreeable to find a wife or a 
husband if he or she wants one, whilst many 
old maids and bachelors are above the average 
in quality and culture, we cannot help suspect- 
ing that the disentanglement of sex from the 
associations with which it is so commonly con- 
fused, a disentanglement which persons of ge- 
nius achieve by sheer intellectual analysis, is 
sometimes produced or aided by parental fas- 
cination. 

Now, though Eliza was incapable of thus ex- 
plaining to herself Higgins’s formidable powers 
of resistance to the charm that prostrated 
Freddy at the first glance, she was instinctively 
aware that she could never obtain a complete 
grip of him, or come between him and his 
mother (the first necessity of the married 
woman). To put it shortly, she knew that for 
some mysterious reason he had not the mak- 
ings of a married man in him, according to her 
conception of a husband as one to whom she 
would be his nearest and fondest and warmest 
interest. Even had there been no mother-rival, 
she would still have refused to accept an inter- 
est in herself that was secondary to philo- 
sophic interests. Had Mrs Higgins died, there 
would still have been Milton and the Universal 
Alphabet. Landor’s” remark that to those who 
have the greatest power of loving, love is a 
secondary affair, would not have recommended 
landor to Eliza. Put that along with her resent- 
ment of Higgins’s domineering superiority, and 
her mistrust of his coaxing cleverness in get- 
ting round her and evading her wrath when he 
had gone too far with his impetuous bullying, 
and you will see that Eliza’s instinct had good 
grounds for warning her not to marry her Pyg- 
malion. 

And now, whom did Eliza marry? For if Hig- 
gins was a predestinate old bachelor, she was 
most certainly not a predestinate old maid. 
Well, that can be told very shortly to those 
who have not guessed it from the indications 


3. Landor’s: referring to English writer Walter Savage 
landor (1775-1864). 


she has herself given them. 

Almost immediately after Eliza is stung into 
proclaiming her considered determination not 
to marry Higgins, she mentions that fact that 
young Mr Frederick Eynsford Hill is pouring 
out his love for her daily through the post. 
Now Freddy is young, practically twenty years 
younger than Higgins: he is a gentleman (or, as 
Eliza would qualify him, a toff), and speaks like 
one. He is nicely dressed, is treated by the 
Colonel as an equal, loves her unaffectedly, and 
is not her master, nor ever likely to dominate 
her in spite of his advantage of social standing. 
Eliza has no use for the foolish romantic tra- 
dition that all women love to be mastered, if 
not actually bullied and beaten. “When you go 
to women” says Nietzsche* “take your whip 
with you.” Sensible despots have never con- 
fined that precaution to women: they have 
taken their whips with them when they have 
dealt with men, and been slavishly idealized by 
the men over whom they have flourished the 
whip much more than by women. No doubt 
there are slavish women as well as slavish men; 
and women, like men, admire those that are 
stronger than themselves. But to admire a 
strong person and to live under that strong 
person’s thumb are two different things. The 
weak may not be admired and hero-wor- 
shipped; but they are by no means disliked or 
shunned; and they never seem to have the least 
difficulty in marrying people who are too good 
for them. They may fail in emergencies; but life 
is not one long emergency: it is mostly a string 
of situations for which no exceptional strength 
is needed, and with which even rather weak 
people can cope if they have a stronger part- 
ner to help them out. Accordingly, it is a truth 
everywhere in evidence that strong people, 
masculine or feminine, not only do not marry 
stronger people, but do not shew any prefer- 
ence for them in selecting their friends. When 
a lion meets another with a louder roar “the 
first lion thinks the last a bore.” The man or 


4. Nietzsche [né/choa}]: Friedrich Wilhelm Nietzsche 
(1844-1900), influential German philosopher. 
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woman who feels strong enough for two, seeks 
for every other quality in a partner than 
strength. 

The converse is also true. Weak people 
want to marry strong people who do not 
frighten them too much; and this often leads 
them to make the mistake we describe meta- 
phorically as “biting off more than they can 
chew.” They want too much for too little; and 
when the bargain is unreasonable beyond all 
bearing, the union becomes impossible: it ends 
in the weaker party being either discarded or 
borne as a cross, which is worse. People who 
are not only weak, but silly or obtuse as well, 
are often in these difficulties. 

This being the state of human affairs, what 
is Eliza fairly sure to do when she is placed be- 
tween Freddy and Higgins? Will she look for- 
ward to a lifetime of fetching Higgins’s slippers 
or to a lifetime of Freddy fetching hers? There 
can be no doubt about the answer. Unless 
Freddy is biologically repulsive to her, and Hig- 
gins biologically attractive to a degree that 
overwhelms all her other instincts, she will, if 
she marries either of them, marry Freddy. 

And that is just what Eliza did. 

Complications ensued; but they were eco- 
nomic, not romantic. Freddy had no money 
and no occupation. His mother’s jointure,’ a 
last relic of the opulence of Largelady Park, 
had enabled her to struggle along in Earlscourt 
with an air of gentility, but not to procure any 
serious secondary education for her children, 
much less give the boy a profession. A clerk- 
ship at thirty shillings a week was beneath 
Freddy’s dignity, and extremely distasteful to 
him besides. His prospects consisted of a hope 
that if he kept up appearances somebody 
would do something for him. The something 
appeared vaguely to his imagination as a pri- 
vate secretaryship or a sinecure® of some sort. 
To his mother it perhaps appeared as a mar- 
riage to some lady of means who could not re- 


5. jointure: widow’s inheritance, payable only during 
her lifetime; surviving children do not benefit. 

6. sinecure {sin’s kyoor’ |: salaried position requiring 
little or no work. 
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sist her boy’s niceness. Fancy her feelings 
when he married a flower gitl who had be- 
come disclassed under extraordinary circum- 
stances which were now notorious! 

It is true that Eliza’s situation did not seem 
wholly ineligible. Her father, though formerly a 
dustman, and now fantastically disclassed, had 
become extremely popular in the smartest so- 
ciety by a social talent which triumphed over 
every prejudice and every disadvantage. Re- 
jected by the middle class, which he loathed, 
he had shot up at once into the highest circles 
by his wit, his dustmanship (which he carried 
like a banner), and his Nietzschean transcen- 
dence of good and evil. At intimate ducal din- 
ners he sat on the right hand of the Duchess; 
and in country houses he smoked in the pantry 
and was made much of by the butler when he 
was not feeding in the dining room and being 
consulted by cabinet ministers. But he found it 
almost as hard to do all this on [three] thou- 
sand a year as Mrs Eynsford Hill to live in 
Earlscourt on an income so pitiably smaller 
that I have not the heart to disclose its exact 
figure. He absolutely refused to add the last 
straw to his burden by contributing to Eliza's 
support. 

Thus Freddy and Eliza, now Mr and Mrs 
Eynsford Hill, would have spent a penniless 
honeymoon but for a wedding present of £500 
from the Colonel to Eliza. It lasted a long time 
because Freddy did not know how to spend 
money, never having had any to spend, and 
Eliza, socially trained by a pair of old bache- 
lors, wore her clothes as long as they held to- 
gether and looked pretty, without the least re- 
gard to their being many months out of | 
fashion. Still, £500 will not last two young peo- 
ple for ever; and they both knew, and Eliza felt 
as well, that they must shift for themselves in 
the end. She could quarter herself on Wimpole 
Street because it had come to be her home; 
but she was quite aware that she ought not to 
quarter Freddy there, and that it would not be 
good for his character if she did. 

Not that the Wimpole Street bachelors ob- 
jected. When she consulted them, Higgins de- 


clined to be bothered about her housing prob- 
lem when that solution was so simple. Eliza’s 
desire to have Freddy in the house with her 
seemed of no more importance than if she had 
wanted an extra piece of bedroom furniture. 
Pleas as to Freddy’s character, and the moral 
obligation on him to earn his own living, were 
lost on Higgins. He denied that Freddy had any 
character, and declared that if he tried to do 
any useful work some competent person would 
have the trouble of undoing it: a procedure in- 
volving a net loss to the community, and great 
unhappiness to Freddy himself, who was ob- 
viously intended by Nature for such light work 
as amusing Eliza, which, Higgins declared, was 
a much more useful and honorable occupation 
than working in the city. When Eliza referred 
again to her project of teaching phonetics, Hig- 
gins abated not a jot of his violent opposition 
to it. He said she was not within ten years of 
being qualified to meddle with his pet subject; 
and as it was evident that the Colonel agreed 
with him, she felt she could not go against 
them in this grave matter, and that she had no 
tight, without Higgins’s consent, to exploit the 
knowledge he had given her; for his knowledge 
seemed to her as much his private property as 
his watch: Eliza was no communist. Besides, 
she waS superstitiously devoted to them both, 
more entirely and frankly after her marriage 
than before it. 

It was the Colonel who finally solved the 
problem, which had cost him much perplexed 
cogitation. He one day asked Eliza, rather 
shyly, whether she had quite given up her no- 
tion of keeping a flower shop. She replied that 
she had thought of it, but had put it out of her 
head, because the Colonel had said, that day at 
Mrs Higgins’s, that it would never do. The Col- 
onel confessed that when he said that, he had 
not quite recovered from the dazzling impres- 
| sion of the day before. They broke the matter 
to Higgins that evening. The sole comment 
| vouchsafed by him very nearly led to a 
serious quatrel with Eliza. It was to the effect 
that she would have in Freddy an ideal errand 
boy. 


Freddy himself was next sounded on the 
subject. He said he had been thinking of a shop 
himself; though it had presented itself to his 
pennilessness as a small place in which Eliza 
should sell tobacco at one counter whilst he 
sold newspapers at the opposite one. But he 
agreed that it would be extraordinarily jolly to 
go early every morning with Eliza to Covent 
Garden and buy flowers on the scene of their 
first meeting: a sentiment which earned him 
many kisses from his wife. He added that he 
had always been afraid to propose anything of 
the sort, because Clara would make an awful 
row about a step that must damage her matri- 
monial chances, and his mother could not be 
expected to like it after clinging for so many 
years to that step of the social ladder on which 
retail trade is impossible. 

This difficulty was removed by an event 
highly unexpected by Freddy’s mother. Clara, 
in the course of her incursions into those 
artistic circles which were the highest within 
her reach, discovered that her conversational 
qualifications were expected to include a 
grounding in the novels of Mr H. G. Wells.’ 
She borrowed them in various directions so en- 
ergetically that she swallowed them all within 
two months. The result was a conversion of a 
kind quite common today. A modern Acts of 
the Apostles would fill fifty whole Bibles if any- 
one were capable of writing it. 

Poor Clara, who appeared to Higgins and 
his mother as a disagreeable and ridiculous 
person, and to her own mother as in some in- 
explicable way a social failure, had never seen 
herself in either light; for, though to some ex- 
tent ridiculed and mimicked in West Kensing- 
ton like everybody else there, she was ac- 
cepted as a rational and normal—or shall we 
say inevitable?—sort of human being. At worst 
they called her The Pusher; but to them no 
more than to herself had it ever occurred that 
she was pushing the air, and pushing it in a 
wrong direction. Still, she was not happy. She 


7. H. G. Wells: Herbert George Wells (1866-1946), 
English novelist, historian, and social reformer. 
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was growing desperate. Her one asset, the fact 
that her mother was what the Epsom greengro- 
cer called a carriage lady, had no exchange 
value, apparently. It had prevented her from 
getting educated, because the only education 
she could have afforded was education with 
the Earlscourt greengrocer’s daughter. It had 
led her to seek the society of her mother’s 
class; and that class simply would not have her, 
because she was much poorer than the green- 
grocer, and, far from being able to afford a 
maid, could not afford even a housemaid, and 
had to scrape along at home with an illiberally 
treated general servant. Under such circum- 
stances nothing could give her an air of being 
a genuine product of Largelady Park. And yet 
its tradition made her regard a marriage with 
anyone within her reach as an unbearable hu- 
miliation. Commercial people and professional 
people in a small way were odious to her. She 
ran after painters and novelists; but she did not 
charm them; and her bold attempts to pick up 
and practise artistic and literary talk irritated 
them. She was, in short, an utter failure, an ig- 
norant, incompetent, pretentious, unwelcome, 
penniless, useless little snob; and though she 
did not admit these disqualifications (for no- 
body ever faces unpleasant truths of this kind 
until the possibility of a way out dawns on 
them) she felt their effects too keenly to be 
satisfied with her position. 

Clara had a startling eyeopener when, on 
being suddenly awakened to enthusiasm by a 
girl of her own age who dazzled her and pro- 
duced in her a gushing desire to take her for a 
model, and gain her friendship, she discovered 
that this exquisite apparition had graduated 
from the gutter in a few months time. It shook 
her so violently, that when Mr H. G. Wells 
lifted her on the point of his puissant® pen, and 
placed her at the angle of view from which the 
life she was leading and the society to which 
she clung appeared in its true relation to real 
human needs and worthy social structure, he 
effected a conversion and a conviction of sin 


8. puissant [pwis’ ont]: powerful. 
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comparable to the most sensational feats of 
General Booth’ or Gypsy Smith. Clara’s snob- 
bery went bang. Life suddenly began to move 
with her. Without knowing how or why, she 
began to make friends and enemies. Some of 
the acquaintances to whom she had been a te- 
dious or indifferent or ridiculous affliction, 
dropped her: others became cordial. To her 
amazement she found that some “quite nice” 
people were saturated with Wells, and that this 
accessibility to ideas was the secret of their 
niceness. People she had thought deeply reli- 
gious, and had tried to conciliate on that tack 
with disastrous results, suddenly took an inter- 
est in her, and revealed a hostility to conven- 
tional religion which she had never conceived 
possible except among the most desperate 
characters. They made her read Galsworthy; 
and Galsworthy exposed the vanity of Large. 
lady Park and finished her. It exasperated her 
to think that the dungeon in which she had 

languished for so many unhappy years had 

been unlocked all the time, and that the im- 

pulses she had so carefully struggled with and 

stifled for the sake of keeping well with soci- 

ety, were precisely those by which alone she 

could have come into any sort of sincere hu- 

man contact. In the radiance of these discov- 

eries, and the tumult of their reaction, she 

made a fool of herself as freely and conspicu- 

ously as when she so rashly adopted Eliza’s ex- 

pletive in Mrs Higgins’s drawing room; for the 

new-born Wellsian had to find her bearings al- 

most as ridiculously as a baby; but nobody 

hates a baby for its ineptitudes, or thinks the 

worse of it for trying to eat the matches, and 

Clara lost no friends by her follies. They 

laughed at her to her face this time; and she 

had to defend herself and fight it out as best 

she could. 

When Freddy paid a visit to Earlscourt 
(which he never did when he could possibly 
help it) to make the desolating announcement 
that he and his Eliza were thinking of black- 


9. General Booth: William Booth (1829-1912), 
founder of the Salvation Army. 


ae 


ening the Largelady scutcheon”® by opening a 
shop, he found the little household already 
convulsed by a prior announcement from Clara 
that she also was going to work in an old fur- 
niture shop in Dover Street, which had been 
started by a fellow Wellsian. This appointment 

Clara owed, after all, to her old social accom- 

plishment of Push. She had made up her mind 

that, cost what it might, she would see Mr 

Wells in the flesh; and she had achieved her 

end at a garden party. She had better luck than 

so rash an enterprise deserved. Mr Wells came 

up to her expectations. Age had not withered 

him, nor could custom stale his infinite variety 
/ in half an hour. His pleasant neatness and com- 
} pactness, his small hands and feet, his teeming 
ready brain, his unaffected accessibility, and a 
certain fine apprehensiveness which stamped 
him as susceptible from his topmost hair to his 
tipmost toe, proved irresistible. Clara talked of 
nothing else for weeks and weeks afterwards. 
And as she happened to talk to the lady of the 
furniture shop, and that lady also desired above 
al things to know Mr Wells and sell pretty 
things to him, she offered Clara a job on the 
chance of achieving that end through her. 

And so it came about that Eliza’s luck held, 
| and the expected opposition to the flower 
shop melted away. The shop is in the arcade of 
arailway station not very far from the Victoria 
and Albert Museum; and if you live in that 
neighborhood you may go there any day and 
buy a buttonhole from Eliza. 

Now here is a last opportunity for romance. 
Would you not like to be assured that the shop 
was an immense success, thanks to _ Eliza’s 
| charms and her early business experience in 
Covent Garden? Alas! the truth is the truth: the 
; shop did not pay for a long time, simply be- 
cause Eliza and her Freddy did not know how 
to keep it. True, Eliza had not to begin at the 
| very beginning: she knew the names and prices 
of the cheaper flowers; and her elation was un- 
bounded when she found that Freddy, like all 


10. scutcheon [skuch’ an]: coat of arms. 


youths educated at cheap, pretentious, and 
thoroughly inefficient schools, knew a little 
Latin. It was very little, but enough to make 
him appear to her a Porson or Bentley,'’ and 
to put him at his ease with botanical nomen- 
clature. Unfortunately he knew nothing else; 
and Eliza, though she could count money up to 
eighteen shillings or so, and had acquired a 
certain familiarity with the language of Milton 
from her struggles to qualify herself for win- 
ning Higgins’s bet, could not write out a bill 
without utterly disgracing the establishment. 
Freddy’s power of stating in Latin that Balbus 
built a wall and that Gaul was divided into 
three parts'* did not carry with it the slightest 
knowledge of accounts or business: Colonel 
Pickering had to explain to him what a cheque 
book and a bank account meant. And the pair 
were by no means easily teachable. Freddy 
backed up Eliza in her obstinate refusal to be- 
lieve that they could save money by engaging 
a bookkeeper with some knowledge of the 
business. How, they argued, could you possibly 
save money by going to extra expense when 
you already could not make both ends meet? 
But the Colonel, after making the ends meet 
over and over again, at last gently insisted; and 
Eliza, humbled to the dust by having to beg 
from him so often, and stung by the uproarious 
derision of Higgins, to whom the notion of 
Freddy succeeding at anything was a joke that 
never palled, grasped the fact that business, 
like phonetics, has to be learned. 

On the piteous spectacle of the pair spend- 
ing their evenings in shorthand schools and 
polytechnic classes, learning bookkeeping and 
typewriting with incipient junior clerks, male 
and female, from the elementary schools, let 
me not dwell. There were even classes at the 
London School of Economics, and a humble 
personal appeal to the director of that institu- 
tion to recommend a course bearing on the 


11. Porson, Bentley: celebrated Latin scholars. 

12. Balbus. . . parts: alluding to elementary Latin 
exercises. Caesar’s Gallic Wars begins with the latter 
statement. 
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flower business. He, being a humorist, ex- 
plained to them the method of the celebrated 
Dickensian essay on Chinese Metaphysics by 
the gentleman who read an article on China 
and an article on Metaphysics and combined 
the information. He suggested that they should 
combine the London School with Kew Gar- 
dens. Eliza, to whom the procedure of the 
Dickensian gentleman seemed perfectly correct 
(as in fact it was) and not in the least funny 
(which was only her ignorance), took the ad- 
vice with entire gravity. But the effort that cost 
her the deepest humiliation was a request to 
Higgins, whose pet artistic fancy, next to Mil- 
ton’s verse, was calligraphy and who himself 
wrote a most beautiful Italian hand, that he 
would teach her to write. He declared that she 
was congenitally incapable of forming a single 
letter worthy of the least of Milton’s words; 
but she persisted; and again he suddenly threw 
himself into the task of teaching her with a 
combination of stormy intensity, concentrated 
patience, and occasional bursts of interesting 
disquisition on the beauty and nobility, the au- 
gust mission and destiny, of human handwrit- 
ing. Eliza ended by acquiring an extremely un- 
commercial script which was a _ positive 
extension of her personal beauty, and spending 
three times as much on stationery as anyone 
else because certain qualities and shapes on pa- 
per became indispensable to her. She could not 
even address an envelope in the usual way be- 
cause it made the margins all wrong. 

Their commercial schooldays were a period 
of disgrace and despair for the young couple. 
They seemed to be learning nothing about 
flower shops. At last they gave it up as hope- 
less, and shook the dust of the shorthand 
schools, and the polytechnics, and the London 
School of Economics from their feet for ever. 
Besides, the business was in some mysterious 
way beginning to take care of itself. They had 
somehow forgotten their objections to employ- 
ing other people. They came to the conclusion 
that their own way was the best, and that they 
had really a remarkable talent for business. The 
Colonel, who had been compelled for some 
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years to keep a sufficient sum on current ac- 
count at his bankers to make up their deficits, 
found that the provision was unnecessary: the 
young people were prospering. It is true that 
there was not quite fair play between them and 
their competitors in trade. Their week-ends in 
the country cost them nothing, and saved them 
the price of their Sunday dinners; for the mo- 
tor car was the Colonel’s; and he and Higgins 
paid the hotel bills. Mr F. Hill, florist and 
greengrocer (they soon discovered that there 
was money in asparagus; and asparagus led to 
other vegetables), had an air which stamped 
the business as classy; and in private life he 
was still Frederick Eynsford Hill, Esquire. Not 
that there was any swank’* about him: nobody 
but Eliza knew that he had been christened 
Frederick Chaloner. Eliza herself swanked like 
anything. 

That is all. That is how it has turned out. It 
is astonishing how much Eliza still manages to 
meddle in the housekeeping at Wimpole Street 
in spite of the shop and her own family. And it 
is notable that though she never nags her hus- 
band, and frankly loves the Colonel as if she 
were his favorite daughter, she has never got 
out of the habit of nagging Higgins that was es- 
tablished on the fatal night when she won his 
bet for him. She snaps his head off on the faint- 
est provocation, or on none. He no longer 
dares to tease her by assuming an abysmal in. 
feriority of Freddy’s mind to his own. He 
storms and bullies and derides; but she stands 
up to him so ruthlessly that the Colonel has to 
ask her from time to time to be kinder to Hig. 
gins; and it is the only request of his that 
brings a mulish expression into her face. Noth- 
ing but some emergency or calamity. great 
enough to break down all likes and dislikes, 
and throw them both back on their common 
humanity—and may they be spared any such 
trial!—will ever alter this. She knows that Hig 
gins does not need her, just as her father did 
not need her. The very scrupulousness with | 


13. swank: ostentatious swagger. 


which he told her that day that he had become 
used to having her there, and dependent on 
her for all sorts of little services, and that he 
should miss her if she went away (it would 
never have occurred to Freddy or the Colonel 
to say anything of the sort) deepens her inner 
certainty that she is “no more to him than 
them slippers”; yet she has a sense, too, that 
his indifference is deeper than the infatuation 
of commoner souls. She is immensely inter- 
ested in him. She has even secret mischievous 
moments in which she wishes she could get 


him alone, on a desert island, away from all 
ties and with nobody else in the world to con- 
sider, and just drag him off his pedestal and 
see him making love like any common man. 
We all have private imaginations of that sort. 
But when it comes to business, to the life that 
she really leads as distinguished from the life 
of dreams and fancies, she likes Freddy and she 
likes the Colonel; and she does not like Higgins 
and Mr Doolittle. Galatea never does quite like 
Pygmalion: his relation to her is too godlike to 
be altogether agreeable. 


\ 


a NUN 


Recalling 

1. Explain the reasons for Doolittle’s changed 
appearance. How does he feel about his new 
life in comparison to his old life? Why? 

2. For what does Liza express gratitude to Pick- 
ering? What does she say is the real differ- 
ence between a lady and a flower girl? 

3. What does Higgins tell Liza is “the great se- 
cret” about handling other people? 

4, What sort of feeling does Liza deny that she 
wants from Higgins? What does she want? 

5. What two things does Liza say she will do 
with her life? How does Higgins react to her? 


Interpreting 

&. Why would Doolittle’s money become a bur- 
den to him? What relationship does Shaw 
present among social position, wealth, moral- 
ity, and happiness through the character of 
Doolittle? 

7, What has Liza gained as a result of Higgins’ 
experiment? What has she lost? 

8. Why do you think Higgins refuses to let Liza 
go? 

9, What does Liza want that Higgins is unwilling 
to give? In one sentence state the position of 
each in their final debate. With whom do you 
agree? 


Extending 
10. Were you satisfied with Shaw’s account of Li- 
za's future in the Epilogue? Why or why not? 


VIEWPOINT 


Critic |. Wardle argues that Shaw’s most im- 
portant theme is the liberation of the human mind: 


Whenever [Shaw's plays] record a victory, it 
is the victory of Pygmalion—the release of 
a free, autonomous creature from the petri- 
fied forest of unexamined values and social 
conditioning. 

“The Plays,” in The Genius of Shaw 


@ From what “unexamined values and_ social 
conditioning’ does Shaw seek to free people in 
Pygmalion? Do you agree that Liza is more 
free at the end of the play than at the begin- 
ning? Why or why not? 


LITERARY FOCUS 


The Total Effect 

In staging a play like Pygmalion, a director 
should pay attention to the individual elements of 
plot, character, setting, tone, symbol, and theme, 
and should keep in mind the total effect that 
these elements will produce on an audience when 
they come together in a performance. 


Thinking About Plot 

1. What are the major conflicts in Pygmalion? 
Keep in mind conflicts that occur within char- 
acters, between characters, and between 
characters and external forces such as the 
social system. How are these various con- 
flicts resolved? 
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Thinking About Character 

2. Describe the various changes that occur in 
Liza over the course of the play. Higgins says 
that he created the Liza we see at the end of 
the play. To what extent is this true? 

3. Name several of Higgins’ most outstanding 
shortcomings. What appealing qualities does 
he also reveal? 


Thinking About Setting 

4. Most of the play takes place in pleasant 
rooms of upper-class society. In what ways 
do these rooms contrast with the rainy street 
scene and Liza’s lodgings of Act |? 

5. Describe the social setting of the play, partic- 
ularly the contrast between the upper and 
lower classes. 


Thinking About Tone 
6. The tone of Pygmalion mixes the serious and 
the comic. Choose one purely comic moment, 
and explain why it is funny. Find one moment 
when Shaw is absolutely earnest. What point 
is being made? 


Thinking About Symbol 
7. Keeping in mind who Pygmalion was in Greek 
legend, explain the symbolic implications of 

the title Pygmalion. 


Thinking About Theme 

8. According to Pygmalion, what is the relation- 
ship between language and class? Between 
the way a person speaks and his identity? 

9. What various views concerning women’s so- 
cial position are presented in Pygmalion? 

10. Why would aspects of appearance such as 
clothes, manners, and speech have such a 
profound effect on someone’s life? What 
does Pygmalion suggest about the relation- 
ship between appearance and reality? 


VOCABULARY 


Dialect 

In Act | of Pygmalion, Henry Higgins demon- 
strates his ability to identify a person’s back- 
ground purely on the basis of dialect. A dialect is 
a type of speech that differs from the standard 
form of a language; the difference occurs mostly 
in pronunciation but also in vocabulary and gram- 
mar. Speakers of English in the United States use 
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many different regional dialects, some of the most 
recognizable being those heard in New England, 
New York City, and the South. 

In Britain people also speak in many different 
dialects, some of which differ so much from the 
English we know that we would probably not be 
able to understand them. In the first two acts of 
Pygmalion, Liza Doolittle speaks a dialect known 
as cockney, which is common among peopie of 
the lower class who live in London’s East End. 
Shaw attempts to reproduce the exact sound of 
this dialect in Liza’s first three speeches in the 
play and again in Act Il in her attempt to say the 
alphabet in Higgins’ study. Besides affecting her 
pronunciation, Liza’s cockney dialect includes nu- 
merous lapses from standard grammar (such as 
using present tense for past tense) and special 
vocabulary words—such as “‘garn,”’ which actually 
means “go on,” and might be translated into the 
common American expression “You've got to be 
kidding.” 


# Look at Liza’s first three speeches in Act |, and 
list all the differences you can find between her 
pronunciation and grammar and_ standard 
English. 


COMPOSITION 


Writing About the Total Effect 

f Explain the total effect that you think makes 
Pygmalion popular on stage as well as on film 
and television and in its musical version. First 
describe the impact that the play had on you. 
Then explain how Shaw uses the following ele- 
ments to achieve this effect: (a) plot, (b) char 
acter, (c) setting, (d) theme, and (e) tone. For 
help with this assignment, refer to Lesson 8 in 
the Writing About Literature Handbook at the 
back of this book. 


Writing About a Play’s Ending 

@& In the Epilogue to Pygmalion, Shaw explains 
why Liza cannot marry Higgins. On the other 
hand, the film and musical versions of Pygma- 
lion both end with Liza's return to Higgins. in- 
dicate which ending you find the more logical 
and satisfying outcome to the play. Then use 
evidence from the play such as the characters’ 
behavior and statements to support your 
choice of ending. 


= 


POETRY 


William Butler Yeats —= 1865-1939 


Considered by many to be the greatest poet writing in English in this 
century, William Butler Yeats remained a productive author 
throughout his lifetime. While many poets produce their finest work 
during their early years, Yeats was one of those rare poets who 
create their greatest poems after the age of fifty. 

The son of a painter, Yeats was born in Sandymount, Ireland, and 
attended school in Dublin. He loved to read and daydream, 
especially during his summers at his grandparents’ home in the wild 
country of County Sligo on Ireland’s northwest coast. 

Yeats studied painting but soon abandoned his studies to become 
a professional writer. His interest in Irish culture led him to collect 
and publish Irish legends and write poems and plays based on Irish 
myths. As a result of this work, Yeats soon became a central figure in 
the Irish Renaissance, a turn-of-the-century movement to revive an 
Irish national language and celebrate Celtic traditions. In 1889 Yeats 
published his first volume of poems. Later, with his friend Lady 
Augusta Gregory, he founded the Irish National Theatre Society, and 
he began to write plays based on Irish legends. 

However, Yeats’s interest in Ireland was not merely literary and 
linguistic. Inspired by the beautiful Maud Gonne, a leader of the 
Irish National Movement, which sought to free Ireland from British 
rule, Yeats developed an interest in Irish politics. Gonne was his Joan 
of Arc, his Helen of Troy, and he courted her unsuccessfully for over 
thirteen years. After her marriage to another Irish political leader, 
Yeats finally admitted defeat in love and turned his full attention to 
his work. He himself eventually married years later. 

During the 1920s Yeats gained even more prominence in both 
political and literary circles. He became a senator in the Irish Free 
State in 1922 and received the Nobel Prize for Literature in 1923. In 
1925 Yeats published his major philosophical and historical prose 
work, A Vision. 

Yeats began his poetic career as a Romantic and finished it as a 
poet of the modern world. His early work was strongly influenced by 
Blake and Shelley, the Pre-Raphaelites (see page 405), the French 
Symbolists (see Part Two of this book), and Irish mythology. These 
early poems were often simple, musical, romantic, and dreamlike. In 
the middle of his career, his poetry became less dreamlike and more 
direct and realistic; his imagery became more economical and his 
tone more conversational. In the last stages of his poetic career, his 
interest in a universal system of historical cycles dominated his work. 
Although some of his later works are obscure and complex, the best 
of these poems touch universal concerns and demonstrate a brilliant 
balance between emotion and intellect. 
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“Down by the Salley Gardens” is a good example of Yeats’s early 
poetry. Like the other poems he wrote early in his career, it is 


simply structured, Romantic, musical, and based on traditional Irish 
lore. By his own account, the poem is an expansion of “three lines 


imperfectly remembered” from an Irish folk song that he once 
heard an old peasant woman sing in Sligo. 


William Butler Yeats 


Down by the Salley Gardens 


Down by the salley gardens my love and I did meet; 

She passed the salley gardens with little snow-white feet. 
She bid me take love easy, as the leaves grow on the tree; 
But J, being young and foolish, with her would not agree. 


5 In a field by the river my love and I did stand, 
And on my leaning shoulder she laid her snow-white hand. 
She bid me take life easy, as the grass grows on the weirs; 
But I was young and foolish, and now am full of tears. 


1. Salley Gardens: willow gardens. Salley is a variant of sallow, which means 


“willow.” 


2. weirs [wérz]: earth piled in river or stream beds to back up or change the 


course of the water. 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


Recalling 

1. In line 3 what does the speaker's love advise 
him to do? What is his response? 

2. What suggestion does his love make in line 7? 

3. How does he describe himself in each stanza? 


Interpreting 

4. Find four specific changes from the first to the 
second stanza. How and why does the speak- 
er's emotional state change? 
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5. In the long run, does his sweetheart’s advice 
prove to be correct or incorrect? How do you 
know? 


6. Where in the poem does Yeats use repetition . 
and parallelism? Explain how these techniques . 


add to the poem’s meaning and emotional im- 
pact. 


Extending 


7. Why do you think advice often seems more 
sensible in retrospect than at the time it is of | 


fered? 


a 


iy 


i 
{ 


An Irish Airman 
Foresees His Death 


I know that I shall meet my fate 
Somewhere among the clouds above; 
Those that I fight I do not hate, 
Those that I guard I do not love;' 
My country is Kiltartan’ Cross, 

My countrymen Kiltartan’s poor, 

No likely end could bring them loss 
Or leave them happier than before 


on 


1. Those . . . love: Many Irish volunteered to 
fight on the side of the English in World War I in 
spite of Ireland’s technical neutrality and ongoing 
struggle for independence from England. 

2. Kiltartan: village near the estate of the 

Gregory family. 


It is believed that Yeats wrote this poem for Major Robert Gregory, 
the son of his friend Lady Augusta Gregory. Major Gregory, an 
artist and aviator, was killed in action over Italy during World War 
I while flying for England’s Royal Flying Corps. 


Nor law, nor duty bade me fight, 
Nor public men, nor cheering crowds, 
A lonely impulse of delight 
Drove to this tumult in the clouds; 
I balanced all, brought all to mind, 
The years to come seemed waste of breath, 
15 A waste of breath the years behind 
In balance with this life, this death. 


10 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


Recalling 

{. Who is the speaker of the poem? How does he 
feel about the people he fights for and 
against? 


2. In contrast, who are his people? What effect 
| does he think his fate will have on them? 
3, According to the second stanza, what things 
did not motivate the speaker to fight? What 
drove him “to this tumult in the clouds’? 
. With what phrase does the speaker character- 
ize both past and future? In the last line what 
does he balance against the past and future? 


=> 


Interpreting 

5. What is the speaker’s attitude toward the war 
and toward his own survival? How do you 
know? 

Why would delight be an unusual word for 
someone in the speaker’s circumstances to 
use? What does it reveal about the speaker? 
What do the words this life, this death mean? 
Why might ‘‘this life, this death’ be more val- 
uable to him than the rest of his life? 


Extending 
8. Why do you think people in grave danger are 
often calm in their acceptance of death? 
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William Butler Yeats 


The Lake Isle of Innisfree 


I will arise and go now, and go to Innisfree, 

And a small cabin build there, of clay and wattles’ made: 
Nine bean-rows will I have there, a hive for the honeybee, 
And live alone in the bee-loud glade. 


5 And I shall have some peace there, for peace comes dropping 
slow, 
Dropping from the veils of the morning to where the cricket 
sings; 
There midnight’s all a glimmer, and noon a purple glow, 
And evening full of the linnet’s” wings. 


I will arise and go now, for always night and day 

I hear lake water lapping with low sounds by the shore; 
While I stand on the roadway, or on the pavements gray, 
I hear it in the deep heart’s core. 


1. wattles: networks of woven twigs used for walls, roofs, and crude huts. 
2. linnet’s: referring to a European singing bird. 
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10 


20 


25 


30 


The Wild Swans 
at Coole 


The trees are in their autumn beauty, 

The woodland paths are dry, 

Under the October twilight the water 
Mirrors a still sky; 

Upon the brimming water among the stones 
Are nine and fifty swans. 


The nineteenth autumn has come upon me 
Since I first made my count; 

I saw, before I had well finished, 

All suddenly mount 

And scatter wheeling in great broken rings 
Upon their clamorous wings. 


I have looked upon those brilliant creatures, 
And now my heart is sore. 

All’s changed since I, hearing at twilight, 
The first time on this shore, 

The bell beat of their wings above my head, 
Trod with a lighter tread. 


Unwearied still, lover by lover, 

They paddle in the cold 

Companionable streams or climb the air; 
Their hearts have not grown old; 

Passion or conquest, wander where they will, 
Attend upon them still. 


But now they drift on the still water, 
Mysterious, beautiful; 

Among what rushes will they build, 

By what lake’s edge or pool 

Delight men’s eyes when I awake some day 
To find they have flown away? 
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STUDY QUESTIONS 


The Lake Isle of Innisfree 


Recalling 

1. According to the first stanza, where does the 
speaker intend to go, what will he do there, 
and how will he live? 

2. From the second stanza list three physical 
characteristics of the place to which the 
speaker wants to go. 

3. Where is the speaker now, according to line 
11? 

4. What does the speaker hear, and how does he 
hear this sound, according to the third stanza? 


Interpreting 


5. Contrast the speaker's present location with. 


the place that beckons him. What is the emo- 
tional effect of this contrast? 

6. Describe the speaker’s current emotional 
state. Is he contented or frustrated? Is this 
mood momentary or ongoing? How do you 
know? 

7. Instead of actually going to Innisfree, what is 
the speaker doing in the poem? How does 
hearing something ‘“‘in the deep heart’s core” 
differ from hearing it with one’s ears? 

8. Explain how Yeats uses sound images to 
heighten the emotional effect of the poem. 


The Wild Swans at Coole 


Recalling 

1. For how many years has the speaker been ob- 
serving the swans? What did they do the first 
year that the speaker counted them? What are 
they doing now? 

2. According to line 14, how does the speaker 
feel now? According to line 18, how did he 
react the first time he heard the ‘bell beat’ of 
the swans’ wings? 

3. According to stanza 4, in what ways have the 
swans remained the same? 

4, What does the speaker anticipate that he will 
find when he awakes ‘‘some day’? 


Interpreting 

5. Point out the various contrasts the speaker 
might be drawing in the fourth stanza between 
the swans and himself. 

6. Why might the passage of time change the 
speaker’s response to the swans? 
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7. What do you think the swans symbolize to the 
speaker? 


Extending 
8. In what ways can seeing a beautiful scene in 
nature be a painful experience? 


VIEWPOINT 


“The Lake Isle of Innisfree” was influenced by 
Yeats’s reading of Wa/den, a book in which the 
nineteenth-century American writer Henry David 
Thoreau describes his retreat from the city into a 
simple cabin by a forest pond. Yeats wrote his 
poem after the sight of a small fountain in a shop 
window in London brought the sound of Sligo’s 
lake water lapping back into his consciousness. 
However, the poem is more than an exercise in 
escapism, as critic Thomas L. Byrd, Jr., notes: 


In the first place, the poem is grounded in 
reality. Innisfree is as real as Walden Pond. 
. . If Innisfree represents escape, it is the 

escape of the seeking hermit. 
—The Early Poetry of W. B. Yeats 


f What specific concrete details help to ground 
“The Lake Isle of Innisfree” in reality? What is 
the poem's speaker escaping, and what is he 
seeking? 


COMPOSITION 


Writing About Form in Poetry 

& In a paragraph or two, describe the effect of 
Yeats’s use of different line lengths in “The 
Lake Isle of Innisfree.’’ Begin by describing the 
various patterns of line length in the poem—in | 
particular, Yeats’s combination of longer and 
shorter lines. Then analyze the visual, rhyth- 
mic, and other effects of these different line 
lengths. End by explaining how these different | 
line lengths add to the poem’s overall meaning 
and emotional impact. 


Imitating a Poet’s Style 
H Write a poem of at least two stanzas that ex. | 
presses a longing for a particular place. Try to | 
imitate several aspects of Yeats’s style in “The 
Lake Isle of Innisfree." Begin with the words "| | 
will arise and go now, and go to .” Use 
vivid, specific images of sight and sound to de- | 
scribe and contrast your special place with | 
your present location. 


10 


15 


20 


“The Second Coming” is based on Yeats’s special theory of history. 
According to his theory, cycles of history and nature occur every 


two thousand years. During this time one civilization grows, 


improves, decays, and dissolves, and then a new civilization takes 


its place. The title of the poem refers to the New Testament 


prediction of the return of Jesus Christ to the earth at the end of 


the world. 


William Butler Yeats 


The Second Coming 


Turning and turning in the widening gyre’ 

The falcon cannot hear the falconer; 

Things fall apart; the center cannot hold; 

Mere anarchy is loosed upon the world, 

The blood-dimmed tide is loosed, and everywhere 
The ceremony of innocence is drowned; 

The best lack all conviction, while the worst 

Are full of passionate intensity. 


Surely some revelation’ is at hand; 

Surely the Second Coming is at hand. 

The Second Coming! Hardly are those words out 
When a vast image out of Spiritus Mundi’ 
Troubles my sight: somewhere in sands of the desert 
A shape with lion body and the head of a man,* 

A gaze blank and pitiless as the sun, 

Is moving its slow thighs, while all about it 

Reel shadows of the indignant desert birds. 

The darkness drops again; but now I know 

That twenty centuries’ of stony sleep 

Were vexed to nightmare by a rocking cradle, 

And what rough beast, its hour come round at last, 
Slouches toward Bethlehem to be born? 


1. gyre [jir]: circular or spiral form or motion, which Yeats uses as the 
symbol for the winding up and winding down of cycles of history. 

2. revelation: disclosure; in Christian teaching, God’s unfolding of His 
will to the human race. 

3. Spiritus Mundi [spir’i tas moon’dé]: world soul or spirit that, 
according to Yeats’s theories, acts as a universal memory for all people. 
4. A shape . . . man: the sphinx. 

5. twenty centuries: Yeats’s cycles each lasted two thousand years. 
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Byzantium was the name of the eastern Roman Empire and also 
designated the Greek Christian civilization. During Europe’s Dark 
Ages its capital, Constantinople, now Istanbul, was a great artistic 
center, containing several magnificent churches decorated with 
mosaics of holy men portrayed in the stylized, two-dimensional 
manner that typified Byzantine art. Yeats wrote several poems 
about Byzantium, which he regarded as a kind of holy city of the 
imagination, a place where the spiritual and the artistic came 
together. 


William Butler Yeats 


Sailing to Byzantium 


1 


That is no country’ for old men. The young 

In one another’s arms, birds in the trees 

—Those dying generations—at their song, 

The salmon falls, the mackerel-crowded seas, 
5 Fish, flesh, or fowl, commend all summer long 

Whatever is begotten, born, and dies. 

Caught in that sensual music all neglect 

Monuments of unaging intellect. 


2 


An aged man is but a paltry thing, 

10 A tattered coat upon a stick, unless 
Soul clap its hands and sing, and louder sing 
For every tatter in its mortal dress, 
Nor is there singing school but studying 
Monuments of its own magnificence; 

15 And therefore I have sailed the seas and come 
To the holy city of Byzantium. 


1. That. . . country: the sensual world where time 
passes and death is certain to occur. 
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3 


O sages standing in God’s holy fire 

As in the gold mosaic of a wall,’ 

Come from the holy fire, perne in a gyre,” 
20 And be the singing masters of my soul. 

Consume my heart away; sick with desire 


And fastened to a dying animal 


It knows not what it is; and gather me 


Into the artifice of eternity. 


4 


25 Once out of nature I shall never take 
My bodily form from any natural thing, 
But such a form as Grecian goldsmiths make 
Of hammered gold and gold enameling 
To keep a drowsy Emperor awake; 
30 Or set upon a golden bough to sing* 
To lords and ladies of Byzantium 
Of what is past, or passing, or to come. 


2. sages. . 


. wall: wise old men (sages) depicted on the 
mosaic walls of Byzantine churches. 


3. perne in a gyre: descend or spin with a whirling, spiral 


motion. 
4. To keep. . 


. sing: Byzantine Emperor Theophilus is said 


to have ordered his artisans to make him a gold and silver 
tree in which mechanical birds perched and sang. 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


ino 


The Second Coming 


Recalling 

1, Describe the behavior of the falcon in lines 
1-2. 

2. What two things are loosed upon the world, 
and what is drowned? 

3. What contrast do lines 7—8 draw between ‘‘the 
best” and “the worst’? 

4, Describe the creature that the speaker envi- 
sions crawling through the desert. 

5. Where is the “rough beast” going, and why is 
it going there? 


Interpreting 
§. What picture of human affairs is created in 
stanza 1? 


Explain what seems to be happening in stanza 
2, and describe the speaker’s attitude toward 
this event. Use examples from the poem. 

This poem was written in 1919, shortly after 
the end of Worid War |, which had devastated 
much of Europe. What relationship can you 
see between war and the events of this poem? 


Sailing to Byzantium 


Recalling 


1. 


What do the inhabitants of the country de- 
scribed in stanza 1 “commend”? What do they 
“neglect”? 

In what terms does the speaker describe old 
age in lines 9-10? 

List three requests that the speaker addresses 
to the sages, or wise men, in the third stanza. 
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4. Describe the bodily form that the speaker 
wants to assume when he is “out of nature,” 
and list two of the things the speaker says he 
would do. 


Interpreting 

5. In the country described in stanza 1, what as- 
pect of life seems most important? 

6. In what ways does Byzantium differ from the 
first country? Why might the speaker prefer 
Byzantium? 

7. Explain how the golden bird described in 
stanza 4 differs from the birds mentioned in 
stanza 1. Why might the speaker choose the 
form of the golden bird over that of “any nat- 
ural thing’? 

8. What is the speaker’s attitude toward aging 
and death? What does the poem say about the 
relationship between body and soul? Nature 
and art? 


LITERARY FOCUS 


Yeats and Symbolism 

A symbol is a figure of speech in which a per- 
son, object, or situation represents something in 
addition to its literal meaning. A symbol usually 
creates a correspondence between something 
concrete and something abstract: For example, a 
growing plant might symbolize life itself. 

The Symbolist movement in literature was be- 
gun in France around 1885 by a group of poets 
that included Baudelaire [bod’sl ar’], Rimbaud 
[ram b6’], and Mallarmé [ma lar ma’]. The poems 
of the French Symbolists are richly musical and 
include vivid symbols whose larger meanings are 
suggested rather than directly stated. (See Part 
Two of this book.) The Symbolist movement had 
a profound effect on Yeats and a group of youn- 
ger English and American poets, including T. S. 
Eliot. 

Yeats was especially aware of the power of 
symbols because of his interest in visionary and 
mystical experiences. From the writings of mys- 
tics, Yeats borrowed the idea that all human 
beings share in one great reservoir of experience 
and emotion, a reservoir that can be tapped 
through the use of symbols. Yeats repeatedly 
used in his poems certain symbols, such as the 
sun, moon, bird, rose, and tower, because he be- 
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lieved that these symbols had the power to evoke 
common human feelings and experiences. 


Thinking About Yeats and Symbolism 
& Choose a symbol in ‘Sailing to Byzantium,” 


and explain what it represents. What qualities 
in the symbol suggest its larger meaning? 


VOCABULARY 


hen ORY TEA 


Synonyms 


A synonym is a word that has the same or 


nearly the same meaning as another word. Walk 
and stroll are synonyms. The words in capitals 
are from Yeats’s poems. Choose the word that is 
nearest the meaning of the word in capitals, as 
the word is used in the selection. 


1. 


2. 


TUMULT: (a) SOmersault 
(c) sandwich (d) uproar 
BRIMMING: (a) full (b) wide (c) overflowing 
(d) stupendous 
CLAMOROUS: (a) noisy 
(c) loving (d) ingenious 
REVELATION: (a) recognition (b) disclosure 
(c) homecoming (d) alteration 

ANARCHY: (a) Chaos (b) ignorance 

(c) brutality (d) injustice 


(b) tranquillity 


(b) grateful 


COMPOSITION 


scerrih 


i nn 


Writing a Comparison/Contrast 
& Compare and contrast Yeats’s ‘Second Com- 


ing” and “Sailing to Byzantium.” Begin by 
pointing out the similarities between the con- 
tent and literary techniques of the two poems, 
Then note the differences between them. In 
particular, compare and contrast Yeats’s use of 
symbols to express his ideas in the two poems. 
For help with this assignment, refer to Lesson 
2 in the Writing About Literature Handbook at 
the back of this book. 


Writing a Poem About a Transformation 
&% Write a brief poem expressing a wish to be 


transformed into someone or something else. 
Your poem should use precise images to de- 
scribe the person or creature you would like to 
become. You should also make clear the rea 
sons that you desire such a transformation. 


T. S. Eliot 1888-1965 


Thomas Stearns Eliot was one of the most influential writers of his 
time and a pioneer among the first modern poets, who are now 
referred to as Modernist. These poets belonged to and wrote for a 
generation whose view of life was radically altered by World War I, 
which has undermined many people’s faith in the systems that had 
once ordered human existence. Eliot sought to make sense of 
modern life. He was determined, as he put it, “to see both beauty 
and ugliness, to see the boredom, the horror and the glory.” 

Eliot was born in St. Louis, Missouri, where his grandfather had 
founded Washington University. His family was strict, religious, and 
literary. Shy and frail as a boy, Eliot studied literature and philosophy 
at Harvard University, wrote for college magazines, and took boxing 
lessons at night. After receiving his Master’s degree in 1910, he 
studied at Oxford and at the Sorbonne in Paris. 

Eliot moved permanently to England in 1915 and became a 
British subject seven years later. Still, he remained American in many 
ways. He sometimes signed his name Thomas (Missouri) Eliot, and 
he loved American folk songs, comic strips, and the movies of the 
Marx Brothers. Marrying in 1915, Eliot eventually became a successful 
partner in a publishing firm. 

T. S. Eliot's early poems capture the alienation and spiritual 
bankruptcy felt by many writers of his time. He returned frequently 
to these matters in his first volume of poetry, Prufrock and Other 
Observations (1917), as well as in his subsequent works, The Waste 
Land (1922) and “The Hollow Men” (1925). After these works, 
however, Eliot’s poetry began to show the stirrings of religious faith. 
“Ash Wednesday” (1930), written after his conversion to the Church 
of England, portrays his climb from despair to hope and from 
disillusionment to belief. In his masterpiece, the Four Quartets 
(1943), he affirms his belief in spiritual values in the midst of war. 

Eliot’s poems are known for their concrete images, irregular 
rhythms, shifting moods, and “patchwork” presentation of religious, 
historical, mythological, and literary references. His poetry also mixes 
elevated language with slang and colloquial expressions. Eliot 
believed that poetry should not state emotions directly; rather, the 
poet should select images that trigger these emotions in the reader. 
According to his theory of art, the poet’s personal emotions are of 
no artistic worth in themselves. What matters is the art that reworks 
these emotions into universal patterns and symbols. 

In 1948 Eliot was awarded the Nobel Prize for Literature, 
becoming the first American-born poet to be so honored. However, 
Eliot found success with other forms of writing besides poetry. He 
published influential literary criticism, and, like Yeats, wrote poetic 
dramas. Among his best-known plays are Murder in the Cathedral 
(1935), The Family Reunion (1939), and The Cocktail Party (1950). 
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In “Preludes” a speaker offers what seem to be random 
observations on his surroundings. A prelude is any performance or 
act that leads up to a main event; in particular, a musical prelude 
is a short piece based on a repeated phrase. 


T. S. Eliot 


Preludes 


1 


The winter evening settles down 
With smell of steaks' in passageways. 
Six o’clock. 

The burned-out ends of smoky days. 
And now a gusty shower wraps 

The grimy scraps 

Of withered leaves about your feet 
And newspapers from vacant lots; 
The showers beat 

On broken blinds and chimney pots, 
And at the corner of the street 

A lonely cab horse steams and stamps. 
And then the lighting of the lamps. 


2 


The morning comes to consciousness 
Of faint stale smells of beer 

From the sawdust-trampled street 
With all its muddy feet that press 
To early coffee stands. 

With the other masquerades 

That time resumes, 

One thinks of all the hands 

That are raising dingy shades 

In a thousand furnished rooms. 


3 
You tossed a blanket from the bed, 
You lay upon your back, and waited; 
You dozed, and watched the night revealing 
The thousand sordid images 


1. steaks: When this poem was composed, steak was a 
common meal of the lower classes. 
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35 


40 


45 


Of which your soul was constituted; 
They flickered against the ceiling. 

And when all the world came back 

And the light crept up between the shutters 
And you heard the sparrows in the gutters, 
You had such a vision of the street 

As the street hardly understands; 

Sitting along the bed’s edge, where 

You curled the papers from your hair, 

Or clasped the yellow soles of feet 

In the palms of both soiled hands. 


4 


His soul stretched tight across the skies 
That fade behind a city block, 

Or trampled by insistent feet 

At four and five and six o’clock; 

And short square fingers stuffing pipes, 
And evening newspapers, and eyes 
Assured of certain certainties, 

The conscience of a blackened street 
Impatient to assume the world. 


I am moved by fancies that are curled 
Around these images, and cling: 
The notion of some infinitely gentle 
Infinitely suffering thing. 


Wipe your hand across your mouth, 
and laugh; 
The worlds revolve like ancient women 
Gathering fuel in vacant lots. 


uo 


“The Hollow Men” is one of Eliot’s most dramatic and powerful 
poems, It is an example of his “patchwork” style of writing, which 
juxtaposes various literary, mythological, religious, historical, and 
cultural references as well as different styles of speech. In “The 
Hollow Men” Eliot joins to his own poetic voice the echoes of 
other voices—literary works, prayers, even nursery rhymes—to 
create a uniquely modern lament for his own time. 


The Hollow Men 


Mistab Kurtz'—hbe dead. 
A penny for the Old Guy’ 


1 


We are the hollow men 

We are the stuffed men 

Leaning together 

Headpiece filled with straw. Alas! 
Our dried voices, when 

We whisper together 

Are quiet and meaningless 

As wind in dry grass 

Or rats’ feet over broken glass 
In our dry cellar 


Shape without form, shade without color, 
Paralyzed force, gesture without motion; 


1, Mistab Kurtz: character in Joseph Conrad’s short 
novel Heart of Darkness. Kurtz sets out to civilize 
the natives in Africa and instead becomes one of 
them and dies in the jungle. He is described as being 
“hollow to the core.” 

2. A penny. . . Old Guy: traditional expression 
used by English children on Guy Fawkes Day, 
November 5. Guy Fawkes (1570-1606) tried and 
failed to blow up the Houses of Parliament and was 
subsequently hanged. On Guy Fawkes Day children 
burn straw dummies representing him. 


ho 


6 


mn 


Those who have crossed 

With direct eyes, to death’s other Kingdom 
Remember us—if at all—not as lost 
Violent souls, but only 

As the hollow men 

The stuffed men. 


3 


2 


Eyes I dare not meet in dreams 
In death’s dream kingdom 
These do not appear: 

There, the eyes are 

Sunlight on a broken column 
There, is a tree swinging 

And voices are 

In the wind’s singing 

More distant and more solemn 
Than a fading star. 


3. Those . . . Kingdom: the virtuous who have 
gone to Heaven, according to Dante’s Paradiso. The 
Paradiso, which is the final section of the Divine 
Comedy, describes the soul’s union with God in 
Heaven (page 737). 
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Let me be no nearer 

In death’s dream kingdom 

Let me also wear 

Such deliberate disguises 

Rat’s coat, crowskin, crossed staves* 
In a field 

Behaving as the wind behaves 

No nearer— 


Not that final meeting 
In the twilight kingdom 


3 
This is the dead land 
This is the cactus land 
Here the stone images 
Are raised, here they receive 
The supplication’ of a dead man’s hand 
Under the twinkle of a fading star. 


Is it like this 

In death’s other kingdom 
Waking alone 

At the hour when we are 
Trembling with tenderness 
Lips that would kiss 

Form prayers to broken stone. 


4 


The eyes are not here 

There are no eyes here 

In this valley of dying stars 

In this hollow valley 

This broken jaw of our lost kingdoms 


In this last of meeting places 
We grope together 
And avoid speech 


Gathered on this beach of the tumid river® 


4. staves: wood strips, rods, or staffs. Crossed staves 
suggest scarecrows. 

5. supplication: a humble prayer or plea. 

6. tumid river: swollen river; in Dante’s Inferno, 
the condemned must cross the River Acheron in 
order to pass from the world of the living into Hell. 
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Sightless, unless 

The eyes reappear 

As the perpetual star 
Multifoliate rose’ 

Of death’s twilight kingdom 
The hope only 

Of empty men. 


5 
Here we go round the prickly pear® 
Prickly pear prickly pear 
Here we go round the prickly pear 
At five o'clock in the morning. 


Between the idea 
And the reality 
Between the motion 
And the act? 
Falls the Shadow 
For Thine is the Kingdom" 


Between the conception 
And the creation 
Between the emotion 
And the response 
Falls the Shadow 
Life is very long" 


Between the desire 
And the spasm 
Between the potency” 
And the existence 


7. star. . . rose: The star and the rose are 
traditional symbols for Christ and the Virgin Mary. 
Dante described Paradise as a ‘‘multifoliate rose”—a 
rose with many leaves. 

8. Here... pear: version of a well-known nursery 
rhyme; prickly pear is a desert cactus. 

9. Between. . . act: reference to Julius Caesar, 
Act II, Scene i, 63-65: “Between the acting of a 
dreadful thing/And the first motion, all the interim 
is/Like a phantasma or a hideous dream.” 

10. For. . . Kingdom: These words come from the 
ending of the Lord’s Prayer. 

11. Life. . . long: quotation from another Joseph 
Conrad novel, An Outcast of the Islands; these 
words are spoken to a character who, like Kurtz, is 
“hollow.” 

12. potency: power; in this case, to procreate. 


Between the essence 
And the descent 


90 Falls the Shadow 


For Thine is the Kingdom 
For Thine is 
Life is 
For Thine is the 


95 This is the way the world ends 


a 


This is the way the world ends 
This is the way the world ends 
Not with a bang but a whimper. 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


NMRA ee on INR EMER Pt 


Preludes 


Recalling 


1, 


2. 


List five specific images of evening and morn- 
ing presented in sections 1 and 2. 

In section 3 what does the person described 
by the speaker see? What does night reveal to 
this person, according to lines 26-28? 


_ In section 4 what does the speaker find mov- 


ing? To what does the speaker compare the 
revolving worlds? 


Interpreting 


4. 


What is the mood of “Preludes”? Choose four 
images, one in each section, and explain how 
each of them conveys this mood. 


. Is the laughter referred to in line 52 good or 


bad? How do you know? Describe the vision of 
the universe that the poem ends with. 


. What images in the poem might be particularly 


associated with twentieth-century existence? 
Point out the aspects of modern life that Eliot 
emphasizes most. Summarize the view of 
modern life that the poem expresses. 


Extending 


7. 


Do you think this poem paints an accurate pic- 
ture of modern life? If not, what alternative im- 
ages would you offer? 


The Hollow Men 
Recalling 


tl: 


What words and phrases do the hollow men 
use to describe their heads and voices in 
part 1? 

List four images of ‘‘death’s dream kingdom” 
in part 2. What disguise does the hollow man 
want to wear in this place? 


. What adjectives describe the land of the hol- 


low men in part 3? 

What four lines are repeated throughout part 
5? How does the world end, according to line 
95? 


Interpreting 


5. 


6. 


. What 


Describe the life of the hollow men. What do 
they seem to lack? 

Lines 13-14 refer to those who have had 
faith, led good lives, and gone to Paradise. In 
what ways are the hollow men different from 
these people? 

do you think Eliot means by the 
Shadow? What effect does the Shadow seem 
to have on human action, according to the 
hollow men? 

Explain how the repetitions in part 5 add to 
the power of the poem. Is it fitting that the 
world of the hollow men ends as it does? 
Why or why not? 
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9. Why do you think Eliot portrays modern peo- 
ple as hollow men? What qualities in modern 
life does Eliot lament in this poem? 


Extending 

10. Do you think the poem is equally applicable 
to our own time as it was to the period after 
World War |? Why or why not? 


LITERARY FOCUS 


Allusion 

An allusion is a reference in a work to some- 
thing outside the work, usually to another piece of 
literature or to a well-known person, place, or 
event from history, religion, or mythology. Writers 
who use allusions do not often explain or elabo- 
rate on such references, because they expect 
their audiences to recognize the sources to which 
they refer. The most common sources of allusions 
are the Bible and the Greek and Roman myths. 

An allusion serves as a kind of shorthand ref- 
erence to a larger picture or idea, thereby adding 
to the meaning of a work. It can also widen the 
scope of a work to include other historical periods 
and cultures. 

T. S. Eliot relies heavily on allusions to add 
depth, create surprise, point out contrasts, or 
make his modern subjects universal in scope. His 
allusions come from many different sources, often 
patching together such diverse materials as the 
Bible, works of literature, myths, and even nurs- 
ery rhymes and popular jingles. By referring to 
many different historical periods, types of works, 
styles of speech, and even languages, Eliot cre- 
ates a complex and varying tone in his own 
works. Eliot’s special use of allusions often cre- 
ates a picture of modern life as a kind of grab 
bag full of broken fragments of the past, with no 
wholeness or order of its own. 


Thinking About Allusion 

1. What lines in “The Hollow Men” contain allu- 
sions? From what kinds of sources (biblical, 
historical, literary, and so on) does Eliot draw 
these allusions? 

2. What is the effect of the allusions in part 5 of 
“The Hollow Men”? In the poem as a whole? 
Explain how these allusions add to the depth 
and impact of the poem. 
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VIEWPOINT 


According to the modern American author Del- 
more Schwartz, the poetry of T. S. Eliot 


has a direct relationship to modern life. The 
width and the height and the depth of mod- 
ern life are exhibited in his poetry; the ag- 
ony and the horror of modern life are rep- 
resented as inevitable to any human being 
who does not wish to deceive himself with 
systematic lies. 

—Literary Modernism 


What evidence of ‘the agony and the horror of 
modern life’ can you find in ‘Preludes’? 
Where in the poem does Eliot suggest the idea 
of inevitability? Are there any hints of hope in 
the poem, and if so, where? 


COMPOSITION 


Writing About Tone 

& The tone of a work is the attitude its author ex- 
presses toward his or her subject. In a brief 
essay analyze the tone of “Preludes.” First 
identify the emotion or emotions the poem con- 
veys, explaining how Eliot’s choices of words 
and images create this tone. Then point out 
any changes in the tone, and explain how 
these changes reveal the poem’s meaning. 


Writing a Collage Poem 

& Write a free-verse poem that is a stream of re- 
lated images. These images do not need to be 
connected into a single story or scene. How- 
ever, they should be vivid and concrete, as_ | 
Eliot's are in “Preludes,” and they should 
eventually add up to a dominant impression, | 
conveying a definite emotion of some kind. 


COMPARING WRITERS 


1. What symbols do Yeats and Eliot use in their 
poetry to represent modern life? What overall 
view of modern life does each poet express? 

2. Yeats and Eliot both attempted to show the re- 
lationship between their time and universal hu- 
man problems. Compare each poet’s use of 
symbolism, allusion, and other techniques to 
add a universal dimension to his poetry. 


eee oT 
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Siegfried Sassoon _ 1886-1967 


Siegfried Sassoon is chiefly known as one of the poets who voiced 
their generation’s anger over the futility and suffering of World War 
I. Born to a wealthy and prominent family, Sassoon spent his youth 
living the life of an English country gentleman. After leaving school 
he moved to London, where he published several slim volumes of 
verse celebrating the beauties of nature and English country life. At 
this stage his work was typical of the so-called Georgian poets, 
whose pastoral, patriotic poems were published between 1911 and 
1922, during the early part of the reign of King George V. 
However, Sassoon’s poetry changed drastically after he entered the 
British Army to fight in World War I. His battle experiences made 
him bitter and angry about the horrors of war. After the war ended, 
Sassoon worked as the literary editor of a newspaper and continued 
to write poetry. In addition to poetry, Sassoon wrote stories and 
novels, and his later works include memoirs, satire, meditations, 
and love lyrics. His Collected Poems was finally published in 1947. 
Sassoon’s poem “Everyone Sang” does not directly describe the 
fighting and suffering on the western front, but it does concern 
World War I. Sassoon wrote the poem in response to the welcome 
news of the armistice on November 11, 1918, when people all over 
the world rejoiced that the “war to end all wars” was finally over. 


Siegfried Sassoon 


Everyone Sang 


Everyone suddenly burst out singing; 

And I was filled with such delight 

As prisoned birds must find in freedom, 

Winging wildly across the white 

Orchards and dark green fields; 
on—on—and out of sight. 


Everyone’s voice was suddenly lifted; 
And beauty came like the setting sun: 
My heart was shaken with tears; and horror 
Drifted away . . . O, but Everyone 
Was a bird; and the song was wordless; 
the singing will never be done. 


Siegfried Sassoon 547 


Rupert Brooke = 1887-1915 


Rupert Brooke was handsome, charming, intelligent, privileged, and 
beloved—a “golden young Apollo,” as one of his friends described 
him. Because of his early, tragic death in World War I, he has 
remained that golden young poet forever, and it is partly because of 
his early death that his reputation as a poet survives. 

Brooke began to write for pleasure at an early age and won a 
prize for his verse while still in school. Popular and energetic, he 
played football and cricket and edited the school magazine. His early 
published poems are associated with Georgian poetry: traditional 
verse that sings of country life and patriotic ideals—a kind of poetry 
in keeping with Brooke’s happy, sheltered youth. 

In his mid-twenties Brooke left his native England to travel 
extensively in Europe, America, and the South Seas. It was in Tahiti 
in 1913 that he wrote some of his most famous poems. 

He returned to England and. enlisted in the wartime navy. During 
the last year of his life, he wrote his series of war sonnets, which 
are traditional, formal, and patriotic in tone. “The Soldier” is the 
most famous of these poems. Unlike so many of his contemporaries, 
Brooke never wrote angry or bitter descriptions of battle, possibly 
because he spent so little time in the trenches. He died on his way 
to battle: While traveling to Turkey, he was stricken with blood 
poisoning and died on a Greek island. Ironically, his death brought 
him almost immediate fame as both a poet and a symbol of innocent | 
youth struck down by war. 
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Rupert Brooke 


The Soldier 


If I should die, think only this of me: 
That there’s some corner of a foreign field 
That is for ever England, There shall be 
In that rich earth a richer dust concealed; 
5 A dust whom England bore, shaped, made aware, 
Gave, once, her flowers to love, her ways to roam, 
A body of England’s, breathing English air, 
Washed by the rivers, blessed by suns of home. 


And think, this heart, all evil shed away, 
A pulse in the eternal mind, no less 
Gives somewhere back the thoughts by England given; 
Her sights and sounds; dreams happy as her day; 
And laughter, learned of friends; and gentleness, 
In hearts at peace, under an English heaven. 


Stephen Spender — bom 1909 


For over fifty years Stephen Spender has remained a prominent voice 
among British authors. The son of a journalist and Oxford lecturer, 
he showed an early interest in literature. The year before he entered 
Oxford he began his own printing press, printing up a volume of his 
own poems along with a batch of chemical labels. While still in 
college, he published a second volume of poems and became 
associated with a small circle of poets led by W. H. Auden. 

The publication in 1933 of his Poems firmly established Spender’s 
place among a circle of poets that included Auden, Louis MacNeice, 
and Cecil Day Lewis. These poets had all been deeply affected by 
World War I. They blamed the decline of England in the 1920s and 
1930s on the loss of faith in humanity and the social order as a 
result of the war. The work of these poets reflected the economic 
and political turbulence of the 1930s: the worldwide Depression, the 
rise of fascism and Nazism, and the Spanish civil war. However, 
unlike Eliot, they did not condemn modern society or regard social 
injustice as evidence of civilization’s collapse. Instead they chose 
positive protest, political involvement, and artistic expression as 
healthy ways of confronting an ailing world. 

Spender has had a varied career. He has taught at several British 
and American universities and edited the artistic magazines 
Encounter and Horizon. He has remained active in literary circles, 
writing criticism, short stories, and a novel in addition to poetry. 
Among his recent work is The Thirties and After: Poetry, Politics, 
People, 1933-1970 (1979). 

Spender’s poetry is somewhat more romantic and direct in its 
tone than that of the other poets in his circle. His work is less satiric 
and more lyrical than Auden’s, more personal than MacNeice’s. In 
addition, Spender did more than the others to turn the machine and 
the technological society it eventually produced into legitimate 
subjects for poetry. “I Think Continually of the Truly Great,” 
however, draws much of its impact from Spender’s intensely lyrical 
use of nature images. 
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Stephen Spender 


I Think Continually of Those 
Who Were Truly Great 


I think continually of those who were truly great. 

Who, from the womb, remembered the soul’s history 
Through corridors of light where the hours are suns, 
Endless and singing. Whose lovely ambition 

Was that their lips, still touched with fire, 

Should tell of the Spirit, clothed from head to foot in song. 
And who hoarded from the Spring branches 

The desires falling across their bodies like blossoms. 


What is precious, is never to forget 

The essential delight of the blood drawn from ageless springs 
Breaking through rocks in worlds before our earth. 

Never to deny its pleasure in the simple morning light 

Nor its grave evening demand for love. 

Never to allow gradually the traffic to smother 

With noise and fog, the flowering of the Spirit. 


Near the snow, near the sun, in the highest fields, 

See how these names are feted' by the waving grass 

And by the streamers of white cloud 

And whispers of wind in the listening sky. 

The names of those who in their lives fought for life, 

Who wore at their hearts the fire’s center. 

Born of the sun, they traveled a short while toward the sun 
And left the vivid air signed with their honor. 


1. feted [fat’ad]: honored or commemorated with a fete, or celebration. 
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STUDY QUESTIONS 


Everyone Sang (Sassoon) 


Recalling 

1. What does the speaker feel when everyone 
bursts out singing? To what does he compare 
this feeling? 

2. In the second stanza what happens to the 
speaker’s heart? What “Drifted away’? 

3. How long will the singing last, according to 
line 10? 


Interpreting 

4. Why is everyone singing? Explain why the 
simile in the first stanza is appropriate to the 
situation in the poem. 

5. In the second stanza why might beauty come 
like the “setting” rather than rising sun? 

6. What different emotions does the speaker ex- 
press from the beginning to the end of the 
poem? What causes his emotions to change? 


Extending 

7. Why might we be powerfully moved when a 
large group of people suddenly respond in uni- 
son to something? Can you think of instances 
when such a response is exhilarating? When it 
is frightening? 


The Soldier (Brooke) 


Recalling 

1. What does the speaker want people to think of 
him if he should die? 

2. According to lines 5-8, what did England do 
for the speaker? 

3. What will his heart become? What sorts of 
thoughts will his heart give back? 


Interpreting 

4. What is the speaker's attitude toward Eng- 
land? What words and images in the poem 
convey this emotion? 

5. What is the speaker’s attitude toward death? 
In what sense can life win out over death? 

6. In what ways is ‘The Soldier” more than sim- 
ply an English soldier's poem about his home- 
land? What might be its more universal theme 
and appeal? 


Extending 

7. How would you define the word patriot? What 
different meanings might the word have for dif- 
ferent people? 
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1 Think Continually . . . (Spender) 


Recalling 

1. What is the ambition of the “truly great’? 

2. According to the second stanza, what things 
should not be forgotten? What should not be 
denied? What should not be allowed to happen? 

3. According to lines 22-23, of what were the 
truly great born, and what did they do? 

4. Point out five nature images in lines 8-19. 


Interpreting 

5. Describe the personal qualities of the “truly 
great.” What does Spender mean when he 
says that great people “fought for life’? 

6. Why do you think Spender describes these 
special people with terms like Spirit, fire, and 
the sun? 

7. Why might Spender turn to nature for imagery 
to salute great human beings? 


COMPOSITION (Brooke) 
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Writing About a Quotation 

#£ Discuss the meaning of the lines ‘That there’s 
some corner of a foreign field / That is for ever 
England.” First explain the specific meaning of 
these lines at the point at which they occur in 
“The Soldier.’ Then explain the significance of 
the lines in relation to the overall meaning of 
the poem. For help with this assignment, refer 
to Lesson 5 in the Writing About Literature 
Handbook at the back of this book. 


Writing a Poem About a Person 

In a short poem list and describe those char- 
acteristic articles that you might place in a time 
capsule to represent yourself or some famous 
person for all time. 


COMPARING WRITERS 
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1. What similarities in outlook can you find in the 
poems of Sassoon, Brooke, and Spender? Are 
their poems positive, neutral, or negative in 
their descriptions of human life? 

2. All three poets use nature imagery in describ- 
ing human affairs and problems. In at least 
two of these poems, relate the feelings evoked 
by these images of nature. What differences 
can you detect in each poet’s view of nature? 


Louis MacNeice —= 1907-1963 


Louis MacNeice was a member of the group of English poets that 
included Stephen Spender, W. H. Auden, and Cecil Day Lewis. He 
has come to be regarded as one of the most original and least 
typical writers in this group. 

The son of a Protestant bishop, MacNeice was born and reared in 
Belfast, Ireland. After graduating from Oxford, he taught at several 
universities, combining his teaching career with a heavy writing 
schedule. From serious poetry he branched out into writing light 
verse, Criticism, poetic drama, and travel literature. MacNeice and his 
friend and fellow poet W. H. Auden collaborated in recording their 
observations and feelings during a trip to Iceland in Letters from 
Iceland (1937), a mixture of poetry and prose. 

During the 1940s MacNeice worked for the British Broadcasting 
Corporation as a producer and feature writer, changing jobs in 1950 
to direct the British Institute in Athens. He also continued to teach 
from time to time, always leaving time for his two greatest 
passions—writing and tennis. 

Although MacNeice’s early association with Auden, Spender, and 
other poets of the 1930s is important, his work deviated from theirs 
in some significant ways. While the others believed that poetry truly 
could change the world, MacNeice was more cautious about poetry's 
impact on society. He saw the poet not as an engineer of social 
change but rather as an entertainer, a commentator, a broadcaster of 
the truth, whose message was made up of both fact and emotion. His 
poetry was less political and more literary than that of his associates, 
and his style was often colloquial, or drawn from everyday speech. 

During World War II MacNeice’s poetry darkened and became 
more introspective and philosophical than his earlier work. However, 
his later poems regained the lyricism for which he is now known 
and which is demonstrated in “The Park.” 
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Louis MacNeice 


The Park 


Through a glass greenly’ men as trees walking* 
Led by their dogs, trees as torrents 
Loosed by the thaw, tulips as shriekmarks 
(Yelps of delight), lovers as coracles® 
Riding the rapids: Spring as a spring 
Releasing the jack-in-a-box of a fanfare. 


Urban enclave* of lawns and water, 
Lacquered ducks and young men sculling,” 
Children who never had seen the country 
Believing it this while those who had once 
Known real country ignore the void 

Their present imposes, their past exposes. 


South and east lie the yellowed terraces 

Grandiose, jerrybuilt,° ghosts of gracious 

Living, and north those different terraces 

Where great white bears with extensile’ 
necks, 

Convicted sentries, lope their beat, 

No rest for their paws till the day they die. 


Fossils of flesh, fossils of stucco: 

Between them the carefully labeled flower 

beds 

And the litter baskets, but also between 
them 

Through a grille gaily men as music 

Forcing the spring to loose the lid, 

To break the bars, to find the world. 


1. Through . . . greenly: a playful version of the 
Biblical quotation ‘We see through a glass, darkly” (1 
Corinthians, 13:12). 

2. men. . . walking: a reference to the New 
Testament episode in which Jesus cured a blind man, 
who then said that he saw ‘men as trees walking.” 

3. coracles [kér’9 kalz]: small boats made with wicker 
frames covered with hides. 

4. enclave: self-contained unit within a foreign 
community. 

5. sculling: rowing with large oars. 

6. jerrybuilt: cheaply or hastily made. 

7. extensile: able to be extended or stretched. 
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Robert Graves 1895-1985 


Robert Graves was one of the most prolific writers in the twentieth 
century. He is famous as a scholar and novelist as well as a poet, 
and his varied literary output of over one hundred books includes 
biographical and autobiographical works, translations, works of 
literary criticism, and studies of such subjects as anthropology and 
psychology. 

Graves was born in Wimbledon, England; his father was a poet 
with a passion for Irish folklore. In 1914 Graves left school to enlist 
in the Royal Welsh Fusiliers, serving alongside Siegfried Sassoon. 
Badly wounded early in the war, Graves began writing poetry during 
his recovery. In 1916 his first two volumes of poetry, Over the 
Brazier and Goliath and David, established his reputation as an 
antiwar poet. After the war Graves married, resumed his education at 
Oxford, and later pursued his interests in writing, scholarship, and 
teaching. Although he taught at Oxford for many years, he did not 
always live in England. As a young man, he taught in Cairo, Egypt, 
and in more recent years he made his home in Majorca [ma yér’ka], 
an island off the coast of Spain. 

Graves’s work is a mixture of the traditional and the modern, of 
traditional forms and modern sensibilities. Even his historical novels, 
which are based on ancient history and myth and include the 
popular works J, Claudius and Claudius, the God, use the idiom of 
the twentieth century. Graves’s earliest poetry reflects the traditional 
style of the Georgian poets. As he developed as a poet, his subject 
matter shifted first to philosophy and later to personal and romantic 
relationships. Regardless of period, however, all of his best poems 
combine irony and sensitivity with a smoothly lyrical style. As he says 
of his own poetic standards, “My minimum requirement of a poem is 
that it should make prose sense as well as poetic sense,” a rule that 
he obeys in “Song: Sullen Moods.” 
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Robert Graves 


Song: Sullen Moods 


Love, never count your labor lost 
Though I turn sullen or retired 

Even at your side; my thought is crossed 
With fancies by no evil fired. 


And when I answer you, some days, 
Vaguely and wildly, never fear 

That my love walks forbidden ways, 
Snapping the ties that hold it here. 


If I speak gruffly, this mood is 
Mere indignation at my own 

Shortcomings, plagues, uncertainties: 
I forget the gentler tone. 


You, now that you have come to be 
My one beginning, prime and end, 
I count at last as wholly me, 
Lover no longer nor yet friend. 


Help me to see you as before 
When overwhelmed and dead, almost, 
I stumbled on that secret door 
Which saves the live man from the ghost. 


Be once again the distant light, 
Promise of glory, not yet known 

In full perfection—wasted quite 
When on my imperfection thrown. 


STUDY QUESTIONS 
The Park (MacNeice) 


Recalling 

1. In the first stanza to what does MacNeice 
compare the men walking in the park? List 
three other comparisons that MacNeice makes 
in this stanza. 

2, What term in tine 7 describes the park? What 
do the children in lines 9-10 believe the park 
to be? What must be ignored by the people 

: mentioned in lines 10-12? 

. 3. For what three reasons are the men in the 
| park “forcing the spring,” according to lines 
| 23-24? 


Interpreting 

4, What conflict is expressed in the image of 
“Lacquered ducks” in line 8? What might this 
image have in common with the images of the 
bears in the zoo and the ‘carefully labeled 
flower beds” in line 20? 

5, What do you think MacNeice means by the 
word void in line 11? Is the park part of the 
void or a refuge from it? Defend your answer. 

6. To what is the park superior? To what is it in- 
ferior? By the end of the poem, does the park 
seem more a positive place or a negative 
place? Why? 

. What is MacNeice saying about the relation- 
ship between the works of human beings and 

the works of nature? 


~~ 


| Extending 

8. What needs does a park satisfy for people 
who live in a city? How important do you think 
such needs are to the quality of human life? 


Song: Sullen Moods (Graves) 


Recalling 

{, In line 7 what does the speaker say his love 

| should never fear? What explanation does the 
speaker give in the third stanza for his own 
gruffness? 

2, Inthe fourth stanza what does the speaker say 


his love has now come to be? 
3. In the last stanza what does the speaker ask 
his love to become again? 


Interpreting 

4. Restate in your own words the various re- 
quests, stated or implied, that the speaker 
makes of his love in the first three stanzas. 
What do these requests show about the 
speaker’s attitude toward his love and toward 
himself? 

5. What view of love does the fourth stanza sug- 
gest? 

6. In what ways is the speaker’s former feeling 
for his love different from his present feeling? 
Why do you think he now wants to see his 
love as he saw her before? 


Extending 
7. Why do you think people often take those they 
love for granted? 


COMPOSITION (MacNeice) 


A NEI EN 


Writing About a Symbol 

f Discuss MacNeice’s use of the bears as a 
symbol in “The Park.” Begin by explaining the 
symbolic meaning of the bears when they first 
appear in the third stanza. Then discuss the 
significance of the bears to the poem as a 
whole, showing how MacNeice uses the bears 
to help reveal the theme of “The Park.” For 
help with this assignment, refer to Lesson 5 in 
the Writing About Literature Handbook at the 
back of this book. 


Writing with Imagery 

fi Write either a pair of stanzas or a pair of par- 
agraphs in which you use contrasting images. 
Your first stanza or paragraph should use im- 
agery from nature to describe an industrial or 
mechanical object or scene (for example, a 
lawn mower, an assembly line, a traffic jam). 
Your second stanza or paragraph should use 
technological imagery to describe an animal, a 
plant, or a scene from the natural world. 
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W. H. Auden — 1907-1973 


After Yeats and Eliot, Wystan Hugh Auden is the most influential 
English poet in the modern period. Auden spent the first thirty-two 
years of his life in England and most of the remainder in the United 
States. Like T. S. Eliot, whose life followed the opposite pattern, 
Auden is often regarded as both an English and an American writer. 

The young Auden had no particular literary ambitions; his father 
was a respected physician, his mother a nurse, and Auden himself 
originally planned to become a mining engineer. Auden studied at 
Oxford University, where he became the leader of the group that 
included Stephen Spender, Louis MacNeice, and Cecil Day Lewis. He 
shared their disenchantment with the modern world as well as their 
determination to provide political and poetic alternatives to its ills. In 
1928 Spender published twenty-six of Auden’s poems, and in that 
same year Auden went to Germany to study politics and psychology. 

During the 1930s Auden was something of a romantic radical who 
delighted in shocking both readers and friends with his language and 
opinions; by his own admission he loved to show off. However, his 
life and his work became more subdued after 1940. In 1937 he 
married the daughter of German novelist Thomas Mann so that she 
could leave Nazi Germany. In that same year Auden also set off to 
aid the Loyalists in the Spanish civil war. On returning to England, 
he received the King’s Poetry Medal. Perhaps the greatest change in 
Auden’s work came from his return to the practice of Christianity. 

In 1939 Auden moved to the United States, giving frequent 
lectures at American universities. Seven years after his arrival in 
America, he became a U.S. citizen, and the following year he won 
the Pulitzer Prize. In addition to poetry, Auden wrote drama, 
criticism, blues music, musical librettos, and nonsense verse. Among 
his best-known works are On This Island (1937), For the Time Being 
(1944), and The Age of Anxiety (1947), 

Auden’s early work was somewhat obscure. His language was 
difficult, his symbolism borrowed, and his subject matter primarily 
that of a world rushing toward disaster. As his poetic career 
progressed, however, his poems became clearer and less angry. His 
work shows the influence of Eliot, Yeats, German poetry, and 
German cabaret lyrics, which lent a dark wit and potential violence 
to his poetry. As his friend Stephen Spender once said, Auden’s 
poetry has a “vitality, an explosive violence that leaves his 
contemporaries dazed.” Still, above the impulse to shock and show 
off, Auden’s work preserved a strict morality, a vision of humanity's 
responsibility to create a more humane world. 

W. B. Yeats died in January, 1939. Nine months later World War 
Il erupted in Europe. Soon after, Auden wrote this tribute, 
reflecting also on the state of the world Yeats had left behind. 
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W. H. Auden 


In Memory of W. B. Yeats 


1 


He disappeared in the dead of winter: 

The brooks were frozen, the airports almost deserted, 
And snow disfigured the public statues; 

The mercury sank in the mouth of the dying day. 

O all the instruments agree 

The day of his death was a dark cold day. 


Far from his illness 

The wolves ran on through the evergreen forests, 

The peasant river was untempted by the fashionable quays;' 
By mourning tongues 

The death of the poet was kept from his poems. 


But for him it was his last afternoon as himself, 

An afternoon of nurses and rumors; 

The provinces of his body revolted, 

The squares of his mind were empty, 

Silence invaded the suburbs, 

The current of his feeling failed: he became his admirers. 


Now he is scattered among a hundred cities 

And wholly given over to unfamiliar affections; 

To find his happiness in another kind of wood 

And be punished under a foreign code of conscience. 
The words of a dead man 

Are modified in the guts of the living. 


But in the importance and noise of tomorrow 


5 When the brokers are roaring like beasts on the floor of the 


Bourse,” 
And the poor have the sufferings to which they are fairly 
accustomed, 
And each in the cell of himself is almost convinced of his freedom; 
A few thousand will think of this day 
As one thinks of a day when one did something slightly unusual. 


) O all the instruments agree 


The day of his death was a dark cold day. 


1. quays [kéz]: loading docks or banks beside a waterway. 
2. Bourse [boors]: the Paris Stock Exchange. 
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2 Time that with this strange excuse 
You were silly like us: your gift survived 55 Pardoned Kipling and his views,” 
it all; And will pardon Paul Claudel,* 
The parish of rich women, physical decay, Pardons him for writing well. 
Yourself; mad Ireland hurt you into 
poetry. In the nightmare of the dark 
35 Now Ireland has her madness and her All the dogs of Europe bark, 
weather still, 60 And the living nations wait, 
For poetry makes nothing happen: Each sequestered” in its hate; 
it survives 
In the valley of its saying where Intellectual disgrace 
executives Stares from every human face, 
Would never want to tamper; it flows And the seas of pity lie 
south 65 Locked and frozen in each eye. 
From ranches of isolation and the busy 
griefs, Follow, poet, follow right 
40 Raw towns that we believe and die in; To the bottom of the night, 
it survives, With your unconstraining voice 
A way of happening, a mouth. Still persuade us to rejoice; 
3 70 With the farming of a verse 
Earth, receive an honored guest; Make a vineyard of the curse, 
William Yeats is laid to rest: Sing of human unsuccess 
Let the Irish vessel lie In a rapture of distress; 
45 Emptied of its poetry. 
In the deserts of the heart 
Time that is intolerant 75 Let the healing fountain start, 


Of the brave and innocent, 
And indifferent in a week 
To a beautiful physique, 


In the prison of his days 
Teach the free man how to praise. 


3. Kipling . . . views: English writer Rudyard 


: ‘ Kipling (1865-1936) was criticized for supporting 
50 Worships language and forgives imperialism. 


4. pardon Paul Claudel [kld del’ ]: French poet, 
dramatist, and statesman Paul Claudel (1868-1955) 
was attacked for his antidemocratic views, which 
Yeats to some extent shared. 

5. sequestered: set apart. Lines 60-61 refer to 
World War II, then in progress. 


Everyone by whom it lives; 
Pardons cowardice, conceit, 
Lays its honors at their feet. 
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STUDY QUESTIONS 


se se RPA 


Recalling 

1. What happens to the words of the dead, ac- 
cording to lines 22-23? 

2, What of Yeats survived, according to line 32? 
What various things did it survive? 

3. What three things does time care nothing 
about? What does time worship, and whom 
does it forgive? 

4. List the six requests that Auden makes of the 

' dead Yeats in the last three stanzas. 


As a literary device, paradox can serve many 
functions. It can attract attention to a difficult idea 
and persuade readers to accept it. Paradox can 
also dramatize the fact that experience is full of 
apparent contradictions. 

Sometimes paradox is one literary technique 
among many used in a poem; at other times, 
however, paradox can be the basis for an entire 
poem. The seventeenth-century poet John Donne, 
for example, is famous for his frequent and ex- 
tended use of paradox. Modern poets—Auden 
among them—also find paradox a particularly apt 
way of expressing the contradictions of their own 


Interpretin 
P 9 time. 


5. What, according to this poem, are the various 
differences between Yeats’s life and his po- Thinking About Paradox 
etry? Between any poet's life and his or her 4, Point out the paradoxes in the lines “Sing of 


poetry? 

6. When Auden says in line 36 that ‘poetry 
makes nothing happen,” what things is he ac- 
tually talking about? What can poetry do, ac- 
cording to this poem? 


human unsuccess/I!n a rapture of distress.” 
What truth might lie behind those apparent 
contradictions? Find two other seeming contra- 
dictions in the last twelve lines of the poem, 
and explain them as well. 


7. Explain how Auden’s references to world af- 2. Would you have preferred these lines if they 
fairs are related to his views on poetry. had been more straightforward and less para- 
Extending doxical? Why or why not? 
8. What do you think is the value of poetry? Can 
poetry make the world better in any way? COMPOSITION 


‘sonic rental mea RAN IRE ama 


Writing About Sound in a Poem 

&! Write an essay about the effect of sound in Au- 
den’s “In Memory of W. B. Yeats.” Using ex- 
amples, describe the change in the poem's 
rhythm and rhyme that occurs in section 3. 
Then explain how this change affects the emo- 
tional impact of the poem. 


LITERARY FOCUS 


Paradox 

A paradox is a statement or situation that at 
first seems impossible or self-contradictory but 
may be true in fact or in a figurative sense. For 
example, Wordsworth’s metaphor ‘‘the child is fa- 
ther to the man” is a paradox that expresses a 
figurative truth about the relationship between a 
child’s imagination and that of the adult he be- 
comes. The word paradox comes from a Greek 
expression meaning “contrary to popular opinion 
or expectation.” 


Writing a Poem of Tribute 

@ Write a short poem in which you pay tribute to 
someone whom you admire. Be sure to include 
that person’s character traits as well as his or 
her achievements and effect on you. 
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In “Musée des Beaux Arts” Auden uses the work of the great 
painters—the “Old Masters’—as a backdrop for comments about 
human nature. In particular, he refers to “The Fall of Icarus,” a 
work by the sixteenth-century Flemish painter Pieter Brueghel 
(broo’gal]. Icarus is a figure from Greek mythology who tried to fly 
but fell to his death when his man-made wings melted in the sun. 


W. H. Auden 


Musée des Beaux Arts 


About suffering they were never wrong, 
The Old Masters: how well they understood 
Its human position; how it takes place 
While someone else is eating or opening a window or just 
walking dully along; 
5 How, when the aged are reverently, passionately waiting 
For the miraculous birth, there always must be 
Children who did not specially want it to happen, skating 
On a pond at the edge of the wood: 
They never forgot 
10 That even the dreadful martyrdom must run its course 
Anyhow in a corner, some untidy spot 
Where the dogs go on with their doggy life and the torturer’s 
horse 
Scratches its innocent behind on a tree. 


In Brueghel’s Icarus, for instance: how everything turns away 
15 Quite leisurely from the disaster; the ploughman may 

Have heard the splash, the forsaken cry, 

But for him it was not an important failure; the sun shone 

As it had to on the white legs disappearing into the green 

Water; and the expensive delicate ship that must have seen 
20 Something amazing, a boy falling out of the sky, 

Had somewhere to get to and sailed calmly on. 


Opposite page: The Fall of Icarus, Pieter 
Brueghel the Elder, sixteenth century. 
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STUDY QUESTIONS 


Recalling 

1. What, according to lines 3-4, did the Old 
Masters understand about suffering? 

2. What disaster occurs in the second stanza? 

3. How does “everything” react to this disaster? 
Give two of the examples of such behavior 
listed in that stanza. 


Interpreting 

4, What is the place of suffering, miraculous 
birth, and martyrdom within human affairs? 

5. What contrast can you see between expres- 
sions like ‘doggy life” and ‘forsaken cry’? Re- 
late this contrast in Auden’s diction to the two 
views of life he presents in this poem. 

6. Does Auden sympathize with or condemn the 
behavior he describes? How do you know? 


Extending 

7, Explain why people often react as they do in 
this poem. Do you think these reactions show 
human nature in a positive or negative light? 


VIEWPOINT 


The speaker of a ‘typical’ Auden poem often 
views human experience with an overseeing eye. 
According to critic Richard Hoggart, the best pic- 
ture of Auden’s writing would portray 


a landscape and a wanderer. ... The 
Wanderer ... is physically isolated and 
surveys from a great height the interesting 
but muddled life of those below; he can see 
a possible order in the muddle which they 
do not see, and he would like to help it 
emerge. He is detached and slightly clinical. 
He is compassionate but also rather coldly 
reformative. 

—Auden, A Collection of Critical Essays 


In what ways does the speaker in ‘‘Musee des 
Beaux Arts” seem isolated high above those 
he describes? What overall order does he see 
in these events? At what points in the poem 
does the speaker seem compassionate? 
Clinical? 
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Dylan Thomas = 1914-1953 


Dylan Thomas’ ardent romanticism and passion for language have 
made him one of the most popular poets in the twentieth century. 
Thomas was born in South Wales, where he was formally educated 
only through grammar school. He knew as a young boy that he 
wanted to be a writer, and he vigorously read and wrote throughout 
his youth. By the age of twenty, he had published his first volume of 
poetry, Eighteen Poems, for which he received instant critical acclaim. 
After serving as an antiaircraft gunner during World War II, Thomas 
became a commentator on poetry for the British Broadcasting 
Corporation. 

In 1949 he began visiting the United States for poetry-reading 
tours; he quickly became a celebrity on American college campuses, 
developing a reputation as one of the best performers of poetry in 
modern times. Between these visits Thomas would return to his wife 
and children in the Welsh village of Laugharne, where his personal 
life was always stormy. While on tour in New York, he died suddenly 
of pneumonia. 

Not long before his death, Thomas’ Collected Poems was 
published, along with his now-famous radio play, Under Milk Wood. 
Besides these works Thomas wrote essays, reminiscences, short 
stories, scripts for documentary films, and one novel. Still, Dylan 
Thomas remains best known for his radiant poetry. Thomas saw 
himself as a modern-day descendant of the English Romantic poets. 
His writing was not intellectual and restrained like that of Eliot; 
unlike Auden, Spender, and their colleagues, he had little interest in 
righting social wrongs. Instead, Thomas was fascinated with the inner 
workings of the mind and enchanted with the potency of language. 

At first glance, many of Thomas’ poems seem to be disorderly, 
overwhelming outpourings of language. However, although the sheer 
sound of words does sometimes overpower sense in his early poetry, 
Thomas’ mature poems are neither dizzy with sound nor chaotic. 
Influenced by the oral tradition of the ancient Welsh bards, Thomas 
wrote unconventional and intensely musical poems, but his work was 
highly disciplined and was often based on elaborate patterns. As 
Thomas himself once said, “ ... a poem of mine is, or should be, a 
watertight section of the stream that is flowing all ways, all warring 
images within it should be reconciled for that small stop of time.” 

Thomas’ Welsh childhood provides material for much of his 
poetry. Other major themes in his work include wartime London, 
religion, his own emotional life, and the relationship of life to death. 
His poems are full of brooding, and in the course of his career they 
became increasingly preoccupied with death. Yet his poetry is often 
intricately laced with wit and hope and above all blazes with the joy 
of using language. 
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Dylan Thomas 


Do Not Go Gentle into 
That Good Night 


Do not go gentle into that good night, 
Old age should burn and rave at close of day; 
Rage, rage against the dying of the light. 


Though wise men at their end know dark is right, 
Because their words had forked no lightning they 
Do not go gentle into that good night. 


Good men, the Jast wave by, crying how bright 
Their frail deeds might have danced in a green bay, 
Rage, rage against the dying of the light. 


Wild men who caught and sang the sun in flight, 
And learn, too late, they grieved it on its way, 
Do not go gentle into that good night. 


Grave men, near death, who see with blinding sight 
Blind eyes could blaze like meteors and be gay, 
5 Rage, rage against the dying of the light. 


And you, my father, there on the sad height, 
Curse, bless, me now with your fierce tears, I pray. 
Do not go gentle into that good night. 

Rage, rage against the dying of the light. 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


Recalling 

1. What does the speaker tell the person he is 
addressing not to do? What does he want that 
person to do instead? 

2. What do wise men know? What do they do in 
spite of this knowledge, and why? 

3. Whom is the speaker addressing? Where is 
this person, according to line 16? 


Interpreting 

4. How would you interpret the words good night 
and the dying of the light? What might dark 
and light symbolize in the poem? 

5. For what reasons might the different men men- 
tioned in the poem refuse to ‘‘go gentle’? 

6. What is actually happening to the person 
whom the speaker addresses? How does the 
speaker feel about it, and how do you know? 

7. Describe the emotional impact of the poem 
and the view of life and death it expresses. 


LITERARY FOCUS 


Villanelle 

The villanelle is a poetic form that consists of 
nineteen lines divided into five three-line stanzas 
called tercets and a final four-line stanza called 
a quatrain. All of the lines in the villanelle use 
only two end rhymes, with the rhyme scheme fol- 
lowing the pattern: aba aba aba aba aba abaa. 
In addition, almost half of the poem is made up 
of repeated lines: Line 1 is repeated in lines 6, 


566 English Literature: The Twentieth Century 


12, and 18, while line 3 is repeated in lines 9, 15, 
and 19. 

This careful and intricate arrangement of lines 
is meant to appear simple and spontaneous. 
Based on an Italian word, villaneilo, which means 
“rural” or “rustic,” the villanelle was invented by 
French poets as a pastoral poem with a light, lyric 
tone. Poets in the nineteenth and twentieth cen- 
turies took up this form and removed the original 
restrictions on its subject matter and tone. Today 
villanelles are written on many different subjects 
in a wide variety of tones. “Do Not Go Gentle into 
That Good Night” is perhaps the most famous 
modern example of the form. 


Thinking About the Villanelle 

1. Does Thomas’ poem exactly follow the formal 
requirements of the villanelle with respect to 
number of lines, repetition, stanza form, and 
rhyme scheme? In what ways is it different 
from the original villanelles? 

2. Explain how the repeated lines add to the 
meaning and emotional impact of this poem. 


COMPARING WRITERS 


1. Referring to at least one of the poems by 
W. H. Auden and by Dylan Thomas that you 
have read, compare the attitudes of these 
poets toward suffering and death. Which 
seems more accepting of suffering and mor- 
tality? 

2. Which poet, Auden or Thomas, touches you 
more? Explain. 


“Fern Hill,” Dylan Thomas’ famous poem about childhood, first 
appeared in 1945 and is considered one of his best works. Written 
during a highly creative, productive year of his life, it captures an 
“Eden-like memory” for all time. The poem is also a fine example 
of Thomas’ characteristic uses of original images, rich symbols, and 
dazzling language. 


Dylan Thomas 


Fern Hill 


Now as I was young and easy under the apple boughs 
About the lilting house and happy as the grass was green, 
The night above the dingle’ starry, 
Time let me hail and climb 
Golden in the heydays’ of his eyes, 
And honored among wagons I was prince of the apple towns 
And once below a time I lordly had the trees and leaves 
Trail with daisies and barley 
Down the rivers of the windfall light. 


And as I was green and carefree, famous among the barns 
About the happy yard and singing as the farm was home, 
In the sun that is young once only, 
Time let me play and be 
Golden in the mercy of his means, 
And green and golden I was huntsman and herdsman, the calves 
Sang to my horn, the foxes on the hills barked clear and cold, 
And the sabbath rang slowly 
In the pebbles of the holy streams. 


All the sun long it was running, it was lovely, the hay 
Fields high as the house, the tunes from the chimneys, it was air 
And playing, lovely and watery 
And fire green as grass. 
And nightly under the simple stars 
As I rode to sleep the owls were bearing the farm away, 


1. dingle: small, wooded valley nestled between steep hills. 
2. heydays: periods of one’s greatest vitality. 
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All the moon long I heard, blessed among stables, the nightjars’ 
Flying with the ricks,* and the horses 
Flashing into the dark. 


And then to awake, and the farm, like a wanderer white 
With the dew, come back, the cock on his shoulder: it was all 
Shining, it was Adam and maiden, 
The sky gathered again 
And the sun grew round that very day. 
So it must have been after the birth of the simple light 
In the first, spinning place, the spellbound horses walking warm 
Out of the whinnying green stable 
On to the fields of praise. 


And honored among foxes and pheasants by the gay house 
Under the new made clouds and happy as the heart was long, 
In the sun born over and over, 
I ran my heedless ways, 
My wishes raced through the house high hay 
And nothing I cared, at my sky blue trades, that time allows 
In all his tuneful turning so few and such morning songs 
Before the children green and golden 
Follow him out of grace, 


Nothing I cared, in the lamb white days, that time would 
take me 
Up to the swallow thronged loft by the shadow of my hand, 
In the moon that is always rising, 
Nor that riding to sleep 
I should hear him fly with the high fields 
And wake to the farm forever fled from the childless land. 
Oh as I was young and easy in the mercy of his means, 
Time held me green and dying 
Though I sang in my chains like the sea. 


3. nightjars: grayish-brown birds that sing at night. 
4. ricks: stacks of hay in the open air. 
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STUDY QUESTIONS 


Recalling 

1. According to lines 10-11, what is the setting 
of the poem? List five details of the setting 
mentioned in the poem. 

2. In the first two stanzas what four things does 
time let the speaker do? List five words that 
the speaker uses to describe himself in these 
stanzas. 

3. In the fifth stanza what does the speaker say 
he cared nothing about? What words does the 
speaker use to describe himself in stanza 6 as 
time held him? 


Interpreting 

4. What mood predominates for most of the 
poem? Point out four or five images, and ex- 
plain how they help to create this mood. 

5. In what way does the mood of the poem shift, 
and what causes this shift? 

6. Why do you think Thomas refers so often to 
the colors green and gold? What do these col- 
ors seem to symbolize in the poem? What 
combination of ideas does he suggest at the 
end, when he says he was “green and dying’? 

7. Of what are children not aware, according to 
the poem? What does the poem seem to be 
saying about childhood? About time? 


Extending 
8. Why do you think time seems to move differ- 
ently for children and for adults? 


LITERARY FOCUS 


Diction 

Diction is another term for word choice. Good 
writers choose their words carefully and precisely 
so that these words express exactly what the 
writer intends. In choosing their words writers are 
mindful of three things in particular: the word’s 
denotation, or dictionary definition, its various 
connotations, or suggested meanings and as- 
sociations, and its sound. When choosing among 
several words with similar denotations, a writer 
can usually sense which word sounds best and 
brings the most appropriate associations into a 
given text. 


Styles change in diction, and what sounds ap- 
propriate to the writers of one century might 
sound barbaric or pompous to the writers of an- 
other time. If Dr. Samuel Johnson (page 289) 
were to visit us, he might be offended by our cas- 
ual way of speaking and writing. We, in turn, 
might find his diction rather stiff and unnatural. 

Individual writers can often be recognized by 
their word choices from one work to the next. 
Some may characteristically prefer plain words of 
one syllable, while others prefer to spangle their 
writing with more colorful or unusual words. Some 
may like to jar their readers with odd combina- 
tions of words, while others write in a seamlessly 
graceful style. Dylan Thomas is one writer whose 
diction is as characteristic and recognizable as 
his signature. For example, in ‘Fern Hill’ notice 
his playful phrase “once below a time” and his 
adverb “lordly” (line 7). 


Thinking About Diction 

1. Find other illustrations of Thomas’ use of un- 
usual or playful diction in “Fern Hill,” and ex- 
plain the effect of these word choices. 

2. Based on your reading of ‘‘Fern Hill,” make up 
a list of qualities you would expect to see in 
the diction of a Dylan Thomas poem. Give ex- 
amples from “Fern Hill.” 


COMPOSITION 


Writing About Poetry 

#2 Explain the meaning of ‘Fern Hill,” and show 
how Thomas uses poetic techniques to illumi- 
nate this meaning. In particular, explain how 
Thomas uses speaker, sound, imagery, and 
figurative language to present his visions of 
childhood and time. Point out the various 
changes in these elements throughout the 
poem, and relate these changes to the poem's 
meaning. For help with this assignment, see 
Lesson 7 in the Writing About Literature Hand- 
book at the back of this book. 


Writing a Poem About Childhood 

f& Write a lyrical, colorful, image-packed poem 
depicting a childhood scene as Thomas has 
done in “Fern Hill.” Your choice of details 
should convey emotion about the subject. 
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Charles Tomlinson — bom 1927 


According to English critic Donald Davie, Charles Tomlinson is the 
“most original and accomplished of all our postwar poets.” However, 
Tomlinson has also been criticized for leaving the human element 
out of his work. 

Born at Staffordshire in England, Tomlinson graduated from 
Cambridge University and took a secretarial job in northern Italy. 
Since that time he has divided his time between writing and 
teaching. He teaches at the University of Bristol and has also been a 
visiting professor at several American universities as well as a 
translator of French, Italian, and German poetry. 

In “Suggestions for the Improvement of a Sunset” Tomlinson 
characteristically focuses on the natural, rather than the human, 
world. Nevertheless, he claims that even in those poems that do not 
contain humans his “theme is relationship.” 


570 English Literature: The Twentieth Century 


Charles Tomlinson 


Suggestions for the 
Improvement of a Sunset 


Darkening the edges of the land, 
Imperceptibly it must drain out colors’ 
Drawing all light into its center. 


Six points of vantage’ provide us with six sunsets. 


5 The sea partakes of the sky. It is less 
Itself than the least pool which, if threatened, 
Prizes lucidity. 


The pond is lime green, an enemy 
Of gold, bearing no change but shadow. 


10 Seen from above, the house would resemble 
A violin, abandoned, and lost in its own darkness; 


Diminished, through the wrong end of a glass, 
A dice ambushed by lowering greens; 


, Accorded its true proportions, 
15 The stone would give back the light 
Which, all day, it has absorbed. 


The afterglow, broken by leaves and windows, 
Confirms green’s triumph’ against yellow. 


1, points of vantage: positions from which something is viewed. 
2. afterglow . . . green’s triumph: I[n the last instant of 
sunset a green flash appears at the rim of the sinking sun. 
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Thom Gunn _— bom 1929 


| Thomson William Gunn is associated with “The Movement” of the 
1950s, which consisted of a group of poets who met at Oxford 

| University and who wrote poems about ordinary life in a deliberately 
conversational style. Born in England, Gunn has spent much of his 
time in the United States. He has studied at both Cambridge and 
Stanford universities and taught at the University of California at 
Berkeley from 1957 to 1966. As he does in “Taylor Street,” Gunn 

| writes poems that anchor ideas in concrete physical details. 


Thom Gunn 


Taylor Street 


The small porch of imitation 
marble is never sunny, but 
outside the front door he 
sits on his kitchen chair facing 
5 the street. In the bent yellowish 
face, from under the brim 
of a floppy brown hat, 
his small eyes watch what 
he is not living. But he 
10 lives what he can: 
watches without a smile, with 
a certain strain, the warmth 
of his big crumpled 
body anxiously cupped 
15 by himself in himself, as 
he leans over himself not 
over the cold railing, un- 
moving but carefully getting 
a little strength from the sight of the 
20 passers-by. He has it 
all planned: he will live 
here morning by morning. 


572 English Literature: The Twentieth Century 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


Suggestions for improvement . . . (Tomlinson) 


Recalling 

1. Of the six “points of vantage” that the speaker 
presents, list the two described in lines 5-9. 

2. From what “point of vantage” would the house 
resemble a violin? From what “point of van- 
tage” would it resemble dice? 

3. List the two “points of vantage’ described in 
the final two stanzas. 

4. What does the “afterglow” confirm? 


Interpreting 

5. In your own words, describe each of the six 
sunsets portrayed in the poem. 

6. What various spatial relationships does the 
speaker experiment with? What color relation- 
ships does the poem establish? 

7. What tone does the title lend the poem? Is it 
possible to improve a sunset? What do the 
speaker's six vantage points actually do? 


Extending 
8. Suggest five more ways of “improving” a sun- 
set. 


Taylor Street (Gunn) 


Recalling 

1. Where is the subject of the poem sitting? Point 
out three of the physical details Gunn uses to 
describe this man. 

2. What, according to lines 8-9, does he watch? 
How does he watch it, according to lines 11— 
18? 

3. What does he get from the passers-by? What 
is his plan for living his life? 


interpreting 

4. In your own words describe the life of the man 
in the poem. What is his attitude toward life? 

5. What is the speaker’s attitude toward the 
man? Does the speaker admire him, pity him, 
ridicule him? How do you know? 

6. What is the significance of the fact that the ti- 
tle of the poem does not mention the man on 

- whom the poem focuses? 

: 7. In what sense might the meaning of the poem 
extend beyond this one man? 


| Extending 
ie Why do you think inactive people often like to 
watch busy city streets? 


LITERARY FOCUS (Gunn) 


Elements of Style in Modern Poetry 

Modern poetry, a term referring to poems 
written since 1914, is as complex and diverse as 
the world that has given rise to it. Unlike earlier 
poets, modern poets recognize no limits on con- 
tent, writing about any subject, no matter how 
seemingly unworthy. 

Modern poetry draws on all types and leveis of 
language. Rather than being confined to tradi- 
tional poetic diction, much modern poetry actually 
uses ‘‘antipoetic” diction: jarring combinations of 
apparently incompatible words. Furthermore, 
modern poetry often replaces strict meter, rhyme, 
and traditional poetic form with the freer rhythms 
of ordinary ‘‘unpoetic’ speech. As a result, the 
line between poetry and prose has become diffi- 
cult to draw, and word placement, line length, and 
other visual effects have become especially im- 
portant in modern poetry. When modern poets do 
use traditional poetic forms such as couplets, 
quatrains, ballads, and sonnets, they usually ring 
unexpected, experimental twists on these old 
forms. In short, modern poets have changed po- 
etry so that it can speak of and to their time. 


Thinking About Modern Poetry 

@ Using specific examples, discuss the ways in 
which “Taylor Street’ represents the tenden- 
cies of modern poetry. Consider in particular 
the poet’s subject matter, diction, imagery, fig- 
urative language, form, and organization. 


COMPOSITION (Tomlinson) 


Writing About Literature and Its Period 

# Write an essay showing how “Suggestions for 
the Improvement of a Sunset” exemplifies the 
poetry of the modern period. Begin by listing 
the most important characteristics of modern 
poetry. Then give examples of these character- 
istics in the poem. For help with this assign- 
ment, see Lesson 10 in the Writing About Lit- 
erature Handbook at the back of this book. 


Writing a Series of Related Poems 

& Write three or four poems, of no more than five 
lines each, presenting different views of the 
same subject. For example, you may vary your 
Spatial perspective, or you may want to de- 
scribe the same thing at different times or from 
the point of view of different speakers. 
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Ted Hughes _ bom 1930 


Ted Hughes is known chiefly for his unflinching portrayal of the 
violence and fierce beauty of the natural world. He spent his 
childhood roaming the farms and moors of his native Yorkshire and 
showed a passion for capturing and studying animals. From the time 
he began to write poetry at fifteen, this fascination with the animal 
world has found its way into his work. 

After serving in the Royal Air Force as a mechanic, Hughes 
attended Cambridge University, where he learned all of the works in 
Yeats’s Collected Poems by heart. His first volume of poetry, Hawk in 
the Rain (1957), brought him instant acclaim—a rare occurrence that 
permitted him to devote the bulk of his time to teaching and writing. 
During the late 1950s Hughes spent several years in the United States 
with his first wife, the American poet Sylvia Plath (who died in 
1963), but since that time he has resided in England. 

Hughes admits that one of the early influences on his writing was 
Dylan Thomas. Although Hughes’s poetry tends to be more compact 
than Thomas’, both poets use urgent rhythms, record a wild inner 
music, and return again and again to the theme of death in life. 
Throughout his poetry Hughes portrays nature as a violent, vivid, 
gripping force. He often focuses on the similarities and differences 4 
between predatory animals and human beings, sympathizing more 
often with the former than with the latter. His creatures are 
powerful, watchful, and spontaneous. Like Aesop, Hughes portrays 
animals in terms that carry messages about human nature. However, 
Hughes’s messages are seldom moralistic, predictable, or reassuring, 
as can be seen in “Hawk Roosting,” one of his most characteristic 
poems. 
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Ted Hughes 


Hawk Koosting 


I sit in the top of the wood, my eyes closed. 
Inaction, no falsifying dream 

Between my hooked head and hooked feet: 
Or in sleep rehearse perfect kills and eat. 


The convenience of the high trees! 
The air’s buoyancy and the sun’s ray 
Are of advantage to me; 


And the earth’s face upward for my inspection. 


My feet are locked upon the rough bark. 
It took the whole of Creation 

To produce my foot, my each feather: 
Now I hold Creation in my foot 


Or fly up, and revolve it all slowly— 

I kill where I please because it is all mine. 
15 There is no sophistry’ in my body: ~ 

My manners are tearing off heads— 


The allotment of death. 
For the one path of my flight is direct 
Through the bones of the living. 

20 No arguments assert my right: 


The sun is behind me. 

Nothing has changed since I began. 
My eye has permitted no change. 

I am going to keep things like this. 


1. sophistry: false but clever and believable 
reasoning or argument. 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


Recalling 

1. Where does the speaker sit? What does he re- 
hearse in his sleep? 

2. What does he say he holds in his foot? Of 
what do his manners consist? 

3. Why has nothing changed, according to the 
speaker? What does he plan to do? 


Interpreting 

4. Who is the speaker? What traits make him 
seem human? Inhuman? 

5. Describe the speaker’s image of himself and of 
the world. How valid do you find his view of 
life? 

6. What do you think the speaker means by ‘“‘no 
falsifying dream”? What does he mean by 
lines 18-19? 

7, Describe the emotional effect of the poem—is 
it amusing, frightening, moving, or something 
else altogether? Explain how Hughes creates 
that effect. 


8. What does the poet’s view of nature seem to 
be? Do you think the poem also portrays an 
aspect of human nature? Explain. 


COMPOSITION 


Writing About Poetry 

— Discuss the meaning of ‘‘Hawk Roosting,” and 
explain how Hughes's poetic techniques de- 
velop this meaning. In particular, explain how 
his choice of speaker, diction, tone, and image- 
ry reveal the meaning of the poem. For help 
with this assignment, refer to Lesson 7 in the 
Writing About Literature Handbook at the back 
of this book. 


Writing from Another Point of View 

@ Write a poem from the point of view of an ani- 
mal, as Hughes does in “Hawk Roosting.” 
Your animal speaker should describe the way 
in which it looks at the world and then explain 
its motivation for some act. As Hughes does, 
use concrete, gripping, and precise images. 
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Geoffrey Hill = bom 1932 


Geoffrey Hill's impersonal, historical, and extremely formal poetry 
departs sharply from the work of his contemporaries. Born in 
Worcestershire, England, he was educated at Oxford University. Since 
his graduation he has served as professor of English and senior 
lecturer at the University of Leeds in northern England. 

Hill's styie is highly controlled and often adheres to strict patterns 
of meter and rhyme. His subject matter is often significant—death, 
love, suffering, war, God—and his tone is intensely serious. Because 
his lines and poems are short, Hill has been called “a poet of pain 
and economy.” 

In “Merlin” Hill demonstrates his taste for history, legend, and 
serious subject matter. Using Arthurian legend as his backdrop, he 
writes from the point of view of Merlin, the famous sorcerer who 
was well acquainted with both past and future. 


Geoffrey Hill 


Merlin 


I will consider the outnumbering dead: 

For they are the husks of what was rich seed. 
Now, should they come together to be fed, 
They would outstrip the locusts’ covering tide. 


5 Arthur, Elaine, Mordred;' they are all gone 
Among the raftered galleries of bone. 
By the long barrows of Logres* they are made one, 
And over their city stands the pinnacled corn. 


1. Arthur, Elaine, Mordred: references to the legend of King 
Arthur, According to some versions of this legend, Elaine was 
an innocent young woman who died for her love of Arthur’s 
chief knight, Sir Lancelot, and Mordred was Arthur’s evil 
nephew who ultimately destroyed the order of the Round 
Table and killed Arthur in battle. 

2. Logres: that part of Britain now known as England. 
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Seamus Heaney 


Seamus Heaney _ bom 1939 


Seamus [sha’mas] Heaney was born in County Derry, Ireland, and his 
Irish heritage has remained at the center of his writing. The eldest of 
nine children, Heaney grew up on his father’s farm. He became 
aware at a very early age of the difficult and violent history of his 
homeland. Educated at Queens University in Belfast, he worked first 
as a secondary school teacher; later he taught at Queens University 
and the University of California at Berkeley, as well as at other 
universities in Ireland and America. 

Beginning with his first volume of poems, Death of a Naturalist 
(1966), Heaney has written about both modern and ancient Ireland. 
His work depicts the people, landscape, crafts, politics, history, and 
myths of his native Jand, particularly the bitter conflicts between 
Ireland and England over the independence and unification of the 
divided Irish state. In addition, Heaney’s fascination with archaic lore 
extends beyond Irish forebears to Danes, Normans, and Vikings. 

Heaney’s work is known for its phrasing, which is fresh and 
striking, and for its vivid imagery, which is often tactile, energetic, 
and violent. His sense of history is personal as well as political and 
mythic. In “Follower” he reveals in intimate and clear-eyed detail his 
need to acknowledge both the gifts and the burdens of the past. 


3, z F 1 
Follower I stumbled in his hobnailed wake, 
Fell sometimes on the polished sod; 
15 Sometimes he rode me on his back 
His shoulders globed like a full sail strung 
Between the shafts and the furrow. J wanted to grow up and plough, 
The horses strained at his clicking tongue. To close one eye, stiffen my arm. 
All J ever did was follow 
)An expert. He would set the wing 20 In his broad shadow round the farm. 
And fit the bright steel-pointed sock. 
The sod rolled over without breaking. I was a nuisance, tripping, falling, 
It is my father who keeps stumbling 
Of reins, the sweating team turned round Behind me, and will not go away. 
‘And back into the land. His eye 
Narrowed and angled at the ground, 1. hobnailed: marked by the short, hard-headed 


Mapping the furrow exactly. 


nails used as studs in shoes. 
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STUDY QUESTIONS 


Merlin (Hill) 


Recalling 

1. Whom does the speaker say he will consider? 
What would happen if these people should 
“come together’? 

2. What people does he mention in stanza 2? 
Where does he say they are? 

3. What now stands over their city? 


Interpreting 

4. Whom do the dead outnumber? How can the 
numerous dead be “made one’’? 

5. What might the figures of Arthur, Elaine, and 
Mordred symbolize? In what figurative sense 
were they once “rich seed’? What might be 
absent from a land and time from which these 
figures are ‘all gone’? 

6. What might Merlin himself symbolize? 

7. What view of life, death, and time does the 
poem express? 


Extending 
8. In what senses is this a modern poem? In 
what ways does it differ from modern poetry? 


Follower (Heaney) 


Recalling 

1. From the first three stanzas, list four details of 
the father’s activities. 

2. What did the speaker want to do when he 
grew up? What did he do while his father 
worked? 

3. What does the speaker say about his father 
today? 


Interpreting 

4. Prove that the speaker admires his father’s ac- 
tivities in stanzas 1-3. In what senses is his 
father ‘expert’? 

5. Since the poem is autobiographical, the 
speaker became a poet, not a farmer like his 
father. Do you think the speaker has any re- 
grets about his decision not to work the land? 
How can you tell? 
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6. What do you think the last sentence of the 
poem means? What might the “stumbling” fa- 
ther who “will not go away” symbolize? 


Extending 
7. In what way can the past be both a gift anda 
burden? 


COMPOSITION (Hill) 


Stone eainas nen NENSRR RRR 


Writing About a Symbol 

= Briefly discuss the harvest as a symbol in 
“Merlin.” First point out the specific images 
and stages of the harvest presented in the 
poem. Then indicate the symbolic meaning of 
the harvest in the poem, and explain how this 
symbol is related to the theme of the poem as 
a whole. For help with this assignment, see 
Lesson 5 in the Writing About Literature Hand- 
book at the back of this book. 


Writing as a Historical Character 

@ Choose a figure from legend or history (for ex: 
ample, King Arthur, Paul Bunyan, Cleopatra), 
and write a short poem from that character's 
point of view, describing his or her views of life 
and the world. Be sure to choose language 
and ideas appropriate to your speaker. 


COMPARING WRITERS 


1. Compare at least two of the following contem- 
porary poets: Gunn, Hughes, Heaney, Tomlin- 
son, and Hill. What similarities in content and 
style can you find among them, particularly in 
their portrayal of the workings of the mind? 
What major differences can you find? 

2. Consider all of the following twentieth-century 
English poets that you have studied: Yeats, 
Eliot, Sassoon, Brooke, Spender, MacNeice, 
Graves, Auden, Thomas, Gunn, Hughes, Hea- 
ney, Tomlinson, and Hill. Based on your 
knowledge of these poets, if you had to pro- 
vide a character sketch of a “typical’’ twen- 
tieth-century poet, what characteristics would 
you include? 


Joseph Conrad — 1857-1924 


Joseph Conrad was one of the first truly modern British novelists. In 
1878 when he first arrived in England at the age of twenty, he spoke 
virtually no English. Yet he wrote his first novel, Almayer’s Folly 
(1895), in English and continued to use his adopted language to 
create a string of great novels including Lord Jim (1900), Nostromo 
(1904), and Victory (1915). 

Conrad was born Josef Teodor Conrad Nalecz Korzeniowski in 
Russian-occupied Poland. His father was exiled to northern Russia 
because of activities on behalf of Polish independence, and both his 
parents died before Conrad was ten. Conrad left Poland at the age of 
sixteen and, inspired by books about the sea, became an apprentice 
seaman first for France and then for England. He sailed to Asia, 
South America, and Africa, exotic locales that would later become 
settings for his fiction. In 1886 he became a British subject and a 
ship’s captain. After the publication of his first book, Conrad married, 
left the sea, and devoted himself to his family and to his literary 
career. 

Conrad wrote fiction about the sea and the “mysterious corners” 
of the world that had captivated his youth. His stories and novels 
convey the glamour and terror of the nomadic life of a nineteenth- 
century seaman. Yet they are much more than adventure stories. 
Dark seas, winding inlets, and dense jungles serve as backdrop and 
symbol for Conrad’s real concerns—the contrast berween individuality 
and human communication, between illusion and reality. Life at sea 
provides a model! for Conrad’s ideal of human interdependence; 
exotic ports-of-call represent the dark, unknown areas of human 
experience where characters wrestle with moral choices that will 
shape their fives. Conrad experimented with unusual, sometimes 
multiple, points of view to demonstrate the complexity of experience 
and the difficulty of human communication. His first-person 
storytellers are often intermediate narrators, characters who are not 
directly involved in the action and, therefore, can provide both first- 
hand information and objective detachment. At his dramatic climaxes 
characters and readers alike arrive at what Conrad called a “moral 
discovery [that] should be the object of every tale.” 

The sea, the jungle, and the moral tug-of-war that they represent 
are all present in “The Lagoon.” As with all of Conrad’s best work, 
this story requires that the reader patiently follow the seemingly 
pointless turns and the seemingly unrelated events that are the 
scattered clues to Conrad’s vision of reality. Gradually patience is 
rewarded as the various pieces fall into a pattern and the reader is 
faced with a moment of discovery. 
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Joseph Conrad 


The Lagoon 


The white man, leaning with both arms 
over the roof of the little house in the stern of 
the boat, said to the steersman— 

“We will pass the night in Arsat’s clearing. 
It is late,” 

The Malay’ only grunted, and went on look- 
ing fixedly at the river. The white man rested 
his chin on his crossed arms and gazed at the 
wake of the boat. At the end of the straight av- 
enue of forests cut by the intense glitter of the 
river, the sun appeared unclouded and daz- 
zling, poised low over the water that shone 
smoothly like a band of metal. The forests, 
somber and dull, stood motionless and silent 
on each side of the broad stream. At the foot 
of big, towering trees, trunkless nipa palms 
rose from the mud of the bank, in bunches of 
leaves enormous and heavy, that hung unstir- 
ring over the brown swirl of eddies. In the 
stillness of the air every tree, every leaf, every 
bough, every tendril of creeper and every petal 
of minute blossoms seemed to have been be- 
witched into an immobility perfect and final. 
Nothing moved on the river but the eight pad- 
dles that rose flashing regularly, dipped to- 
gether with a single splash; while the steers- 
man swept right and left with a periodic and 
sudden flourish of his blade describing a glint- 
ing semicircle above his head. The churned-up 
water frothed alongside with a confused mur- 
mur. And the white man’s canoe, advancing up- 
stream in the short-lived disturbance of its own 
making, seemed to enter the portals of a land 
from which the very memory of motion had 
forever departed. 

The white man, turning his back upon the 
setting sun, looked along the empty and broad 
expanse of the sea-reach.” For the last three 


1. Malay [m4/4]: inbabitant of the Malay peninsula in 
Southeast Asia. 

2. sea-reach: straight course of a river when it 
approaches the sea. 
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miles of its course the wandering, hesitating 
river, as if enticed irresistibly by the freedom 
of an open horizon, flows straight into the sea, 
flows straight to the east—to the east that har- 
bors both light and darkness. Astern of the 
boat the repeated call of some bird, a cry dis. 
cordant and feeble, skipped along over the 
smooth water and lost itself, before it could 
reach the other shore, in the breathless silence 
of the world. 

The steersman dug his paddle into the 
stream, and held hard with stiffened arms, his 
body thrown forward. The water gurgled aloud; 
and suddenly the long straight reach seemed to 
pivot on its center, the forests swung in a semi- 
circle, and the slanting beams of sunset 
touched the broadside of the canoe with a 
fiery glow, throwing the slender and distorted 
shadows of its crew upon the streaked glitter 
of the river. The white man turned to look 
ahead. The course of the boat had been altered 
at right angles to the stream, and the carved 
dragon-head of its prow was pointing now at 
a gap in the fringing bushes of the bank. 
It glided through, brushing the overhanging 
twigs, and disappeared from the river like some 
slim and amphibious creature leaving the water 
for its lair in the forests. 

The narrow creek was like a ditch: tor. 
tuous, fabulously deep; filled with gloom under 
the thin strip of pure and shining blue of the 
heaven. Immense trees soared up, invisible be- 
hind the festooned draperies of creepers. Here 
and there, near the glistening blackness of the 
water, a twisted root of some tall tree showed 
amongst the tracery of small ferns, black and 
dull, writhing and motionless, like an arrested 
snake. The short words of the paddlers rever- 
berated loudly between the thick and somber 
walls of vegetation. Darkness oozed out from 
between the trees, through the tangled maze of 
the creepers, from behind the great fantastic 
and unstirring leaves; the darkness, mysteriou 


and invincible; the darkness scented and poi- 
sonous of impenetrable forests. 

The men poled in the shoaling*® water. The 
creek broadened, opening out into a wide 
sweep of a stagnant lagoon. The forests re- 
ceded from the marshy bank, leaving a level 
strip of bright green, reedy grass to frame the 
reflected blueness of the sky. A fleecy pink 
cloud drifted high above, trailing the delicate 
coloring of its image under the floating leaves 
and the silvery blossoms of the lotus. A little 
house, perched on high piles, appeared black 
in the distance. Near it, two tall nibong palms, 
that seemed to have come out of the forests in 
the background, leaned slightly over the ragged 
roof, with a suggestion of sad tenderness and 
care in the droop of their leafy and soaring 
heads. 

The steersman, pointing with his paddle, 
said, “‘Arsat is there. I see his canoe fast be- 
tween the piles.” 

The polers ran along the sides of the boat 
glancing over their shoulders at the end of the 
day’s journey. They would have preferred to 
spend the night somewhere else than on this 
lagoon of weird aspect and ghostly reputation. 
Moreover, they disliked Arsat, first as a 
stranger, and also because he who repairs a ru- 
ined house, and dwells in it, proclaims that he 
is not afraid to live amongst the spirits that 
haunt the places abandoned by mankind. Such 
aman can disturb the course of fate by glances 
or words; while his familiar ghosts are not easy 
to propitiate by casual wayfarers upon whom 
they long to wreak the malice of their human 
master. White men care not for such things, 
being unbelievers and in league with the Fa- 
ther of Evil, who leads them unharmed through 
the invisible dangers of this world. To the 
warnings of the righteous they oppose an of- 
fensive pretense of disbelief. What is there to 
be done? 

So they thought, throwing their weight on 


3. shoaling [shO/ling]: shallow water difficult to 
navigate. 


the end of their long poles. The big canoe 
glided on swiftly, noiselessly, and smoothly, to- 
ward Arsat’s clearing, till, in a great rattling of 
poles thrown down, and the loud murmurs of 
“Allah* be praised!” it came with a gentle 
knock against the crooked piles below the 
house. 

The boatmen with uplifted faces shouted 
discordantly, “Arsat! O Arsat!” Nobody came. 
The white man began to climb the rude ladder 
giving access to the bamboo platform before 
the house. The juragan’ of the boat said sulkily, 
“We will cook in the sampan, and sleep on the 
water.” 

“Pass my blankets and the basket,” said the 
white man, curtly. 

He knelt on the edge of the platform to re- 
ceive the bundle. Then the boat shoved off, 
and the white man, standing up, confronted Ar- 
sat, who had come out through the low door 
of his hut. He was a man young, powerful, with 
broad chest and muscular arms. He had noth- 
ing on but his sarong.® His head was bare. His 
big, soft eyes stared eagerly at the white man, 
but his voice and demeanor were composed as 
he asked, without any words of greeting— 

“Have you medicine, Tuan?” 

“No,” said the visitor in a startled tone. 
“No. Why? Is there sickness in the house?” 

“Enter and see,” replied Arsat, in the same 
calm manner, and turning short round, passed 
again through the small doorway. The white 
man, dropping his bundles, followed. 

In the dim light of the dwelling he made 
out on a couch of bamboos a woman stretched 
on her back under a broad sheet of red cotton 
cloth. She lay still, as if dead; but her big eyes, 
wide open, glittered in the gloom, staring up- 
ward at the slender rafters, motionless and un- 
seeing. She was in a high fever, and evidently 


4, Allah [al’a]: name for God in the Moslem religion. 
5. juragan [joo 4’gan]: master of a sampan [sam/pan’], 
or flat-bottomed boat with a cabin made of mats. 

6. sarong (so réng’]: brightly colored cloth worn as a 
skirt. 

7. Tuan [tw4n]: Malayan for “sir,” usually applied to 
Europeans. 
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unconscious. Her cheeks were sunk slightly, 
her lips were partly open, and on the young 
face there was the ominous and fixed expres- 
sion—the absorbed, contemplating expression 
of the unconscious who are going to die. The 
two men stood looking down at her in silence. 

“Has she been long ill?” asked the traveler. 

“J have not slept for five nights,’ answered 
the Malay, in a deliberate tone. “At first she 
heard voices calling her from the water and 
struggled against me who held her. But since 
the sun of today rose she hears nothing—she 
hears not me. She sees nothing. She sees not 
me—me!” 

He remained silent for a minute, then asked 
softly— 

“Tuan, will she die?’ 

“J fear so,” said the white man, sorrowfully. 
He had known Arsat years ago, in a far country 
in times of trouble and danger, when no 
friendship is to be despised. And since his Ma- 
lay friend had come unexpectedly to dwell in 
the hut on the lagoon with a strange woman, 
he had slept many times there, in his journeys 
up and down the river. He liked the man who 
knew how to keep faith in council and how to 
fight without fear by the side of his white 
friend. He liked him—not so much perhaps as 
a man likes his favorite dog—but still he liked 
him well enough to help and ask no questions, 
to think sometimes vaguely and hazily in the 
midst of his own pursuits, about the lonely 
man and the long-haired woman with auda- 
cious face and triumphant eyes, who lived to- 
gether hidden by the forests—alone and feared. 

The white man came out of the hut in time 
to see the enormous conflagration of sunset 
put out by the swift and stealthy shadows that, 
rising like a black and impalpable vapor above 
the tree tops, spread over the heaven, extin- 
guishing the crimson glow of floating clouds 
and the red brifliance of departing daylight. In 
a few moments all the stars came out above 
the intense blackness of the earth and the great 
lagoon gleaming suddenly with reflected lights 
resembled an oval patch of night sky flung 
down into the hopeless and abysmal night of 
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the wilderness. The white man had some sup- 
per out of the basket, then collecting a few 
sticks that lay about the platform, made up a 
small fire, not for warmth, but for the sake of 
the smoke, which would keep off the mosqui- 
toes. He wrapped himself in the blankets and 
sat with his back against the reed wall of the 
house, smoking thoughtfully. 

Arsat came through the doorway with 
noiseless steps and squatted down by the fire. 
The white man moved his outstretched legs a 
little. 

“She breathes,” said Arsat in a low voice, 
anticipating the expected question. “She 
breathes and burns as if with a great fire. She 
speaks not; she hears not—and burns!” 

He paused for a moment, then asked ina 
quiet, incurious tone— 

“Tuan . . . will she die?” 

The white man moved his shoulders uneas- 
ily and muttered in a hesitating manner— 

‘If such is her fate.” 

“No, Tuan,” said Arsat, calmly. “If such is 
my fate. I hear, I see, I wait. I remember... 
Tuan, do you remember the old days? Do you 
remember my brother?” 

“Yes,” said the white man. The Malay rose 
suddenly and went in. The other, sitting still 
outside, could hear the voice in the hut. Arsat 
said: “Hear me! Speak!” His words were suc- 
ceeded by a complete silence. “O Diamelen!” 
he cried, suddenly. After that cry there was a 
deep sigh. Arsat came out and sank down again 
in his old place. 

They sat in silence before the fire. There 
was no sound within the house, there was no 
sound near them; but far away on the lagoon 
they could hear the voices of the boatmen 
ringing fitful and distinct on the calm water. 
The fire in the bows of the sampan shone 
faintly in the distance with a hazy red glow. 
Then it died out. The voices ceased. The land 
and the water slept invisible, unstirring and 
mute. It was as though there had been nothing 
left in the world but the glitter of stars stream- 
ing, ceaseless and vain, through the black still- 
ness of the night. 


The white man gazed straight before him 
into the darkness with wide-open eyes. The 
fear and fascination, the inspiration and the 
wonder of death—of death near, unavoidable, 
and unseen, soothed the unrest of his race and 
stirred the most indistinct, the most intimate of 
his thoughts. The ever-ready suspicion of evil, 
the gnawing suspicion that lurks in our hearts, 
flowed out into the stillness round him—into 
the stillness profound and dumb, and made it 
appear untrustworthy and infamous, like the 
placid and impenetrable mask of an unjustifi- 
able violence. In that fleeting and powerful dis- 
turbance of his being the earth enfolded in the 
starlight peace became a shadowy country of 
inhuman strife, a battlefield of phantoms terri- 
ble and charming, august or ignoble, struggling 
ardently for the possession of our helpless 
hearts. An unquiet and mysterious country of 
inextinguishable desires and fears. 

A plaintive murmur rose in the night; a 
murmur saddening and startling, as if the great 
solitudes of surrounding woods had tried to 
whisper into his ear the wisdom of their im- 
mense and lofty indifference. Sounds hesitating 
and vague floated in the air round him, shaped 
themselves slowly into words; and at last 
flowed on gently in a murmuring stream of soft 
and monotonous sentences. He stirred like a 
man waking up and changed his position 
slightly. Arsat, motionless and shadowy, sitting 
with bowed head under the stars, was speaking 
in a low and dreamy tone— 


“ce 


. . for where can we lay down the heav- 
iness of our trouble but in a friend’s heart? A 
man must speak of war and of love. You, Tuan, 
know what war is, and you have seen me in 
time of danger seek death as other men seek 
life! A writing may be lost; a lie may be writ- 
ten; but what the eye has seen is truth and re- 
mains in the mind!” 

“Y remember,” said the white man, quietly. 
Arsat went on with mournful composure— 

“Therefore I shall speak to you of love. 
Speak in the night. Speak before both night and 
love are gone—and the eye of day looks upon 
my sorrow and my shame; upon my blackened 
face; upon my burned-up heart.” 

A sigh, short and faint, marked an almost 
imperceptible pause, and then his words 
flowed on, without a stir, without a gesture. 

“After the time of trouble and war was over 
and you went away from my country in the 
pursuit of your desires, which we, men of the 
islands, cannot understand, I and my brother 
became again, as we had been before, the 
sword bearers of the Ruler. You know we were 
men of family, belonging to a ruling race, and 
more fit than any to carry on our right shoul- 
der the emblem of power. And in the time of 
prosperity Si Dendring showed us favor, as we, 
in time of sorrow, had showed to him the 
faithfulness of our courage. It was a time of 
peace. A time of deer hunts and cock fights; of 
idle talks and foolish squabbles between men 
whose bellies are full and weapons are ruSty. 
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But the sower watched the young rice shoots 
grow up without fear, and the traders came 
and went, departed lean and returned fat into 
the river of peace. They brought news, too. 
Brought lies and truth mixed together, so that 
no man knew when to rejoice and when to be 
sorry. We heard from them about you also. 
They had seen you here and had seen you 
there. And I was glad to hear, for I remem- 
bered the stirring times, and I always remem- 
bered you, Tuan, till the time came when my 
eyes could see nothing in the past, because 
they had looked upon the one who is dying 
there—in the house.” 

He stopped to exclaim in an intense whis- 
per, “O Mara bahia!* O Calamity!” then went 
on speaking a little louder: 

“There’s no worse enemy and no better 
friend than a brother, Tuan, for one brother 
knows another, and in perfect knowledge is 
strength for good or evil. I loved my brother. 
I went to him and told him that I could see 
nothing but one face, hear nothing but one 
voice. He told me: ‘Open your heart so that 
she can see what is in it—and wait. Patience is 
wisdom. Inchi Midah may die or our Ruler may 
throw off his fear of a woman!’ . . . I waited! 
.. . You remember the lady with the veiled 
face, Tuan, and the fear of our Ruler before her 
cunning and temper. And if she wanted her 
servant, what could I do? But I fed the hunger 
of my heart on short glances and stealthy 
words. I loitered on the path to the bath 
houses in the daytime, and when the sun had 
fallen behind the forest I crept along the jas- 
mine hedges of the women’s courtyard. Unsee- 
ing, we spoke to one another through the 
scent of flowers, thtfough the veil of leaves, 
through the blades of long grass that stood still 
before our lips; so great was our prudence, so 
faint was the murmur of our great longing. The 
time passed swiftly . . . and there were whis- 
pers amongst women—and our enemies 
watched—my brother was gloomy, and I began 
to think of killing and of a fierce death... . 
We are of a people who take what they want— 


8. O Mara bahia! [6’ma/ra ba hi’4] 
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like you whites. There is a time when a man 
should forget loyalty and respect. Might and 
authority are given to rulers, but to all men is 
given love and strength and courage. My 
brother said, ‘You shall take her from their 
midst. We are two who are like one.’ And | an- 
swered, ‘Let it be soon, for I find no warmth in 
sunlight that does not shine upon her.’ Our 
time came when the Ruler and all the great 
people went to the mouth of the river to fish 
by torchlight. There were hundreds of boats, 
and on the white sand, between the water and 
the forests, dwellings of leaves were built for 
the households of the Rajahs.” The smoke of 
cooking fires was like a blue mist of the eve- 
ning, and many voices rang in it joyfully. While 
they were making the boats ready to beat up 
the fish, my brother came to me and said, ‘To- 
night!’ I looked to my weapons, and when the 
time came our canoe took its place in the cir. 
cle of boats carrying the torches. The lights 
blazed on the water, but behind the boats 
there was darkness. When the shouting began 


and the excitement made them like mad we | 


dropped out. The water swallowed our fire, 
and we floated back to the shore that was dark 
with only here and there the glimmer of em- 
bers. We could hear the talk of slave girls 
amongst the sheds. Then we found a place des- 
erted and silent. We waited there. She came. 


She came running along the shore, rapid and | 


leaving no trace, like a leaf driven by the wind 
into the sea. My brother said gloomily, ‘Go and 
take her; carry her into our boat.’ I lifted her 
in my arms. She panted. Her heart was beating 
against my breast. I said, ‘I take you from those 
people. You came to the cry of my heart, but 
my arms take you into my boat against the will 
of the great!’ ‘It is right,’ said my brother. ‘We 
are men who take what we want and can hold 


it against many. We should have taken her in | 


daylight.’ I said, ‘Let us be off’; for since she 
was in my boat I began to think of our Ruler's 


many men. ‘Yes. Let us be off,’ said my brother. | 


‘We are cast out and this boat is our country 
now—and the sea is our refuge.’ He lingered 


9. Rajahs [ra/ jaz]: Malayan chiefs. 


with his foot on the shore, and I entreated him 
to hasten, for I remembered the strokes of her 
heart against my breast and thought that two 
men cannot withstand a hundred. We left, pad- 
dling downstream close to the bank; and as we 
passed by the creek where they were fishing, 
the great shouting had ceased, but the murmur 
of voices was loud like the humming of insects 
flying at noonday. The boats floated, clustered 
together, in the red light of torches, under a 
black roof of smoke; and men talked of their 
sport. Men that boasted, and praised, and 
jeered—men that would have been our friends 
in the morning, but on that night were already 
our enemies. We paddled swiftly past. We had 
no more friends in the country of our birth. 
She sat in the middle of the canoe with cov- 
ered face; silent as she is now; unseeing as she 
is now—and I had no regret at what I was 
leaving because I could hear her breathing 
close to me—as I can hear her now.” 

He paused, listened with his ear turned to 
the doorway, then shook his head and went on: 

“My brother wanted to shout the cry of 
challenge—one cry only—to let the people 
know we were freeborn robbers who trusted 
our arms and the great sea. And again I begged 
him in the name of our love to be silent. Could 
I not hear her breathing close to me? I knew 
the pursuit would come quick enough. My 
brother loved me. He dipped his paddle with- 
out a splash. He only said, ‘There is half a man 
in you now—the other half is in that woman. I 
can wait. When you are a whole man again, 
you will come back with me here to shout de- 
fiance. We are sons of the same mother.’ I 
made no answer. All my strength and all my 
spirit were in my hands that held the paddle— 
for I longed to be with her in a safe place be- 
yond the reach of men’s anger and of women’s 
spite. My love was so great that I thought it 
could guide me to a country where death was 
unknown, if I could only escape from Inchi Mi- 
dah’s fury and from our Ruler’s sword. We pad- 
dled with haste, breathing through our teeth. 
The blades bit deep into the smooth water. We 
passed out of the river; we flew in clear chan- 
nels amongst the shallows. We skirted the 


black coast; we skirted the sand beaches where 
the sea speaks in whispers to the land; and the 
gleam of white sand flashed back past our boat, 
so swiftly she ran upon the water. We spoke 
not. Only once I said, ‘Sleep, Diamelen, for 
soon you may want all your strength.’ I heard 
the sweetness of her voice, but I never turned 
my head. The sun rose and still we went on. 
Water fell from my face like rain from a cloud. 
We flew in the light and heat. I never looked 
back, but I knew that my brother’s eyes, be- 
hind me, were looking steadily ahead, for the 
boat went as straight as a bushman’s dart, 
when it leaves the end of the sumpitan. There 
was no better paddler, no better steersman 
than my brother. Many times, together, we had 
won races in that canoe. But we never had put 
out our strength as we did then—then, when 
for the last time we paddled together! There 
was no braver or stronger man in our country 
than my brother. I could not spare the strength 
to turn my head and look at him, but every 
moment I heard the hiss of his breath getting 
louder behind me. Still he did not speak. The 
sun was high. The heat clung to my back like 
a flame of fire. My ribs were ready to burst, 
but I could no longer get enough air into my 
chest. And then I felt I must cry out with my 
last breath, ‘Let us rest!’ . . . ‘Good!’ he an- 
swered; and his voice was firm. He was strong. 
He was brave. He knew not fear and no fatigue 
. . My brother!” 

A murmur powerful and gentle, a murmur 
vast and faint; the murmur of trembling leaves, 
of stirring boughs, ran through the tangled 
depths of the forests, ran over the starry 
smoothness of the lagoon, and the water be- 
tween the piles lapped the slimy timber once 
with a sudden splash. A breath of warm air 
touched the two men’s faces and passed on 
with a mournful sound—a breath loud and 
short like an uneasy sigh of the dreaming earth. 

Arsat went on in an even, low voice. 

“We ran our canoe on the white beach of a 
little bay close to a long tongue of land that 
seemed to bar our road; a long wooded cape 
going far into the sea. My brother knew that 
place. Beyond the cape a river has its entrance, 
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and through the jungle of that land there is a 
narrow path. We made a fire and cooked rice. 
Then we lay down to sleep on the soft sand in 
the shade of our canoe, while she watched. No 
sooner had I closed my eyes than I heard her 
cry of alarm. We leaped up. The sun was half- 
way down the sky already, and coming in sight 
in the opening of the bay we saw a prau’® 
manned by many paddlers. We knew it at once; 
it was one of our Rajah’s praus. They were 
watching the shore, and saw us. They beat the 
gong, and turned the head of the prau into the 
bay. I felt my heart become weak within my 
breast. Diamelen sat on the sand and covered 
her face. There was no escape by sea. My 
brother laughed. He had the gun you had given 
him, Tuan, before you went away, but there 
was only a handful of powder. He spoke to me 
quickly: ‘Run with her along the path. I shall 
keep them back, for they have no firearms, and 
landing in the face of a man with a gun is cer- 
tain death for some. Run with her. On the 
other side of that wood there is a fisherman’s 
house—and a canoe. When I have fired all the 
shots I will follow. I am a great runner, and be- 
fore they can come up we shall be gone. I will 
hold out as long as I can, for she is but a 
woman—that can neither run nor fight, but she 
has your heart in her weak hands.’ He dropped 
behind the canoe. The prau was coming. She 
and I ran, and as we rushed along the path I 
heard shots. My brother fired—once—twice— 
and the booming of the gong ceased. There 
was silence behind us. That neck of land is nar- 
row. Before I heard my brother fire the third 
shot I saw the shelving shore, and I saw the 
water again; the mouth of a broad river. We 
crossed a grassy glade. We ran down to the 
water. I saw a low hut above the black mud, 
and a small canoe hauled up. I heard another 
shot behind me. I thought, ‘That is his last 
charge.’ We rushed down to the canoe; a man 
came running from the hut, but I leaped on 
him, and we rolled together in the mud. Then 
I got up, and he lay still at my feet. I don’t 


10. prau [prou]: fast Malayan boat with a large sail. 
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know whether I had killed him or not. I and 
Diamelen pushed the canoe afloat. I heard yells 
behind me, and I saw my brother run across 
the glade. Many men were bounding after him, 
I took her in my arms and threw her into the 
boat, then leaped in myself. When I looked 
back I saw that my brother had fallen. He fell 
and was up again, but the men were closing 
round him. He shouted, ‘I am coming!’ The 
men were close to him. I looked. Many men. 
Then I looked at her. Tuan, I pushed the 
canoe! I pushed it into deep water. She was 
kneeling forward looking at me, and I said, 
‘Take your paddle,’ while I struck the water 
with mine. Tuan, I heard him cry. I heard him 
cry my name twice; and I heard voices shout- 
ing, ‘Kill! Strike!’ I never turned back. I heard 
him calling my name again with a great shriek, 
as when life is going out together with the 
voice—and I never turned my head. My own 
name! My brother! Three times he 
called—but I was not afraid of life. Was she 
not there in that canoe? And could I not with 
her find a country where death is forgotten— 
where death is unknown!” 

The white man sat up. Arsat rose and stood, 
an indistinct and silent figure above the dying 
embers of the fire. Over the lagoon a mist 
drifting and low had crept, erasing slowly the 
glittering images of the stars. And now a great 
expanse of white vapor covered the land: it 
flowed cold and gray in the darkness, eddied in 
noiseless whirls round the tree trunks and 
about the platform of the house, which seemed 
to float upon a restless and impalpable illusion 
of a sea. Only far away the tops of the trees 
stood outlined on the twinkle of heaven, like a 
somber and forbidding shore—a coast decep- 
tive, pitiless and black. 

Arsat’s voice vibrated loudly in the pro- 
found peace. 

“I had her there! I had her! To get her | 
would have faced all mankind. But I had her— 
and—” 

His words went out ringing into the empty 
distances. He paused, and seemed to listen to 
them dying away very far—beyond help and 


beyond recall. Then he said quietly— 

“Tuan, I loved my brother.” 

A breath of wind made him shiver. High 
above his head, high above the silent sea of 
mist the drooping leaves of the palms rattled 

together with a mournful and expiring sound. 
The white man stretched his legs. His chin 
rested on his chest, and he murmured sadly 
without lifting his head— 

“We all love our brothers.” 

Arsat burst out with an intense whispering 
violence— 

“What did I care who died? I wanted peace 
in my own heart.” 

He seemed to hear a stir in the house—lis- 
tened—then stepped in noiselessly. The white 
man stood up. A breeze was coming in fitful 
puffs. The stars shone paler as if they had re- 
treated into the frozen depths of immense 
space. After a chill gust of wind there were a 
few seconds of perfect calm and absolute si- 
lence. Then from behind the black and wavy 
line of the forests a column of golden light 
shot up into the heavens and spread over the 
semicircle of the eastern horizon. The sun had 
risen. The mist lifted, broke into drifting 
patches, vanished into thin flying wreaths; and 
the unveiled lagoon lay, polished and black, in 
the heavy shadows at the foot of the wall of 
trees. A white eagle rose over it with a slanting 
and ponderous flight, reached the clear sun- 
shine and appeared dazzlingly brilliant for a 
moment, then soaring higher, became a dark 
and motionless speck before it vanished into 
the blue as if it had left the earth forever. The 
white man, standing gazing upward before the 
doorway, heard in the hut a confused and bro- 
ken murmur of distracted words ending with a 
loud groan. Suddenly Arsat stumbled out with 
outstretched hands, shivered, and stood still for 
some time with fixed eyes. Then he said— 

“She burns no more.” 

Before his face the sun showed its edge 
above the tree tops rising steadily. The breeze 
freshened; a great brilliance burst upon the la- 
goon, sparkled on the rippling water. The for- 
ests came out of the clear shadows of the 


morning, became distinct, as if they had rushed 
nearer—to stop short in a great stir of leaves, 
of nodding boughs, of swaying branches. In the 
merciless sunshine the whisper of unconscious 
life grew louder, speaking in an incomprehen- 
sible voice round the dumb darkness of that 
human sorrow. Arsat’s eyes wandered slowly, 
then stared at the rising sun. 

“I can see nothing,” he said half aloud to 
himself. 

“There is nothing,’ said the white man, 
moving to the edge of the platform and waving 
his hand to his boat. A shout came faintly over 
the lagoon and the sampan began to glide to- 
ward the abode of the friend of ghosts. 

“If you want to come with me, I will wait 
all the morning,” said the white man, looking 
away upon the water. 

“No, Tuan,” said Arsat, softly. “I shall not 
eat or sleep in this house, but I must first see 
my road. Now I can see nothing—see nothing! 
There is no light and no peace in the world; 
but there is death—death for many. We are 
sons of the same mother—and I left him in the 
midst of enemies; but I am going back now.” 

He drew a long breath and went on in a 
dreamy tone: 

“In a little while I shall see clear enough to 
strike—to strike. But she has died, and... 
now .. . darkness.” 

He flung his arms wide open, let them fall 
along his body, then stood still with unmoved 
face and stony eyes, staring at the sun. The 
white man got down into his canoe. The polers 
ran smartly along the sides of the boat, looking 
over their shoulders at the beginning of a 
weary journey. High in the stern, his head muf- 
fled up in white rags, the juragan sat moody, 
letting his paddle trail in the water. The white 
man, leaning with both arms over the grass 
roof of the little cabin, looked back at the shin- 
ing ripple of the boat’s wake. Before the sam- 
pan passed out of the lagoon into the creek he 
lifted his eyes. Arsat had not moved. He stood 
lonely in the searching sunshine; and he looked 
beyond the great light of a cloudless day into 
the darkness of a world of illusions. 
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STUDY QUESTIONS 


om 


Recalling 


1. 


Find details of the openness and brightness of 
the river and of the narrowness and darkness 
of the creek and lagoon. What does the story’s 
last sentence say about light and dark? 

Why do the polers dislike Arsat? Why does the 
white man like him? 


. Why did Arsat not court and marry the woman 


in the standard way? What finally happens to 
the woman? 


. Briefly explain how Arsat and his brother take 


the woman away. Tell what happens to Arsat’s 
brother. 


. At the end of the story, what does Arsat intend 


to do? 


Interpreting 


6. 


What illusions about love and death did Arsat 
once hold? In what ways are his illusions re- 
lated to the story’s contrast between light and 
dark? 

In what ways is Arsat an outcast? Why has the 
lagoon been a fitting place for him to live? 
Explain Arsat’s decision to leave the lagoon. 
What do you think he is looking for? 


Extending 


9. 


Use “The Lagoon” as an example, and explain 
why people—even those who consider them- 
selves loners—must relate to a larger com- 
munity. 


LITERARY FOCUS 


se No 


The Short Story 


characterization, 


The major elements of the short story are plot, 
setting, point of view, and 


theme. When analyzing a story, we can examine 
each element separately, but in a good story 
these elements interact to form one total effect, 
the impact on the reader. 


Plot is the sequence of events in a story, 


each event causing or leading to the next. A con- 
flict, or struggle between opposing forces, is at 
the center of every plot. 


Characterization is the personality of a char- 


acter in a story and the method by which the au- 
thor reveals that personality. Characters are influ- 
enced by events of the plot and can affect events 
also. 
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Setting is the place and time in which a story 


happens. Setting can contribute to plot and to our 
understanding of characters. 


Point of view is the relationship of the story- 


teller to the story. An author's choice of narrator 
can sometimes reveal his or her opinion of events 
and characters in a story. 


Theme is a story’s main idea. A theme usually 


extends beyond the confines of a story to forma 
general statement about life. A story’s theme is 
usually implied through the title, through the out: 
come of the plot, through changes in character or 
setting, or through the author’s choice of point of 
view. A theme should be stated as a sentence. 


Thinking About the Short Story 


1. 


Identify a conflict that Arsat faces in ‘The La- 
goon.” Explain the effect of the conflict on his 
personality. 

Explain how the setting of “The Lagoon” adds 
to the plot and to the personalities of the char- 
acters. 

“The Lagoon” has two different narrators. 
Identify them. In what sense does the story’s 
point of view demonstrate Arsat’s alienation? 
What do you think is Conrad’s attitude about 
the individual’s responsibility to the commu- 
nity? What is the theme of “The Lagoon’? 


COMPOSITION 


Developing a Thesis Statement 
¥2 Develop a thesis statement about “The La- 


goon,” and in a brief essay defend your thesis 
with examples from the story. To develop your 
statement, yau may wish to consider one of the 
following elements of the story: (a) the use of 
figurative language, (b) the internal lives of 
characters, or (c) the setting. For help with this 
assignment, refer to Lesson 7 in the Writing 
About Literature Handbook at the back of this 
book. 


Writing a Letter 
@& Imagine that you are the white man of Con- 


rad’s story. Write a letter about Arsat to a 
friend. First explain what you know of Arsat. 
Then describe your feelings both while Arsat 
was telling his story and later after you had 
time to think about the experience. Conclude 
your letter by telling what you think finally hap- 
pened to Arsat. 


John Galsworthy 


John Galsworthy is best known for his realistic depictions of 
contemporary upper-class British society. His characters are born to 
privilege; his settings include elegant drawing rooms and manicured 
gardens. Galsworthy himself was a member of the wealthy and 
intellectual class he wrote about. 

Born in Surrey in southern England, Galsworthy attended New 
College, Oxford. He trained as a lawyer but never practiced. Instead, 
he traveled throughout the world, and at thirty he began to write. 
The novel that established his reputation was The Man of Property 
(1906). This was the first in a series of novels later brought together 
as The Forsyte Saga, a study of several generations in one wealthy 
family. These novels were so popular that when the hero, Soames 
Forsyte, died in one novel, his death was announced in the London 


1867-1935 


Times. In 1929 Galsworthy was awarded the British Order of Merit, 
and in 1932 he received the Nobel Prize for Literature. 

“The Japanese Quince” is representative Galsworthy. [n one brief, 
seemingly plotless incident, the author provides a rich insight into an 
individual and, perhaps, into an entire social class. 


John Galsworthy 


The Japanese Quince 


As Mr. Nilson, well known in the City,’ 
opened the window of his dressing room on 
Campden Hill, he experienced a_ peculiar 
sweetish sensation in the back of his throat, 
and a feeling of emptiness just under his fifth 
rib. Hooking the window back, he noticed that 
a little tree in the Square Gardens had come 
out in blossom, and that the thermometer 
stood at sixty. “Perfect morning,” he thought; 
“spring at last!” 

Resuming some meditations on the price of 
Tintos, he took up an ivory-backed handglass 
and scrutinized his face. His firm, well-colored 
cheeks, with their neat brown moustaches, and 
his round, well-opened, clear gray eyes, wore a 


\. the City: financial district of London. 


reassuring appearance of good health. Putting 
on his black frock coat, he went downstairs. 

In the dining room his morning paper was 
laid out on the sideboard. Mr. Nilson had 
scarcely taken it in his hand when he again be- 
came’ aware of that queer feeling. Somewhat 
concerned, he went to the French window and 
descended the scrolled iron steps into the 
fresh air. A cuckoo clock struck eight. 

“Half an hour to breakfast,” he thought; “Pll 
take a turn in the Gardens.” 

He had them to himself, and proceeded to 
pace the circular path with his morning paper 
clasped behind him. He had scarcely made two 
revolutions, however, when it was borne in on 
him that, instead of going away in the fresh air, 
the feeling had increased. He drew several 
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deep breaths, having heard deep breathing rec- 
ommended by his wife’s doctor; but they aug- 
mented rather than diminished the sensation— 
as of some sweetish liquor in course within 
him, together with a faint aching just above his 
heart. Running over what he had eaten the 
night before, he could recollect no unusual 
dish, and it occurred to him that it might pos- 
sibly be some smell affecting him. But he could 
detect nothing except a faint sweet lemony 
scent, rather agreeable than otherwise, which 
evidently emanated from the bushes budding in 
the sunshine. He was on the point of resuming 
his promenade, when a blackbird close by 
burst into song, and, looking up, Mr. Nilson 
saw at a distance of perhaps five yards a little 
tree, in the heart of whose branches the bird 
was perched. He stood staring curiously at this 
tree, recognizing it for that which he had no- 
ticed from his window. It was covered with 
young blossoms, pink and white, and little 
bright green leaves both round and spiky; and 
on all this blossom and these leaves the sun- 
light glistened. Mr. Nilson smiled; the little tree 
was so alive and pretty! And instead of passing 
on, he stayed there smiling at the tree. 
“Morning like this!” he thought; “and here 
I am the only person in the Square who has 
the—to come out and—!” But he had no 
sooner conceived this thought than he saw 
quite near him a man with his hands behind 
him, who was also staring up and smiling at 
the little tree. Rather taken aback, Mr. Nilson 
ceased to smile, and looked furtively at the 
Stranger. It was his next-door neighbor, Mr. 
Tandram, well known in the City, who had oc- 
cupied the adjoining house for some five years. 
Mr. Nilson perceived at once the awkwardness 
of his position, for, being married, they had not 
yet had occasion to speak to one another. 
Doubtful as to his proper conduct, he decided 
at last to murmur: “Fine morning!” and was 
Passing on, when Mr. Tandram answered: 
“Beautiful, for the time of year!” Detecting a 
slight nervousness in his neighbor’s voice, Mr. 
Nilson was emboldened to regard him openly. 
He was of about Mr. Nilson’s own height, with 
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firm, well-colored cheeks, neat brown mous- 
taches, and round, well-opened, clear gray 
eyes; and he was wearing a black frock coat. 
Mr. Nilson noticed that he had his morning pa- 
per clasped behind him as he looked up at the 
little tree. And, visited somehow by the feeling 
that he had been caught out, he said abruptly: 

“Er—can you give me the name of that 
tree?” 

Mr. Tandram answered: 

“I was about to ask you that,” and stepped 
toward it. Mr. Nilson also approached the tree. 

“Sure to have its name on, I should think,” 
he said. 

Mr. Tandram was the first to see the little 
label, close to where the blackbird had been 
sitting. He read it out. 

“Japanese quince!” 

“Ah!” said Mr. Nilson, “thought so. Early 
flowerers.”’ 

“Very,” assented Mr. Tandram, and added: 
“Quite a feelin’ in the air today.” 

Mr. Nilson nodded. 

“It was a blackbird singin’,” he said. 

“Blackbirds,” answered Mr. Tandram. “I pre- 
fer them to thrushes myself; more body in the 
note.” And he looked at Mr. Nilson in an al- 
most friendly way. 

“Quite,” murmured Mr. Nilson. “These ex- 
otics, they don’t bear fruit. Pretty blossom!” 
and he again glanced up at the blossom, think. 
ing: “Nice fellow, this, I rather like him.” 

Mr. Tandram also gazed at the blossom. And 
the little tree, as if appreciating their attention, 
quivered and glowed. From a distance the 
blackbird gave a loud, clear call. Mr. Nilson 
dropped his eyes. It struck him suddenly that 
Mr. Tandram looked a little foolish; and, as if 
he had seen himself, he said: “I must be going 
in. Good morning!” 

A shade passed over Mr. Tandram’s face, as 
if he, too, had suddenly noticed something 
about Mr. Nilson. 

“Good morning,” he replied, and clasping 
their journals to their backs they separated. 

Mr. Nilson retraced his steps toward his 
garden window, walking slowly so as to avoid 


arriving at the same time as his neighbor. Hav- 
ing seen Mr. Tandram mount his scrolled iron 
steps, he ascended his own in turn. On the top 
step he paused. 

With the slanting spring sunlight darting 
and quivering into it, the Japanese quince 
seemed more living than a tree. The blackbird 
had returned to it, and was chanting out his 
heart. 


Mr. Nilson sighed; again he felt that queer 
sensation, that choky feeling in his throat. 

The sound of a cough or sigh attracted his 
attention. There, in the shadow of his French 
window, stood Mr. Tandram, also looking forth 
across the Gardens at the little quince tree. 

Unaccountably upset, Mr. Nilson turned 
abruptly into the house, and opened his morn- 


ing paper. 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


Recalling 

1. Describe the unusual sensation that Mr. Nilson 
feels in the morning. 

2. Describe the appearance of Mr. Nilson and of 
Mr. Tandram. 

3. What circumstances lead to the conversation 
between the two men? 

4. Describe the manner in which Mr. Nilson walks 
home from the garden. 


Interpreting 

5. What do you think is the explanation for Mr. 
Nilson’s unusual sensation? 

§. In what ways are Mr. Nilson and Mr. Tandram 
alike? Why is the similarity significant? 

7. Explain why Mr. Nilson becomes “unaccount- 
ably upset.’’ What does the story imply about 
his way of life? 

8. Explain the symbolism of the quince and of the 
names Nilson and Tandram. 


Extending 

9. What do you think Mr. Nilson will do during the 
rest of his day? Do you think he will think of 
the Japanese quince again? Why or why not? 


LITERARY FOCUS 


Conflict 

A conflict, or a struggle between opposing 
forces, exists at the center of every plot and is a 
frame on which the plot is structured. Conflicts 
can be internal or external. An internal conflict 
occurs within a character who, for example, strug- 
gles to accept reality or to understand a new 


idea. Because modern fiction often deals with 
emotional and psychological states, the internal 
conflict is common in modern stories. An external 
conflict is a struggle between two characters or 
between a character and nature, society, or fate. 
Because the opponents are more readily identifi- 
able, an external conflict is usually more obvious 
than an internal conflict. 


Thinking About Conflict 

1. What forces within Mr. Nilson are in conflict? 

2. Is the conflict in ‘““‘The Japanese Quince” re- 
solved? Explain your opinion. 


COMPOSITION 


Writing a Comparison/Contrast 

& Compare and contrast Conrad’s ‘‘Lagoon’’ and 
Galsworthy’s “Japanese Quince.” To do this, 
point out similarities and differences in content 
and literary technique. You may wish to con- 
sider the following elements of the stories: (a) 
the relationships between major characters 
and their communities, (b) the internal lives of 
characters, and (c) the settings. For help with 
this assignment, refer to Lesson 2 in the Writ- 
ing About Literature Handbook at the back of 
this book. : 


Writing a Character Sketch 

& Galsworthy tells us a great deal about Mr. Nil- 
son with just a few carefully chosen details. 
Write a brief sketch of a person who is walking 
alone through a park. Describe your charac- 
ters appearance and manner. Include just 
enough details to suggest the character’s per- 
sonality, career, and daily life. 
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James Joyce = 1882-1941 


James Joyce, an Irish novelist who experimented with language, plot, 
and characterization, earned a place as one of the most influential 
writers of the modern period. Joyce was concerned with inner 
reality, the psychological reactions people have to their surroundings. 
Many “events” in his fiction take place in the minds of the 
characters. These events, not action in the typical sense of the word, 
may be suggestions or realizations inspired by an outside stimulus. 
Certainly Joyce’s characters move and act in the world, but the 
author directs our attention inside, to the mind and its response to 
external happenings. 

Joyce was born into a large family in Dublin, Ireland, and 
attended school and college there. A fine student, he was an avid 
reader of classical and modern literature, and he mastered a number 
of languages, including Latin. Feeling stifled by his surroundings, 
Joyce left his homeland permanently and spent most of his time in 
Trieste, Paris, Zurich, and Rome. For a time he supported himself by 
teaching languages. 

Much of Joyce’s fiction is autobiographical. Dubliners (1914) is a 
collection of stories dealing with the life and the character of Dublin, 
the city he called “the center of paralysis.” In fact, Joyce set all of his 
work in Dublin and uses the city as a microcosm, or miniature 
model, of the world. A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man (1916) 
is based on Joyce's life up to 1902. It is a moving account of an 
adolescent’s struggle for maturity and independence as wel] as a 1 
statement on the meaning of art. Ulysses (1922) is the story of a day 
in the lives of three Dubliners, including Stephen Dedalus, the hero 
of Portrait. The novel makes frequent allusions to Homer’s Odyssey 
and observes parallels between the ancient and modern worlds. The 
cyclical nature of history is explored again in Finnegans Wake, in 
which one Dublin family represents humanity throughout history. 

The psychological aspect of Joyce’s work and his experiments with 
literary form often challenge his readers. For this reason and because 
of his frankness, Joyce had great difficulty getting his work published. 
Dubliners was rejected by twenty-two publishers before being 
printed; Ulysses was banned for many years in England and America. 
As a result, Joyce did not make money from his writing. He died 
penniless in Switzerland after fleeing German-occupied France during 
World War II. 

“Araby” is one story from Dubliners. It is not as difficult as some 
of Joyce’s other work. It is typical, however, because much of the 
plot takes place within the mind of the main character. Like most of 
Joyce’s best fiction, the story has for a climax a stunning realization 
that changes a character’s way of looking at life. 
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James Joyce 


Araby 


North Richmond Street, being blind,’ was a 
quiet street except at the hour when the Chris- 
tian Brothers’ School set the boys free. An un- 
inhabited house of two stories stood at the 
blind end, detached from its neighbors in a 
square ground. The other houses of the street, 
conscious of decent lives within them, gazed at 
one another with brown imperturbable faces. 

The former tenant of our house, a priest, 
had died in the back drawing room. Air, musty 
from having been long enclosed, hung in all 


1. blind: dead end. 


the rooms, and the waste room behind the 
kitchen was littered with old useless papers: 
Among these I found a few paper-covered 
books, the pages of which were curled and 
damp: The Abbot, by Walter Scott, The Devout 
Communicant and The Memoirs of Vidocq.* | 
liked the last best because its leaves were yel- 
low. The wild garden behind the house con- 
tained a central apple tree and a few straggling 
bushes under one of which I found the late 


2. The Abbot. . . Vidocg [vé ddk’ |: historical tale, a 
manual of religious instruction, and the recollections of 
a French adventurer, respectively. 
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tenant’s rusty bicycle pump. He had been a 
very charitable priest; in his will he had left all 
his money to institutions and the furniture of 
his house to his sister. 

When the short days of winter came dusk 
fell before we had well eaten our dinners. 
When we met in the street the houses had 
grown somber. The space of sky above us was 
the color of ever-changing violet and toward it 
the lamps of the street lifted their feeble [an- 
terns. The cold air stung us and we played till 
our bodies glowed. Our shouts echoed in the 
silent street. The career of our play brought us 
through the dark muddy lanes behind the 
houses where we ran the gantlet of the rough 
tribes from the cottages, to the back doors of 
the dark dripping gardens where odors arose 
from the ashpits, to the dark odorous stables 
where a coachman smoothed and combed the 
horse or shook music from the buckled har- 
ness. When we returned to the street, light 
from the kitchen windows had filled the areas. 
If my uncle was seen turning the corner we 
hid in the shadow until we had seen him safely 
housed. Or if Mangan’s sister came out on the 
doorstep to call her brother in to his tea we 
watched her from our shadow peer up and 
down the street. We waited to see whether she 
would remain or go in and, if she remained, 
we left our shadow and walked up to Mangan’s 
steps resignedly. She was waiting for us, her 
figure defined by the light from the _half- 
opened door. Her brother always teased her 
before he obeyed and I stood by the railings 
looking at her. Her dress swung as she moved 
her body and the soft rope of her hair tossed 
from side to side. 

Every morning I lay on the floor in the 
front parlor watching her door. The blind was 
pulled down to within an inch of the sash so 
that I could not be seen. When she came out 
on the doorstep my heart leaped. I ran to the 
hall, seized my books and followed her. I kept 
her brown figure always in my eye and, when 
we came near the point at which our ways di- 
verged, I quickened my pace and passed her. 
This happened morning after morning. I had 
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never spoken to her, except for a few casual 
words, and yet her name was like a summons 
to all my foolish blood. 

Her image accompanied me even in places 
the most hostile to romance. On Saturday eve- 
nings when my aunt went marketing | had to 
go to carry some of the parcels. We walked 
through the flaring streets, jostled by drunken 
men and bargaining women, amid the curses of 
laborers, the shrill litanies of shopboys who 
stood on guard by the barrels of pigs’ cheeks, 
the nasal chanting of street singers, who sang a 
come-all-you about O’Donovan Rossa,” or a 
ballad about the troubles in our native land. 
These noises converged in a single sensation of 
life for me: I imagined that I bore my chalice 
safely through a throng of foes. Her name 
sprang to my lips at moments in strange pray- 
ers and praises which I myself did not under. 
stand. My eyes were often full of tears (I could 
not tell why) and at times a flood from my 
heart seemed to pour itself out into my bosom, 
I thought little of the future. I did not know 
whether I would ever speak to her or not or, 
if I spoke to her, how I could tell her of my 
confused adoration. But my body was like a 
harp and her words and gestures were like fin- 
gers running upon the wires. 

One evening I went into the back drawing 
room in which the priest had died. It was a 
dark rainy evening and there was no sound in 
the house. Through one of the broken panes | 
heard the rain impinge upon the earth, the fine 
incessant needles of water playing in the sod- 
den beds. Some distant lamp or lighted win- 
dow gleamed below me. I was thankful that | 
could see so little. All my senses seemed to de- 
sire to veil themselves and, feeling that I was 
about to slip from them, I pressed the palms of 
my hands together until they trembled, mur. 
muring: “O love! O love!’ many times. 

At last she spoke to me. When she ad. 
dressed the first words to me I was so con- 
fused that I did not know what to answer. She 
asked me was I going to Araby. 1 forget 


3. come-all-you . . . Rossa: ballad about. an Irish hero. 


whether I answered yes or no. It would be 
a splendid bazaar, she said; she would love 
to go. 

“And why can’t you?” I asked. 

While she spoke she turned a silver brace- 
let round and round her wrist. She could not 
go, she said, because there would be a retreat* 
that week in her convent.” Her brother and 
two other boys were fighting for their caps and 
I was alone at the railings. She held one of the 
spikes, bowing her head toward me. The light 
from the lamp opposite our door caught the 
white curve of her neck, Jit up her hair that 
rested there and, falling, lit up the hand upon 
the railing. It fell over one side of her dress 
and caught the white border of a petticoat, just 
visible as she stood at ease. 

“It’s well for you,” she said. 

“If I go,” I said, “I will bring you some- 
thing.” 

What innumerable follies laid waste my 
waking and sleeping thoughts after that eve- 
ning! I wished to annihilate the tedious inter- 
vening days. I chafed against the work of 
school. At night in my bedroom and by day in 
the classroom her image came between me and 
the page I strove to read. The syllables of the 
word Araby were called to me through the si- 
lence in which my soul luxuriated and cast an 
Eastern enchantment over me. I asked for leave 
to go to the bazaar on Saturday night. My aunt 
was surprised and hoped it was not some 
Freemason’ affair. I answered few questions in 
class. I watched my master’s face pass from 
amiability to sternness; he hoped I was not be- 
ginning to idle. I could not call my wandering 
thoughts together. I had hardly any patience 
with the serious work of life which, now that 
it stood between me and my desire, seemed to 
me child’s play, ugly monotonous child’s play. 

On Saturday morning I reminded my uncle 
that I wished to go to the bazaar in the eve- 


4. retreat: seclusion of a group for prayer, meditation, 
and religious study. 

5. convent: school run by an order of nuns. 

6, Freemason: international secret service society, also 
called the Free and Accepted Masons. 


ning. He was fussing at the hallstand, looking 
for the hat brush, and answered me curtly: 

“Yes, boy, I know.” 

As he was in the hall I could not go into 
the front parlor and lie at the window. I left 
the house in bad humor and walked slowly to- 
ward the school. The air was pitilessly raw and 
already my heart misgave me. 

When I came home to dinner my uncle had 
not yet been home. Still it was early. I sat star- 
ing at the clock for some time and, when its 
ticking began to irritate me, [ left the room. I 
mounted the staircase and gained the upper 
part of the house. The high cold empty gloomy 
rooms liberated me and I went from room to 
room singing. From the front window I saw my 
companions playing below in the street. Their 
cries reached me weakened and indistinct and, 
leaning my forehead against the cool glass, I 
looked over at the dark house where she lived. 
I may have stood there for an hour, seeing 
nothing but the brown-clad figure cast by my 
imagination, touched discreetly by the lamp- 
light at the curved neck, at the hand upon the 
railings and at the border below the dress. 

When I came downstairs again I found Mrs. 
Mercer sitting at the fire. She was an old gar- 
rulous woman, a pawnbroket’s widow, who 
collected used stamps for some pious purpose. 
I had to endure the gossip of the tea table. The 
meal was prolonged beyond an hour and still 
my uncle did not come. Mrs. Mercer stood up 
to go: she was sorry she couldn’t wait any 
longer, but it was after eight o’clock and she 
did not like to be out late, as the night air was 
bad for her. When she had gone I began to 
walk up and down the room, clenching my 
fists. My aunt said: 

“I’m afraid you may put off your bazaar for 
this night of Our Lord.” 

At nine o’clock I heard my uncle’s latchkey 
in the hall door. I heard him talking to himself 
and heard the hallstand rocking when it had 
received the weight of his overcoat. I could in- 
terpret these signs. When he was midway 
through his dinner J asked him to give me the 
money to go to the bazaar. He had forgotten. 
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“The people are in bed and after their first 
sleep now,” he said. 

I did not smile. My aunt said to him ener- 
getically: 

“Can’t you give him the money and let him 
go? You’ve kept him late enough as it is.” 

My uncle said he was very sorry he had for- 
gotten. He said he believed in the old saying: 
All work and no play makes Jack a dull boy. 
He asked me where I was going and, when I 
had told him a second time he asked me did I 
know The Arab’s Farewell to His Steed.” When 
I left the kitchen he was about to recite the 
opening lines of the piece to my aunt. 

I held a florin® tightly in my hand as I 
strode down Buckingham Street toward the sta- 
tion. The sight of the streets thronged with 
buyers and glaring with gas recalled to me the 
purpose of my journey. I took my seat in a 
third-class carriage of a deserted train. After an 
intolerable delay the train moved out of the 
station slowly. It crept onward among ruinous 
houses and over the twinkling river. At West- 
land Row Station a crowd of people pressed to 
the carriage doors; but the porters moved 
them back, saying that it was a special train for 
the bazaar. I remained alone in the bare car- 
riage. In a few minutes the train drew up be- 
side an improvised wooden platform. I passed 
out onto the road and saw by the lighted dial 
of a clock that it was ten minutes to ten. In 
front of me was a large building which dis- 
played the magical name. 

I could not find any sixpenny entrance and, 
fearing that the bazaar would be closed, I 
passed in quickly through a turnstile, handing a 
shilling to a weary-looking man. I found myself 
in a big hail girdled at half its height by a gal- 
lery. Nearly all the stalls were closed and the 
greater part of the hall was in darkness. I rec- 
ognized a silence like that which pervades a 
church after a service. I walked into the center 


7. The Arab’s. . 
poem. 

8. florin: a former two-shilling coin. At the time of the 
story one shilling was worth approximately twenty-five 
American cents. 


. Steed: popular nineteenth-century 
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of the bazaar timidly. A few people were gath- 
ered about the stalls which were still open. Be- 
fore a curtain, over which the words Café 
Chantan?? were written in colored lamps, two 
men were counting money on a salver.’’ [ lis- 
tened to the fall of the coins. 

Remembering with difficulty why | had 
come I went over to one of the stalls and ex- 
amined porcelain vases and flowered tea sets. 
At the door of the stall a young lady was talk- 
ing and laughing with two young gentlemen. | 
remarked their English accents and _ listened 
vaguely to their conversation. 

“O, I never said such a thing!” 

“O, but you did!” 

“O, but I didn’t!” 

“Didn’t she say that?” 

“Yes. I heard her.” 

“O, there’s a... fib!” 

Observing me the young lady came over 
and asked me did I wish to buy anything. The 
tone of her voice was not encouraging; she 
seemed to have spoken to me out of a sense of 
duty. I looked humbly at the great jars that 
stood like Eastern guards at either side of the 
dark entrance to the stall and murmured: 

“No, thank you.” 

The young lady changed the position of one 
of the vases and went back to the two young 
men. They began to talk of the same subject. 
Once or twice the young lady glanced at me 
over her shoulder. 

I lingered before her stall, though I knew 
my stay was useless, to make my interest in 
her wares seem the more real. Then I turned 
away slowly and walked down the middle of 
the bazaar. I allowed the two pennies to fall 
against the sixpence in my pocket. I heard a 
voice call from one end of the gallery that the 
light was out. The upper part of the hall was 
now completely dark. 

Gazing up into the darkness I saw myself as 
a creature driven and derided by vanity; and 
my eyes burned with anguish and anger. 


9. Café Chantant: café with musical entertainment. 
10. salver [sal’vor]: tray, usually used for serving food. 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


Recalling 

1. At what times of day does the boy usually see 
Mangan’s sister? When does he think of her? 

2. What promise does the boy make to the girl? 

3. Why is the boy late for the bazaar? Describe 
the bazaar. 

4. How does the boy feel at the end of the story? 


Interpreting 

5. Contrast the boy’s expectations of the bazaar 
with his usual surroundings. 

6. Explain how the boy reveals to the reader his 
infatuation with the girl. Give two examples of 
his inexperience with girls. 

7. Why does the bazaar become a negative ex- 
perience for the boy? What do you think the 
experience teaches him about dreams as op- 
posed to reality? 


VIEWPOINT 


The famous literary critic Edmund Wilson com- 
pared what happens in Joyce’s fiction to what 
goes on in the mind just before sleep: 


Images or words in the conscious mind 
take on an ominous significance . . . inci- 
dents swell with meaning. .. . 

—Axel’s Castle 


ff Find at least two significant images in ‘‘Araby.” 
Explain how the incident at the bazaar swells 
with meaning. 


LITERARY FOCUS 


Plot 

Plot is the sequence of events in a story, 
each event causing or leading to the next. The 
author of a story arranges and orders events of a 
plot to capture, hold, and heighten our interest as 
the story progresses. To accomplish this involve- 
ment, the development of a plot generally in- 
cludes the following points: The exposition, usu- 
ally at the beginning of the story, introduces 
characters, settings, and situations that are im- 
portant to the story. The narrative hook is the 
point at which the conflict begins. The rising ac- 
tion adds complications to the conflict and in- 
creases our interest. The climax is the point of 
our highest interest and emotional involvement in 


the story, the point at which we know how the 
conflict will be resolved. The falling action shows 
the result of the climax and ends with the reso- 
lution, the denouement, or final outcome. 

Because modern fiction often experiments with 
plot, many modern stories have unusual plot 
structures: The information usually presented in 
the exposition may be gradually revealed through- 
out the story instead. A story may end at the cli- 
max, leaving the reader at the peak of emotional 
involvement. Another story may not have a dra- 
matic climax, and the reader may be free to form 
a personal interpretation of the outcome. James 
Joyce created his own innovation for the climax 
of a story. His stories often end with an epiph- 
any, a sudden realization—by the reader as well 
as a character—of the true nature of a person, 
place, object, or situation. 


Thinking About Plot 

1. List the points in the plot of ‘Araby’ that are 
the story’s exposition, narrative hook, rising 
action, climax, and, if any, falling action and 
resolution. 

2. Is the climax of “Araby” an epiphany? 


COMPOSITION 


rE: 


Citing Evidence 

%% A good short story is particular and universal. 
That is, a good story is specific in its plot, 
characters, and setting but has concerns that 
are common to all people. Cite evidence from 
the story to show that ‘‘Araby” is particular and 
universal. To do this, cite examples from the 
story—verbatim and in paraphrase—to show 
that the story has a specific plot, characters, 
and setting. Then, still citing evidence from the 
story, explain how the story represents an ex- 
perience that is common to most people. For 
help with this assignment, refer to Lesson 3 in 
the Writing About Literature Handbook at the 
back of this book. 

Writing a Journal Entry 

—& Imagine that you are the boy in “Araby” twenty 
years later, and write a journal entry about 
your memories of the events in the story. In 
writing your entry, consider the following ques- 
tions: Does the adult remember the events with 
joy or sadness? Did these events have a last- 
ing effect on the boy? What became of the 
boy’s infatuation with Mangan’s sister? 
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Katherine Mansfield 


In a relatively short career Katherine Mansfield exerted a major 
influence on the modern short story. Mansfield was born in New 
Zealand and spent most of her childhood there, but she attended 
Queens College in London. By the age of nineteen, she had 
published a few short vignettes and was determined to achieve fame 
as a writer. Back in New Zealand after college, she felt that her 
homeland restricted her, and she returned to London in 1908. 
Mansfield wrote short stories, poetry, literary criticism, and a journal. 
Ironically the stories inspired by her early life in New Zealand 
brought her first success. Always plagued by poor health, she died of | 
tuberculosis at the age of thirty-five. 

Mansfield’s Journal (1927) affords an insight into her personality 
and explains her literary goals and methods, but she is best known 


1888-1925 


for her short stories. The stories—collected in volumes such as Jn a 
German Pension (1911) and The Garden Party (1922)—reflect the 
complexity and confusion of the modern age. Mansfield writes about 
ordinary events, quiet moments that gradually reveal their 


significance. 


“The Singing Lesson” illustrates Mansfield’s talent for 
characterization. By eavesdropping on the thoughts racing through 
Miss Meadows’ mind, the reader forms a finely etched portrait of a 


complicated woman. 


Katherine Mansfield 


The Singing Lesson 


With despair—cold, sharp despair—buried 
deep in her heart like a wicked knife, Miss 
Meadows, in cap and gown and carrying a little 
baton, trod the cold corridors that led to the 
music hall. Girls of all ages, rosy from the air, 
and bubbling over with that gleeful excitement 
that comes from running to school on a fine 
autumn morning, hurried, skipped, fluttered by; 
from the hollow classrooms came a quick 
drumming of voices; a bell rang; a voice like a 
bird cried, “Muriel.” And then there came from 
the staircase a tremendous knock-knock-knock- 
ing. Someone had dropped her dumbbells. 
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The Science Mistress stopped Miss Mead- 
ows. 

“Good mor-ning,” she cried, in her sweet, 
affected drawl. “Isn’t it cold? It might be win- 
ter.” 

Miss Meadows, hugging the knife, stared in 
hatred at the Science Mistress. Everything 


about her was sweet, pale, like honey. You 
would not have been surprised to see a bee 
caught in the tangles of that yellow hair. 

“It is rather sharp,” said Miss Meadows, 
grimly. 

The other smiled her sugary smile. 


“You look fro-zen,” said she. Her blue eyes 
opened wide; there came a mocking light in 
them. (Had she noticed anything?) 

“Oh, not quite as bad as that,” said Miss 
Meadows, and she gave the Science Mistress, in 
exchange for her smile, a quick grimace and 
passed on... . 

Forms’ Four, Five, and Six were assembled 
in the music hall. The noise was deafening. On 
the platform, by the piano, stood Mary Beazley, 
Miss Meadows’ favorite, who played accompa- 
niments. She was turning the music stool. 
When she saw Miss Meadows she gave a loud, 
warning “Sh-sh! girls!” and Miss Meadows, her 
hands thrust in her sleeves, the baton under 
her arm, strode down the center aisle, 
mounted the steps, turned sharply, seized the 
brass music stand, planted it in front of her, 
and gave two sharp taps with her baton for si- 
lence. 

“Silence, please! Immediately!” and, looking 
at nobody, her glance swept over that sea of 
colored flannel blouses, with bobbing pink 
faces and hands, quivering butterfly hair bows, 
and music books outspread. She knew perfectly 
well what they were thinking. “Meady is in a 
wax.”” Well, let them think it! Her eyelids 
quivered; she tossed her head, defying them. 
What could the thoughts of those creatures 
matter to someone who stood there bleeding 
to death, pierced to the heart, to the heart, by 
such a letter— 

. “I feel more and more strongly that 
our marriage would be a mistake. Not that I do 
not love you. I love you as much as it is pos- 
sible for me to love any woman, but, truth to 
tell, I have come to the conclusion that I am 
not a marrying man, and the idea of settling 
down fills me with nothing but—” and the 
word “disgust” was scratched out lightly and 
“regret” written over the top. 

Basil! Miss Meadows stalked over to the 
piano. And Mary Beazley, who was waiting for 
this moment, bent forward; her curls fell over 


1. Forms: grades in British schools. 
2. in a wax: in a rage; angry. 


her cheeks while she breathed, “Good morn- 
ing, Miss Meadows,” and she motioned toward 
rather than handed to her mistress a beautiful 
yellow chrysanthemum. This little ritual of the 
flower had been gone through for ages and 
ages, quite a term and a half. It was as much 
part of the lesson as opening the piano. But 
this morning, instead of taking it up, instead of 
tucking it into her belt while she leaned over 
Mary and said, “Thank you, Mary. How very 
nice! Turn to page thirty-two,’ what was 
Mary’s horror when Miss Meadows totally ig- 
nored the chrysanthemum, made no reply to 
her greeting, but said in a voice of ice, “Page 
fourteen, please, and mark the accents well.” 

Staggering moment! Mary blushed until the 
tears stood in her eyes, but Miss Meadows was 
gone back to the music stand; her voice rang 
through the music hall. 

“Page fourteen. We will begin with page 
fourteen. ‘A Lament.’? Now, girls, you ought to 
know it by this time. We shall take it all to- 
gether; not in parts, all together. And without 
expression. Sing it, though, quite simply, beat- 
ing time with the left hand.” 

She raised the baton; she tapped the music 
stand twice. Down came Mary on the opening 
chord; down came all those left hands, beating 
the air, and in chimed those young, mournful 
voices:— 


Fast! Ah, too Fast Fade the Ro-o-ses of Pleas- 
ure; 

Soon Autumn yields unto Wi-i-nter Drear. 
Fleetly! Ah, Fleetly Mu-u-sic’s Gay Measure 


Passes away from the Listening Ear. 


Good Heavens, what could be more tragic 
than that lament! Every note was a sigh, a sob, 
a groan of awful mournfulness. Miss Meadows 
lifted her arms in the wide gown and began 
conducting with both hands. “. . . I feel more 
and more strongly that our marriage would be 
a mistake. . . .” she beat. And the voices cried: 
Fleetly! Ah, Fleetly. What could have possessed 
him to write such a letter! What could have 


3. ‘A Lament’: song expressing sorrow or grief. 
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led up to it! It came out of nothing. His last 
fetter had been all about a fumed-oak bookcase 
he had bought for “our” books, and a “natty 
little hall stand” he had seen, ‘“‘a very neat af- 
fair with a carved owl on a bracket, holding 
three hat brushes in its claws.” How she had 
smiled at that! So like a man to think one 
needed three hat brushes! From the Listening 
Ear, sang the voices. 

“Once again,” said Miss Meadows. ‘But this 
time in parts. Still without expression.” Fast! 
Ab, too Fast. With the gloom of the contraltos* 
added, one could scarcely help shuddering. 
Fade the Roses of Pleasure, Last time he had 
come to see her, Basil had worn a rose in his 
buttonhole. How handsome he had looked in 
that bright blue suit, with that dark red rose! 
And he knew it, too. He couldn’t help knowing 
it. First he stroked his hair, then his mous- 
tache; his teeth gleamed when he smiled. 

“The headmaster’s wife keeps on asking me 
to dinner. It’s a perfect nuisance. I never get 
an evening to myself in that place.” 

“But can’t you refuse?” 

“Oh, well, it doesn’t do for a man in my po- 
sition to be unpopular.” 

Music’s Gay Measure, wailed the voices. 
The willow trees, outside the high, narrow 


4. contraltos [kan tral’t6z]: singers with the lowest 
female singing voice. 
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windows, waved in the wind. They had lost 
half their leaves. The tiny ones that clung wrig- 
gled like fishes caught on a line. “. . . I am not 
a marrying man... .” The voices were silent; 
the piano waited. 

“Quite good,” said Miss Meadows, but, still 
in such a strange, stony tone that the younger 
girls began to feel positively frightened. “But 
now that we know it, we shall take it with 
expression. As much expression as you can put 
into it. Think of the words, girls. Use your 
imaginations. Fast! Ah, too Fast,” cried Miss 
Meadows. “That ought to break out—a loud, 
strong forte’—a lament. And then in the sec- 
ond line, Winter Drear, make that Drear sound 
as if a cold wind were blowing through it. Dre- 
ear!” said she so awfully that Mary Beazley, on 
the music stool, wriggled her spine. ‘‘The third 
line should be one crescendo.® Fleetly! Ah, 
Fleetly Music’s Gay Measure. Breaking on the 
first word of the last line, Passes. And then on 
the word, Away, you must begin to die. . . to 
fade . . . until The Listening Ear is nothing 
more than a faint whisper. . . . You can slow 
down as much as you like almost on the last 
line. Now, please.” 

Again the two light taps; she lifted her arms 
again. Fast! Ab, too Fast. “. . . and the idea of 
settling down fills me with nothing but dis- 
gust—” Disgust was what he had written. That 
was as good as to say their engagement was 
definitely broken off. Broken off! Their engage- 
ment! People had been surprised enough that 
she had got engaged. The Science Mistress 
would not believe it at first. But nobody had 
been as surprised as she. She was thirty. Basil 
was twenty-five. It had been a miracle, simply 
a miracle, to hear him say, as they walked 
home from church that very dark night, “You 
know, somehow or other, I’ve got fond of 
you.” And he had taken hold of the end of her 
ostrich feather boa. Passes away from the Lis- 
tening Ear. 

“Repeat! Repeat!” said Miss Meadows. 
“More expression, girls! Once more!” 


5. forte [f6r’ ta]: increase in volume. 
G. crescendo [kri shen/d5): increase in volume. 


Fast! Ab, too Fast. The older girls were 
crimson; some of the younger ones began to 
cry. Big spots of rain blew against the win- 
dows, and one could hear the willows whisper- 
ing, “. . . not that I do not love you... .” 

“But, my darling, if you love me,” thought 
Miss Meadows, “J don’t mind how much it is. 
Love me as little as you like.” But she knew he 
didn’t love her. Not to have cared enough to 
scratch out that word “disgust,” so that she 
couldn’t read it! Soon Autumn yields unto 
Winter Drear. She would have to leave the 
school, too. She could never face the Science 
Mistress or the girls after it got known. She 
would have to disappear somewhere. Passes 
away. The voices began to die, to fade, to 
whisper . . . to vanish... . 

Suddenly the door opened. A little girl in 
blue walked fussily up the aisle, hanging her 
head, biting her lips, and twisting the silver 
bangle on her red little wrist. She came up the 
steps and stood before Miss Meadows. 

“Well, Monica, what is it?” 

“Oh, if you please, Miss Meadows,” said the 
little girl, gasping, “Miss Wyatt wants to see 
you in the mistress’s room.” 

‘Very well,” said Miss Meadows. And she 
called to the girls, “I shall put you on your 
honor to talk quietly while I am away.” But 
they were too subdued to do anything else. 
Most of them were blowing their noses. 

The corridors were silent and cold; they 
echoed to Miss Meadows’ steps. The head mis- 
tress sat at her desk. For a moment she did not 
look up. She was as usual disentangling her 
eyeglasses, which had got caught in her lace 
tie. “Sit down, Miss Meadows,” she said very 
kindly. And then she picked up a pink enve- 
lope from the blotting pad. “I sent for you just 
now because this telegram has come for you.” 

“A telegram for me, Miss Wyatt?” 

Basil! He had committed suicide, decided 
Miss Meadows. Her hand flew out, but Miss 
Wyatt held the telegram back a moment. “I 
hope it’s not bad news,” she said, so more than 
kindly. And Miss Meadows tore it open. 

“Pay no attention to letter, must have been 
mad, bought hat stand today—Basil,” she read. 


She couldn’t take her eyes off the telegram. 

“J do hope it’s nothing very serious,” said 
Miss Wyatt, leaning forward. 

“Oh, no, thank you, Miss Wyatt,” blushed 
Miss Meadows. “It’s nothing bad at all. It’s’— 
and she gave an apologetic little laugh—‘it’s 
from my fiancé saying that. . . saying that—” 
There was a pause. “I see,” said Miss Wyatt. 
And another pause. Then—“You’ve fifteen min- 
utes more of your class, Miss Meadows, haven’t 
you?” 

“Yes, Miss Wyatt.” She got up. She half ran 
toward the door. 

“Oh, just one minute, Miss Meadows,” said 
Miss Wyatt. “I must say I don’t approve of my 
teachers having telegrams sent to them in 
school hours, unless in case of very bad news, 
such as death,” explained Miss Wyatt, “or a 
very serious accident, or something to that ef- 
fect. Good news, Miss Meadows, will always 
keep, you know.” 

On the wings of hope, of love, of joy, Miss 
Meadows sped back to the music hall, up the 
aisle, up the steps, over to the piano. 

“Page thirty-two, Mary,” she said, “page 
thirty-two,” and, picking up the yellow chrys- 
anthemum, she held it to her lips to hide her 
smile. Then she turned to the girls, rapped 


with her baton: ‘Page thirty-two, girls. Page 
thirty-two.” 


We come here To-day with Flowers o’erladen, 
With Baskets of Fruit and Ribbons to boot, 
To-oo Congratulate... . 


“Stop! Stop!” cried Miss Meadows. “This is 
awful. This is dreadful.” And she beamed at her 
girls. “What’s the matter with you all? Think, 


girls, think of what you’re singing. Use your 
imaginations. With Flowers o’erladen. Baskets 
of Fruit and Ribbons to boot. And Congratu- 
late.” Miss Meadows broke off. “Don’t look so 
doleful, girls. It ought to sound warm, joyful, 
eager. Congratulate. Once more. Quickly. All 
together. Now then!” 

And this time Miss Meadows’ voice sounded 
over all the other voices—full, deep, glowing 
with expression. 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


conte ti 


Recalling 

1. At the beginning of the story, what is Miss 
Meadows’ mood? To what object is her mood 
compared? 

2. Explain the contents of the letter that Miss 
Meadows thinks about during her lesson. 

3. In what way does Miss Meadows cause Mary 
Beazley ‘horror’? 

4. Describe the incident that interrupts the sing- 
ing lesson. 

5. What fault does Miss Meadows find with the 
class when she returns? 


Interpreting 

6. Describe Miss Meadows’ manner in class be- 
fore and after the interruption. Use details from 
the story to show which type of behavior is 
more typical for Miss Meadows. 

7. Relate Miss Meadows’ treatment of other peo- 
ple and the songs she chooses to her emo- 
tional states. 

8. Describe Basil’s personality, and explain his 
relationship with Miss Meadows. 


Extending 
9. Do you think that Miss Meadows should be as 
happy as she is about Basil’s telegram? 


LITERARY FOCUS 


Point of View 

Point of view is the relationship of the nar- 
rator, or storyteller, to the story. The author's 
choice of narrator influences the information and 
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the emotional involvement that the story provides. 

A story told in the first-person point of view 
is narrated by a character in the story. A first-per- 
son narrator relates personal experience, using 
the pronoun /. Because we are reading a per- 
sonal account, we sympathize with the narrator 
and become emotionally involved in the story. 
The first-person narrator, however, may tell only 
One side of a story and may actually deceive the 
reader either deliberately or because he or she 
does not know the truth. 

A story told in the limited third-person point 
of view is narrated by the author but from the 
limited viewpoint of only one character. The nar- 
rator is detached from the action and uses the 
pronoun he or she. Because we read the 
thoughts of only one character, we sympathize 
with him or her. The character, however, may not 
completely understand a situation, and therefore 
we too are denied full information. 

A story told in the omniscient point of view 
is narrated by the author who reveals the 
thoughts and feelings of a//f the characters. An 
omniscient narrator uses the third person—he or 
she—and stands completely outside the story. 
Because the narrator is detached, he can always 
be trusted. 


Thinking About Point of View 

1. What is the point of view of ‘The Singing Les- 
son’? Explain your answer. 

2. Explain how the point of view of ‘The Singing 
Lesson” keeps complete information from the 
reader but still inspires sympathy for Miss 
Meadows. 


D. H. Lawrence 


D. H. Lawrence helped to define modern literature with his carefully 
constructed, highly original, and socially conscious novels and short 
stories. David Herbert Lawrence was born in a small coal mining 
town in Nottinghamshire, England. Lawrence left school at an early 
age, held a number of jobs, and then completed his education. His 
life was marred by poor health, and he traveled extensively—to Italy, 
Australia, and Mexico—to improve his condition. Besides fiction, 
Lawrence wrote poetry and travel books; he was also a talented 
painter. He died of tuberculosis in southern France. 

A recurring concern in Lawrence’s fiction is the effect of the 
Industrial Revolution. Lawrence felt that the scientific-industrial age 
both separated people from their own feelings and estranged them 
from nature. In his stories and especially in novels like Sons and 


1885—1930 


Lovers (1913), The Rainbow (1915), and Women in Love (1921), he 
wrote of the need for harmony with nature and for integration of the 
individual’s body and spirit. 

“Goose Fair” demonstrates Lawrence’s concern with the influence 
of industrialization. He exemplifies the differences between classes by 
contrasting two young women of very dissimilar backgrounds. In just 
a few pages the story parades before the reader a wide array of 
characters who embody the struggles that filled Lawrence’s work and 


changed England. 


D. H. Lawrence 


Goose Fair 


1 


Through the gloom of evening, and the 
flare of torches of the night before the fair, 
through the still fogs of the succeeding dawn 
came paddling the weary geese, lifting their 
poor feet that had been dipped in tar for shoes, 
and trailing them along the cobblestones into 
the town. Last of all, in the afternoon, a coun- 

' try girl drove in her dozen birds, disconsolate 
because she was so late. She was a heavily built 
girl, fair, with regular features, and yet unpre- 
possessing. She needed chiseling down, her 
contours were brutal. Perhaps it was weariness 
that hung her eyelids a little lower than was 


b 


pleasant. When she spoke to her clumsily lag- 
ging birds it was in a snarling nasal tone. One 
of the silly things sat down in the gutter and 
refused to move. It looked very ridiculous, but 
also rather pitiful, squat there with its head up, 
refusing to be urged on by the ungentle toe of 
the girl. The latter swore heavily, then picked 
up the great complaining bird, and fronting her 
road stubbornly, drove on the lamentable 
eleven. 

No one had noticed her. This afternoon the 
women were not sitting chatting on their door- 
steps, seaming up the cotton hose, or swiftly 
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passing through their fingers the piled white 
lace; and in the high dark house the song of 
the hosiery frames was hushed: “Shackety- 
boom, Shackety-shackety-boom, Z—zzz!” As she 
dragged up Hollow Stone, people returning 
from the fair chaffed her and asked her what 
o’clock it was. She did not reply, her look was 
sullen. The Lace Market was quiet as the Sab- 
bath: even the great brass plates on the doors 
were dull with neglect. There seemed an after- 
noon atmosphere of raw discontent. The girl 
stopped a moment before the dismal prospect 
of one of the great warehouses that had been 
gutted with fire. She looked at the lean, threat- 
ening walls and watched her white flock wad- 
dling in reckless misery below, and she would 
have laughed out loud had the wall fallen flat 
upon them and relieved her of them. But the 
wall did not fall, so she crossed the road, and 
walking on the safe side, hurried after her 
charge. Her look was even more sullen. She re- 
membered the state of trade—Trade, the 
invidious' enemy; Trade, which thrust out its 
hand and shut the factory doors, and pulled 
the stockingers” off their seats, and left the 
web half-finished on the frame; Trade, which 
mysteriously choked up the sources of the riv- 
ulets of wealth, and blacker and more secret 
than a pestilence, starved the town. Through 
this morose atmosphere of bad trade, in the af- 
ternoon of the first day of the fair, the girl 
strode down to the Poultry with eleven sound 
geese and one lame one to sell. 

The Frenchmen were at the bottom of it! 
So everybody said, though nobody quite knew 
how. At any rate, they had gone to war with 
the Prussians and got beaten, and trade was ru- 
ined in Nottingham! 

A little fog rose up, and the twilight gath- 
ered around. Then they flared abroad their 
torches in the fair, insulting the night. The girl 
still sat in the Poultry, and her weary geese un- 
sold on the stones, illuminated by the hissing 
lamp of a man who sold rabbits and pigeons 
and such-like assorted livestock. 


1. invidious [in vid’é 9s]: offensively unfair. 
2. stockingers: hosiery knitters or weavers. 
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In another part of the town, near Sneinton 
Church, another girl came to the door to look 
at the night. She was tall and slender, dressed 
with the severe accuracy which marks the girl 
of superior culture. Her hair was arranged with 
simplicity about the long, pale, cleanly cut 
face. She leaned forward very slightly to glance 
down the street, listening. She very carefully 
preserved the appearance of having come quite 
casually to the door, yet she lingered and lin- 
gered and stood very still to listen when she 
heard a footstep, but when it proved to be 
only a common man, she drew herself up 
proudly and looked with a small smile over his 
head. He hesitated to glance into the open hall, 
lighted so spaciously with a scarlet-shaded 
lamp, and at the slim girl in brown silk lifted 
up before the light. But she, she looked over 
his head. He passed on. 

Presently she started and hung in suspense. 
Somebody was crossing the road. She ran down 
the steps in a pretty welcome, not effuse,* say- 
ing in quick but accurately articulated words: 
“Will! I began to think you’d gone to the fair. 
I came out to listen to it. I felt almost sure 
you’d gone. You’re coming in, aren’t you?” She 
waited a moment anxiously. “We expect you 
to dinner, you know,” she added wistfully. 

The man, who had a short face and spoke 
with his lip curling up on one side, in a drawl- 
ing speech with ironically exaggerated intona- 
tion, replied after a short hesitation: 

“I’m awfully sorry, I am, straight,* Lois. It’s 
a shame. [ve got to go round to the biz. Man 
proposes—the devil disposes.” He turned aside 
with irony in the darkness. 

“But surely, Will!” remonstrated the girl, 
keenly disappointed. 

“Fact, Lois!—I feel wild about it myself. But 
I've got to go down to the works. They may be 
getting a bit warm down there, you know’—he 
jerked his head in the direction of the fair. 
“If the Lambs get frisky!—they’re a bit off 
about the work, and they’d just be in their 


3. effuse [i fiz’ ]: poured out freely. 
4. straight: honestly. 


element if they could set a lighted match to 
something 7 

“Will, you don’t think Y’ exclaimed the 
girl, laying her hand on his arm in the true 
fashion of romance, and looking up at him ear- 
nestly. 

“Dad’s not sure,” he replied, looking down 
at her with gravity. They remained in this at- 
titude for a moment, then he said: 

“I might stop a bit. It’s all right for an hour, 
I should think.” 

She looked at him earnestly, then said in 
tones of deep disappointment and of fortitude: 
“No, Will, you must go. You’d better go ” 

“It’s a shame!” he murmured, standing a 
moment at a loose end. Then, glancing down 
the street to see he was alone, he put his arm 
round her waist and said in a difficult voice: 
“How goes it?” 

She let him keep her for a moment, then he 
kissed her as if afraid of what he was doing. 
They were both uncomfortable. 

“Well Y he said at length. 

“Good night!” she said, setting him free 
to go. 

He hung a moment near her, as if ashamed. 
Then “Good night,” he answered, and he broke 
away. She listened to his footsteps in the night, 
before composing herself to turn indoors. 

“Helloa!” said her father, glancing over his 
paper as she entered the diningroom. ““What’s 
up, then?” 

“Oh, nothing,” she replied, in her calm 
tones. “Will won’t be here to dinner tonight.” 

“What, gone to the fair?” 

“No.” 

“Oh! What’s got him then?” 

Lois looked at her father, and answered: 

“He’s gone down to the factory. They are 
afraid of the hands.” 

Her father looked at her closely. 

“Oh, aye!” he answered, undecided, and 
they sat down to dinner. 


3 
Lois retired very early. She had a fire in her 
bedroom. She drew the curtains and stood 
| holding aside a heavy fold, looking out at the 


night. She could see only the nothingness of 
the fog; not even the glare of the fair was evi- 
dent, though the noise clamored small in the 
distance. In front of everything she could see 
her own faint image. She crossed to the dress- 
ing table, and there leaned her face to the mir- 
ror, and looked at herself. She looked a long 
time, then she rose, changed her dress for a 
dressing jacket, and took up Sesame and Lilt- 
ies.” 

Late in the night she was roused from sleep 
by a bustle in the house. She sat up and heard 
a hurrying to and fro and the sound of anxious 
voices. She put on her dressing gown and went 
out to her mother’s room. Seeing her mother 
at the head of the stairs, she said in her quick 
clean voice: 

“Mother, what is it?” 

“Oh, child, don’t ask me! Go to bed, dear, 
do! I shall surely be worried out of my life.” 

“Mother, what is it?” Lois was sharp and 
emphatic. 

“It hope your father won’t go. Now I do 
hope your father won’t go. He’s got a cold as 
it is.” 

“Mother, tell me what it is?” Lois took her ~ 
mother’s arm. 

“It’s Selby’s. I should have thought you 
would have heard the fire engine, and Jack 
isn’t in yet. I hope we're safe!” Lois returned to 
her bedroom and dressed. She coiled her 
plaited® hair, and having put on a cloak, left 
the house. 

She hurried along under the fog-dripping 
trees toward the meaner part of the town. 
When she got near, she saw a glare in the fog, 
and closed her lips tight. She hastened on till 
she was in the crowd. With peaked, noble face 
she watched the fire. Then she looked a little 
wildly over the fire-reddened faces in the 
crowd, and catching sight of her father, hurried 
to him. 

“Oh, Dadda—is he safe? Is Will safe——?” 

“Safe, aye, why not? You’ve no business 


5. Sesame and Lilies: book by English writer John 
Ruskin (1819-1900). 
6. plaited [pla’ tid): braided. 
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here. Here, here’s Sampson, he’ll take you 
home. I’ve enough to bother me; there’s my 
own place to watch. Go home now, I can’t do 
with you here.” 

“Have you seen Will?” she asked. 

“Go home—Sampson, just take Miss Lois 
home—now!” 

“You don’t really know where he is—fa- 
ther?” 

“Go 
here 


home now—I don’t want you 
” her father ordered peremptorily. 


The tears sprang to Lois’ eyes. She looked 
at the fire and the tears were quickly dried by 
fear. The flames roared and struggled upward. 
The great wonder of the fire made her forget 
even her indignation at her father’s light treat- 


ment of herself and of her lover. There was a 
crashing and bursting of timber, as the first 
floor fell in a mass into the blazing gulf, splash- 
ing the fire in all directions, to the terror of 
the crowd. She saw the steel of the machines 
growing white-hot and twisting like flaming let- 
ters. Piece after piece of the flooring gave way, 
and the machines dropped in red ruin as the 
wooden framework burned out. The air be- 
came unbreathable; the fog was swallowed up; 
sparks went rushing up as if they would burn 
the dark heavens; sometimes cards of lace went 
whirling into the gulf of the sky, waving with 
wings of fire. It was dangerous to stand near 
this great cup of roaring destruction. 
Sampson, the gray old manager of Buxton 


: i 


and Co.’s, led her away as soon as she would 
turn her face to listen to him. He was a stout, 
irritable man. He elbowed his way roughly 
through the crowd, and Lois followed him, her 
head high, her lips closed. He led her for some 
distance without speaking, then at last, unable 
to contain his garrulous irritability, he broke 
out: 

“What do they expect? What can they ex- 
pect? They can’t expect to stand a bad time. 
They spring up like mushrooms as big as a 
house side, but there’s no stability in ’em. I re- 
member William Selby when he’d run on my 
errands. Yes, there’s some as can make much 
out of little, and there’s some as can make 
much out of nothing, but they find it won't 
last. William Selby’s sprung up in a day, and 
he'll vanish in a night. You can’t trust to luck 
alone. Maybe he thinks it’s a lucky thing this 
fire has come when things are looking black. 
But you can’t get out of it as easy as that. 
There’s been a few too many of ’em. No, in- 
deed, a fire’s the last thing I should hope to 
come to—the very last!” 

Lois hurried and hurried, so that she 
brought the old manager panting in distress up 
the steps of her home. She could not bear to 
hear him talking so. They could get no one to 
open the door for some time. When at last Lois 
ran upstairs, she found her mother dressed, but 
all unbuttoned again, lying back in the chair in 
her daughter’s room, suffering from palpitation 
of the heart, with Sesame and Lilies crushed 
beneath her. Lois administered brandy, and her 
decisive words and movements helped largely 
to bring the good lady to a state of recovery 
sufficient to allow of her returning to her own 
bedroom. 

Then Lois locked the door. She glanced at 
her fire-darkened face, and taking the flattened 
Ruskin out of the chair, sat down and wept. Af- 
ter a while she calmed herself, rose and 
sponged her face. Then once more on that fatal 
night she prepared for rest. Instead, however, 
of retiring, she pulled a silk quilt from her dis- 
ordered bed and, wrapping it round her, sat 
miserably to think. It was two o’clock in the 
morning. 


4 


The fire was sunk to cold ashes in the 
grate, and the gray morning was creeping 
through the half-opened curtains like a thing 
ashamed, when Lois awoke. It was painful to 
move her head: her neck was cramped. The 
girl awoke in full recollection. She sighed, 
roused herself and pulled the quilt closer 
about her. For a little while she sat and mused. 
A pale, tragic resignation fixed her face like a 
mask. She remembered her father’s irritable an- 
swer to her question concerning her lover’s 
safety—‘‘Safe, aye—why not?” She knew that he 
suspected the factory of having been purposely 
set on fire. But then, he had never liked Will. 
And yet—and yet—Lois’ heart was heavy as 
lead. She felt her lover was guilty. And she felt 
she must hide her secret of his last communi- 
cation to her. She saw herself being cross-ex- 
amined—“When did you last see this man?” 
But she would hide what he had said about 
watching at the works. How dreary it was—and 
how dreadful. Her life was ruined now, and 
nothing mattered any more. She must only be- 
have with dignity, and submit to her own oblit- 
eration. For even if Will were never accused, 
she knew in her heart he was guilty. She knew 
it was over between them. 

It was dawn among the yellow fog outside, 
and Lois, as she moved mechanically about her 
toilet, vaguely felt that all her days would ar- 
rive slowly struggling through a bleak fog. She 
felt an intense longing at this uncanny hour to 
slough the body’s trammeled weariness and to 
issue at once into the new bright warmth of 
the far Dawn where a lover waited transfig- 
ured; is it so easy and pleasant in imagination 
to step out of the chill gray dampness of an- 
other terrestrial daybreak, straight into the sun- 
shine of the eternal morning? And who can 
escape his hour? So Lois performed the mean- 
ingless routine of her toilet,’ which at last she 
made meaningful when she took her black 
dress, and fastened a black jet brooch at her 
throat. 


7. toilet [toi’lit]: act of dressing and grooming oneself. 
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Then she went downstairs and found her fa- 
ther eating a mutton chop. She quickly ap- 
proached and kissed him on the forehead. 
Then she retreated to the other end of the ta- 
ble. Her father looked tired, even haggard. 

“You are early,” he said, after a while. Lois 
did not reply. Her father continued to eat for 
a few moments, then he said: 

“Have a chop—here’s one! Ring for a hot 
plate. Eh, what? Why not?” 

Lois was insulted, but she gave no sign. She 
sat down and took a cup of coffee, making no 
pretense to eat. Her father was absorbed, and 
had forgotten her. 

“Our Jack’s not come home yet,” he said at 
last. 

Lois stirred faintly. ‘““Hasn’t he?” she said. 

“No.” There was silence for a time. Lois 
was frightened. Had something happened also 
to her brother? This fear was closer and more 
irksome. 

“Selby’s was cleaned out, gutted. We had a 
near shave of it——” 

“You have no loss, Dadda?” 

“Nothing to mention.” After another si- 
lence, her father said: 

“I'd rather be myself than William Selby. Of 
course it may merely be bad luck—you don’t 
know. But whatever it was, I wouldn’t like to 
add one to the list of fires just now. Selby was 
at the ‘George’ when it broke out—I don’t 
know where the lad was ? 

“Father,” broke in Lois, “why do you talk 
like that? Why do you talk as if Will had done 
it?” She ended suddenly. Her father looked at 
her pale, mute face. 

“J don’t talk as if Will had done it,” he said. 
“I don’t even think it.” 

Feeling she was going to cry, Lois rose and 
left the room. Her father sighed, and leaning 
his elbows on his knees, whistled faintly into 
the fire. He was not thinking about her. 

Lois went down to the kitchen and asked 
Lucy, the parlor maid, to go out with her. She 
somehow shrank from going alone, lest people 
should stare at her overmuch: and she felt an 
overpowering impulse to go to the scene of 
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the tragedy, to judge for herself. 

The churches were chiming half-past eight 
when the young lady and the maid set off 
down the street. Nearer the fair, swarthy, thin- 
legged men were pushing barrels of water to- 
ward the market place, and the gypsy women, 
with hard brows, and dressed in tight velvet 
bodices, hurried along the pavement with jugs 
of milk, and great brass water ewers and loaves 
and breakfast parcels. People were just getting 
up, and in the poorer streets was a continual 
splash of tea leaves, flung out on to the cob- 
blestones. A teapot came crashing down from 
an upper story just behind Lois, and she, start- 
ing round and looking up, thought that the 
trembling, drink-bleared man at the upper win- 
dow, who was stupidly staring after his pot, 
had had designs on her life; and she went on 
her way shuddering at the grim tragedy of life. 

In the dull October morning the ruined fac- 
tory was black and ghastly. The window frames 
were all jagged, and the walls stood gaunt. In- 
side was a tangle of twisted debris, the iron, in 
parts red with bright rust, looking still hot; the 
charred wood was black and satiny; from di- 
sheveled heaps, sodden with water, a faint 
smoke rose dimly. Lois stood and looked. If he 
had done that! He might even be dead there, 
burned to ash and lost forever. It was almost 
soothing to feel so. He would be safe in the 
eternity which now she must hope in. 

At her side the pretty, sympathetic maid 
chatted plaintively. Suddenly, from one of her 
lapses into silences, she exclaimed: 

“Why if there isn’t Mr. Jack!” 

Lois turned suddenly and saw her brother 
and her lover approaching her. Both looked 
soiled, untidy and wan. Will had a black eye, 
some ten hours old, well colored. Lois turned 
very pale as they approached. They were look: 
ing gloomily at the factory, and for a moment 
did not notice the girls. 

“TU be jiggered if there ain’t our Lois!” ex- 
claimed Jack, the reprobate,® swearing under 
his breath. . 


8. reprobate [rep’ra bat’ |: unprincipled person. 


“Oh, God!” exclaimed the other in disgust. 

“Jack, where have you been?” said Lois 
sharply, in keen pain, not looking at her lover. 
Her sharp tone of suffering drove her lover to 
defend himself with an affectation of comic 
recklessness. 

“In quod,” replied her brother, smiling 
sickly. 

“Jack!” cried his sister very sharply. 

“Fact.” 

Will Selby shuffled on his feet and smiled, 
trying to turn away his face so that she should 
not see his black eye. She glanced at him. He 
felt her boundless anger and contempt, and 
with great courage he looked straight at her, 
smiling ironically. Unfortunately his smile 
would not go over his swollen eye, which re- 
mained grave and lurid. 

“So I look pretty?” he inquired with a hate- 
ful twist of his lip. 

“Very!” she replied. 

‘I thought I did,” he replied. And he turned 
to look at his father’s ruined works, and he felt 
miserable and stubborn. The girl standing there 
so clean and out of it all! Oh, God, he felt sick. 
He turned to go home. 

The three went together, Lois silent in an- 
ger and resentment. Her brother was tired and 
overstrung, but not suppressed. He chattered 
on, blindly. 

“It was a lark we had! We met Bob Os- 
borne and Freddy Mansell coming down Poul- 
try. There was a girl with some geese. She 
looked a tanger sitting there, all like statues, 
her and the geese. It was Will who began it. 
He offered her threepence and asked her to be- 
gin the show. She called him a—she called him 
something, and then somebody poked an old 
gander to stir him up, and somebody squirted 
him in the eye. He upped and squawked and 
started off with his neck out. Laugh! We nearly 
killed ourselves, keeping back those old birds 
with squirts and teasers. Oh, Lum! Those old 
geese, oh, scrimmy, they didn’t know where to 
turn, they fairly went off their dots, coming at 


9, quod [kwdd]: British slang for “prison.” 


us right an’ left, and such a row—it was fun, 
you never knew? Then the girl she got up and 
knocked somebody over the jaw, and we were 
right in for it. Well, in the end, Billy here got 
hold of her round the waist iM 

“Oh, dry it up!” exclaimed Will bitterly. 

Jack looked at him, laughed mirthlessly, and 
continued: ‘An’ we said we’d buy her birds. So 
we got hold of one goose apiece—an’ they 
took some holding. | can tell you—and off we 
set round the fair, Billy leading with the girl. 
The bloomin’ geese squawked an’ pecked. 
Laugh—I thought I should a’ died. Well, then 
we wanted the girl to have her birds back— 
and then she fired up. She got some other 
chaps on her side, and there was a proper old 
row. The girl went tooth and nail for Will 
there—she was dead set against him. She gave 
him a black eye, by gum, and we went at it, I 
can tell you. It was a free fight, a beauty, an’ 
we got run in. I don’t know what became of 
the girl.” 

Lois surveyed the two men. There was no 
glimmer of a smile on her face, though the 
maid behind her was sniggering. Will was very 
bitter. He glanced at his sweetheart and at the 
ruined factory. 

“How’s dad taken it?” he asked, in a biting, 
almost humble tone. 

“I don’t know,” she replied coldly. “Father’s 
in an awful way. I believe everybody thinks 
you set the place on fire.” 

Lois drew herself up. She had delivered her 
blow. She drew herself up in cold condemna- 
tion and for a moment enjoyed her complete 
revenge. He was despicable, abject in his di- 
sheveled, disfigured, unwashed condition. 

“Aye, well, they made a mistake for once,” 
he replied, with a curl of the lip. 

Curiously enough, they walked side by side 
as if they belonged to each other. She was his 
conscience-keeper. She was far from forgiving 
him, but she was still farther from letting him 
go. And he walked at her side like a boy who 
has to be punished before he can be exoner- 
ated. He submitted. But there was a genuine 
bitter contempt in the curl of his lip. 
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STUDY QUESTIONS 


Recalling 

1. Describe the country girl andeLois. What is 
each doing when she first appears? 

2. According to the narrator, what is “the state 
of trade” at the time of the story? 

3. What reason does Will give Lois for not join- 
ing her for dinner? 

4. What news does Lois learn late at night from 
her mother? In what way does Lois think Will 
is involved in this event? 

5. Briefly outline the pranks that cause Jack and 
Will to be arrested. 


Interpreting 

6. What connection does the story imply be- 
tween trade, agriculture, and manufacturing? 

7. In what ways does the story show an antag- 
onism between classes? Between people and 
nature? 

8. Describe the relationship between Lois and 
Will. In what ways does Lois show that she 
does not understand her own feelings for 
Will? 

9. Why do you think Lawrence titled the story 
“Goose Fair’? 


Extending 
10. Who do you think started the fire? Why does 
Lawrence not tell us who started it? 


LITERARY FOCUS 


Characterization 

Characterization is the personality of a char- 
acter in a short story; it is also the method by 
which the author reveals that personality. Char- 
acters can be many-sided and changing, as sur- 
prising as real people, or they can be simple and 
one dimensional. They must, however, seem true 
to life and act in believable ways. To make char- 
acters credible, the author must supply motiva- 
tion, stated or implied reasons for their behavior. 

Characterization can be direct or indirect. With 
direct characterization the author directly states 
facts about a character’s personality; with indi- 
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rect characterization the author reveals a char- 
acter’s personality indirectly through the charac- 
ter’s physical appearance, words, thoughts, and 
actions or through what other characters say 
about that character. In addition, the author may 
present a flat character—one with only one per- 
sonality trait—or a round, or compiex, charac- 
ter—one with many different, even contradictory, 
traits. A character can also be dynamic or static. 
Dynamic characters change in the course of a 
story because of the influence of events or other 
people. Static characters remain primarily the 
same throughout a Story. 


Thinking About Characterization 

1. What motivation does the story imply for Jack 
and Will in their argument with the country 
girl? 

2. What personality traits of the country girl do 
we learn through direct characterization? 
Through indirect characterization? 

3. Explain how Lois is a realistic character, both 
round and dynamic. 


COMPOSITION 


Writing About a Symbol 

& Many objects, characters, and actions in Law- 
rence’s fiction are symbolic. Write a brief essay 
about one symbol in ‘Goose Fair.” First iden- 
tify the symbol, and explain its meaning. Then 
discuss the significance of the symbol in the 
story as a whole, explaining how it relates to 
the theme of the story. For help with this as- 
signment, refer to Lesson 5 in the Writing 
About Literature Handbook at the back of this 
book. 


Writing a Sequel to the Story 

& Write a short continuation of ‘Goose Fair” in 
which Lois and the country girl meet. Write in 
omniscient point of view (page 602), and in- 
clude narration, description, and dialogue. Be 
sure to explain the circumstances of their 
meeting and to demonstrate the fact that they 
come from very different backgrounds. 


Virginia Woolf = 1882-1941 


In,her critical essays Virginia Woolf set standards for modern fiction, 
and she met those standards in a string of finely detailed 
introspective novels and stories. Woolf grew up in a home where 
famous intellectuals and artists were frequent guests. Her father, Sir 
Leslie Stephen, was the first editor of the Dictionary of National 
Biography, and he introduced his children to great minds and great 
books. As an adult Woolf founded the Hogarth Press with her 
husband, Leonard Woolf, who was also a writer. They published 
much of their own work and became the center of the Bloomsbury 
Group, a circle of famous artists, writers, and philosophers that was 
named for a London neighborhood. 

Woolf began her writing career as a literary critic. She used her 
reviews and essays to promote her strong opinions about what fiction 
should be. For example, she thought that writers could get close to 
real life only by basing their work in their own feelings. In 1915 she 
began to put her theories into practice in her first novel, The Voyage 
Out. She continued to refine her style in eight other novels—among 
them Mrs. Dalloway (1925) and To the Lighthouse (1927)—and four 
collections of short stories. 

Woolf's work was a deliberate attempt to break the conventions 
of fiction. She saw life not as a series of carefully arranged bright 
lights but as “a luminous halo, a semi-transparent envelope 
surrounding us from the beginning of consciousness to the end.” In 
other words, life is not a neatly arranged series of major events but 
a process we live every day. To be faithful to this idea, her fiction 
avoids plot as we know it and. instead swirls through the 
consciousness of characters, revealing the essence of their lives. With 
James Joyce, Woolf was among the first to use this stream-of- 
consciousness technique. Her stories are quiet episodes seen through 
the minds of the characters. The intention was to “examine for a 
moment an ordinary mind on an ordinary day,” to uncover people as 
they really are. By pouring out one thought after another in a steady 
stream, characters reveal who they are and what they feel. Mabel 
Waring is such a character, and in “The New Dress” she reveals 
herself to us through a constant stream of memories, thoughts, and 
observations. 
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Virginia Woolf 


The New Dress. 


Mabel had her first serious suspicion that 
something was wrong as she took her cloak off 
and Mrs. Barnet, while handing her the mirror 
and touching the brushes and thus drawing her 
attention, perhaps rather markedly, to all the 
appliances for tidying and improving hair, com- 
plexion, clothes, which existed on the dressing 
table, confirmed the suspicion—that it was not 
right, not quite right, which growing stronger 
as she went upstairs and springing at her with 
conviction as she greeted Clarissa Dalloway, 
she went straight to the far end of the room, 
to a shaded corner where a looking glass hung 
and looked. No! It was not right. And at once 
the misery which she always tried to hide, the 
profound dissatisfaction—the sense she had 
had, ever since she was a child, of being infe- 
rior to other people—set upon her, relent- 
lessly, remorselessly, with an intensity which 
she could not beat off, as she would when she 
woke at night at home, by reading Borrow’ or 
Scott;? for oh these men, oh these women, all 
were thinking—‘What’s Mabel wearing? What a 
fright she looks! What a hideous new dress!”— 
their eyelids flickering as they came up and 
then their lids shutting rather tight. It was her 
own appalling inadequacy; her cowardice; her 
mean, water-sprinkled blood that depressed 
her. And at once the whole of the room where, 
for ever so many hours, she had planned with 
the little dressmaker how it was to go, seemed 
sordid, repulsive; and her own drawing room 
so shabby, and herself, going out, puffed up 
with vanity as she touched the letters on the 
hall table and said, “How dull!” to show off— 
all this now seemed unutterably silly, paltry, 
and provincial. All this had been absolutely de- 


1. Borrow: George Borrow (1803-—1881), English 
traveler and novelist. 

2. Scott: Sir Walter Scott (1771-1832), Scottish poet, 
novelist, journalist. 
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stroyed, shown up, exploded, the moment she 
came into Mrs. Dalloway’s drawing room. 

What she had thought that evening when, 
sitting over the teacups, Mrs. Dalloway’s invi- 
tation came, was that, of course, she could not 
be fashionable. It was absurd to pretend it 
even—fashion meant cut, meant style, meant 
thirty guineas at least—but why not be origi- 
nal? Why not be herself, anyhow? And, getting 
up, she had taken that old fashion book of her 
mother’s, a Paris fashion book of the time of 
the Empire, and had thought how much pret- 
tier, more dignified, and more womanly they 
were then, and so set herself—oh, it was fool- 
ish—trying to be like them, pluming herself in 
fact, upon being modest and old-fashioned and 
very charming, giving herself up, no doubt 
about it, to an orgy of self-love, which de- 
served to be chastised, and so rigged herself 
out like this. 

But she dared not look in the glass, She 
could not face the whole horror—the pale yel- 
low, idiotically old-fashioned silk dress with its 
long skirt and its high sleeves and its waist and 
all the things that looked so charming in the 
fashion book, but not on her, not among all 
these ordinary people. She felt like a dressmak- 
er’s dummy standing there, for young people 
to stick pins into. 

“But, my dear, it’s perfectly charming!” 
Rose Shaw said, looking her up and down with 
that little satirical pucker of the lips which she 
expected—Rose herself being dressed in the 
height of the fashion, precisely like everybody 
else, always. 

We are all like flies trying to crawl over the 
edge of the saucer, Mabel thought, and re- 
peated the phrase as if she were crossing her- 
self, as if she were trying to find some spell to 
annul this pain, to make this agony endurable. 
Tags of Shakespeare, lines from books she had 
read ages ago, suddenly came to her when she 


was in agony, and she repeated them over and 
over again. ‘Flies trying to crawl,” she re- 
peated. If she could say that over often enough 
and make herself see the flies, she would be- 
come numb, chill, frozen, dumb. Now she 
could see flies crawling slowly out of a saucer 
of milk with their wings stuck together; and 
she strained and strained (standing in front of 
the looking glass, listening to Rose Shaw) to 
make herself see Rose Shaw and all the other 
people there as flies, trying to hoist themselves 
out of something, or into something, meager, 
insignificant, toiling flies. But she could not see 
them like that, not other people. She saw her- 
self like that—she was a fly, but the others 
were dragonflies, butterflies, beautiful insects, 
dancing, fluttering, skimming, while she alone 
dragged herself up out of tHe saucer. (Envy 
and spite, the most detestable of the vices, 
were her chief faults.) 

“I feel like some dowdy, decrepit, horribly 
dingy old fly,” she said, making Robert Haydon 
stop just to hear her say that, just to reassure 
herself by furbishing up a poor weak-kneed 
phrase and so showing how detached she was, 
how witty, that she did not feel in the least out 
of anything. And, of course, Robert Haydon an- 
swered something quite polite, quite insincere, 
which she saw through instantly, and said to 
herself, directly he went (again from some 
book), “Lies, lies, lies!” For a party makes 
things either much more real, or much less 
real, she thought; she saw in a flash to the bot- 
tom of Robert Haydon’s heart; she saw through 
everything. She saw the truth. This was true, 
this drawing room, this self, and the other 
fase. Miss Milan’s littke workroom was really 
terribly hot, stuffy, sordid. It smelled of clothes 
and cabbage cooking; and yet, when Miss Milan 
put the glass in her hand, and she looked at 
herself with the dress on, finished, an extraor- 
dinary bliss shot through her heart. Suffused 
with light, she sprang into existence. Rid of 
cares and wrinkles, what she had dreamed of 
herself was there—a beautiful woman. Just for 
asecond (she had not dared look longer, Miss 
Milan wanted to know about the length of the 


skirt), there looked at her, framed in the scrol- 
loping mahogany, a gray-white, mysteriously 
smiling, charming girl, the core of herself, the 
soul of herself; and it was not vanity only, not 
only self-love that made her think it good, ten- 
der, and true. Miss Milan said that the skirt 
could not well be longer; if anything the skirt, 
said Miss Milan, puckering her forehead, con- 
sidering with all her wits about her, must be 
shorter; and she felt, suddenly, honestly, full of 
love for Miss Milan, much, much fonder of Miss 
Milan than of anyone in the whole world, and 
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could have cried for pity that she should be 
crawling on the floor with her mouth full of 
pins, and her face red and her eyes bulging— 
that one human being should be doing this for 
another, and she saw them all as human beings 
merely, and herself going off to her party, and 
Miss Milan pulling the cover over the canary’s 
cage, or letting him pick a hempseed from be- 
tween her lips, and the thought of it, of this 
side of human nature and its patience and its 
endurance and its being content with such mis- 
erable, scanty, sordid little pleasures filled her 
eyes with tears. 

And now the whole thing had vanished. The 
dress, the room, the love, the pity, the scrol- 
loping looking glass, and the canary’s cage—all 
had vanished, and here she was in a corner of 
Mrs. Dalloway’s drawing room, suffering tor- 
tures, woken wide awake to reality. 

But it was all so paltry, weak-blooded, and 
petty-minded to care so much at her age with 
two children, to be still so utterly dependent 
on people’s opinions and not have principles 
or convictions, not to be able to say as other 
people did, ‘“There’s Shakespeare! There’s 
death! We're all weevils in a captain’s bis- 
cuit”—or whatever it was that people did say. 

She faced herself straight in the glass; she 
pecked at her left shoulder; she issued out into 
the room, as if spears were thrown at her yel- 
low dress from all sides. But instead of looking 
fierce or tragic, as Rose Shaw would have 
done—Rose would have looked like Boadicea* 
—she looked foolish and self-conscious, and 
simpered like a schoolgirl and slouched across 
the room, positively slinking, as if she were a 
beaten mongrel, and looked at a picture, an en- 
graving. As if one went to a party to look at a 
picture! Everybody knew why she did it—it 
was from shame, from humiliation. 

“Now the fly’s in the saucer,” she said to 
herself, “right in the middle, and can’t get out, 


3. Boadicea [b6 ad’o sé’a]: queen in ancient Britain 
who led a revolt against the Romans, was defeated, and 
poisoned herself in a.p. 62. 
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and the milk,” she thought, rigidly staring at 
the picture, “is sticking its wings together.” 

“It’s so old-fashioned,” she said to Charles 
Burt, making him stop (which by itself he 
hated) on his way to talk to someone else. 

She meant, or she tried to make herself 
think that she meant, that it was the picture 
and not her dress that was old-fashioned. And 
one word of praise, one word of affection from 
Charles would have made all the difference to 
her at the moment. If he had only said, “Mabel, 
you’re looking charming tonight!” it would 
have changed her life. But then she ought to 
have been truthful and direct. Charles said 
nothing of the kind, of course. He was malice 
itself. He always saw through one, especially if 
one were feeling particularly mean, paltry, or 
feeble-minded. 

“Mabel’s got a new dress!” he said, and the 
poor fly was absolutely shoved into the middle 
of the saucer. Really, he would like her to 
drown, she believed. He had no heart, no fun- 
damental kindness, only a veneer of friendli- 
ness. Miss Milan was much more real, much 
kinder. If only one could feel that and stick to 
it always. “Why,” she asked herself—replying 
to Charles much too pertly, letting him see 
that she was out of temper, or “ruffled” as he 
called it (‘Rather ruffled?” he said and went on 
to laugh at her with some woman over 
there )}—‘‘Why,” she asked herself, “can’t I feel 
one thing always, feel quite sure that Miss 
Milan is right, and Charles wrong and stick to 
it, feel sure about the canary and pity and love 
and not be whipped all round in a second by 
coming into a room full of people?” It was her 
odious, weak, vacillating character again, al- 
ways giving at the critical moment and not 
being seriously interested in conchology, ety- 
mology, botany, archaeology, cutting up pota 
toes and watching them fructify* like Mary 
Dennis, like Violet Searle. 

Then Mrs. Holman, seeing her standing 
there, bore down upon her. Of course a thing 


4. fructify: bear fruit. 


like a dress was beneath Mrs. Holman’s notice, 
with her family always tumbling downstairs or 
having the scarlet fever. Could Mabel tell her if 
Elmthorpe was ever let for August and Septem- 
ber? Oh, it was a conversation that bored her 
unutterably!—it made her furious to be treated 
like a house agent or a messenger boy, to be 
made use of, Not to have value, that was it, she 
thought, trying to grasp something hard, some- 
thing real, while she tried to answer sensibly 
about the bathroom and the south aspect and 
the hot water to the top of the house; and all 
the time she could see little bits of her yellow 
dress in the round looking glass which made 
them all the size of boot buttons or tadpoles; 
and it was amazing to think how much humil- 
iation and agony and self-loathing and effort 
and passionate ups and downs of feeling were 
contained in a thing the size of a threepenny 
bit. And what was still odder, this thing, this 
Mabel Waring, was separate, quite discon- 
nected; and though Mrs. Holman (the black 
button) was leaning forward and telling her 
how her eldest boy had strained his heart run- 
ning, she could see her, too, quite detached in 
the looking glass, and it was impossible that 
the black dot, leaning forward, gesticulating, 
should make the yellow dot, sitting solitary, 
self-centered, feel what the black dot was feel- 
ing, yet they pretended. 

“So impossible to keep boys quiet”—that 
was the kind of thing one said. 

And Mrs. Holman, who could never get 
enough sympathy and snatched what little 
there was greedily, as if it were her right (but 
she deserved much more for there was her lit- 
tle girl who had come down this morning with 
aswollen kneejoint), took this miserable offer- 
ing and looked at it suspiciously, grudgingly, as 
if it were a halfpenny when it ought to have 
been a pound and put it away in her purse, 
must put up with it, mean and miserly though 
it was, times being hard, so very hard; and on 
she went, creaking, injured Mrs. Holman, about 
the girl with the swollen joints. Ah, it was 
tragic, this greed, this clamor of human beings, 


like a row of cormorants,’ barking and flapping 
their wings for sympathy—it was tragic, could 
one have felt it and not merely pretended to 
feel it! 

But in her yellow dress tonight she could 
not wring out one drop more; she wanted it 
all, all for herself. She knew (she kept on look- 
ing into the glass, dipping into that dreadfully 
showing up blue pool) that she was con- 
demned, despised, left like this in a backwater, 
because of her being like this a feeble, vacillat- 
ing creature; and it seemed to her that the yel- 
low dress was a penance which she had de- 
served, and if she had been dressed like Rose 
Shaw, in lovely, clinging green with a ruffle of 
swansdown, she would have deserved that; and 
she thought that there was no escape for her— 
none whatever. But it was not her fault alto- 
gether, after all. It was being one of a family of 
ten; never having money enough, always skimp- 
ing and paring; and her mother carrying great 
cans, and the linoleum worn on the stair edges, 
and one sordid little domestic tragedy after an- 
other—nothing catastrophic, the sheep farm 
failing, but not utterly; her eldest brother mar- 
rying beneath him but not very much—there 
was no romance, nothing extreme about them 
all. They petered out respectably in seaside re- 
sorts; every watering place had one of her 
aunts even now asleep in some lodging with 
the front windows not quite facing the sea. 
That was so like them—they had to squint at 
things always. And she had done the same—she 
was just like her aunts. For all her dreams of 
living in India, married to some hero like Sir 
Henry Lawrence,° some empire builder (still 
the sight of a native in a turban filled her with 
romance), she had failed utterly. She had mar- 
ried Hubert, with his safe, permanent undet- 
ling’s job in the Law Courts, and they managed 
tolerably in a smallish house without proper 


5. cormorants: large swimming and diving birds with 
webbed feet and voracious appetites. Greedy pcople are 
sometimes referred to as cormorants. 

6. Sir Henry Lawrence: (1806-1857), English general 
and administrator in India. 
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maids and hash when she was alone or just 
bread and butter, but now and then—Mrs. Hol- 
man was off, thinking her the most dried up, 
unsympathetic twig she had ever met, absurdly 
dressed, too, and would tell everyone about 
Mabel’s fantastic appearance—now and then, 
thought Mabel Waring, left alone on the blue 
sofa, punching the cushion in order to look oc- 
cupied, for she would not join Charles Burt 
and Rose Shaw, chattering like magpies and 
perhaps laughing at her by the fireplace—now 
and then, there did come to her delicious mo- 
ments, reading the other night in bed, for in- 
stance, or down by the sea on the sand in the 
sun at Easter—let her recall it—a great tuft of 
pale sand grass standing all twisted like a shock 
of spears against the sky, which was blue like 
a smooth china egg, so firm, so hard, and then 
the melody of the waves—‘‘Hush, hush,” they 
said, and the children’s shouts paddling—yes, it 
was a divine moment, and there she lay, she 
felt, in the hand of the Goddess who was the 
world; rather a hard-hearted, but very beautiful 
Goddess, a little lamb laid on the altar (one 
did think these silly things, and it didn’t matter 
so long as one never said them). And also with 
Hubert sometimes she had quite unexpect- 
edly—carving the mutton for Sunday lunch, for 
no reason, opening a letter, coming into a 
room—divine moments, when she said to her- 
self (for she would never say this to anybody 
else), “This is it. This has happened. This is it!” 
And the other way about it was equally sur- 
prising—that is, when everything was ar- 
ranged—music, weather, holidays, every reason 
for happiness was there—then nothing hap- 
pened at all. One wasn’t happy. It was flat, just 
flat, that was all. 

Her wretched self again, no doubt! She had 
always been a fretful, weak, unsatisfactory 
mother, a wobbly wife, lolling about in a kind 
of twilight existence with nothing very clear or 
very bold, or more one thing than another, like 
all her brothers and sisters, except perhaps 
Herbert—they were all the same poor water- 
veined creatures who did nothing. Then in the 
midst of this creeping, crawling life, suddenly 
she was on the crest of a wave. That wretched 
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fly—where had she read the story that kept 
coming into her mind about the fly and the 
saucer?—struggled out. Yes, she had those mo- 
ments. But now that she was forty, they might 
come more and more seldom. By degrees she 
would cease to struggle any more. But that was 
deplorable! That was not to be endured! That 
made her feel ashamed of herself! 

She would go to the London Library tomor- 
row. She would find some wonderful, helpful, 
astonishing book, quite by chance, a book by a 
clergyman, by an American no one had ever 
heard of; or she would walk down the Strand 
and drop, accidentally, into a hall where a 
miner was telling about the life in the pit, and 
suddenly she would become a new person. She 
would be absolutely transformed. She would 
wear a uniform; she would be called Sister 
Somebody; she would never give a thought to 
clothes again. And forever after she would be 
perfectly clear about Charles Burt and Miss 
Milan and this room and that room; and it 
would be always, day after day, as if she were 
lying in the sun or carving the mutton. It 
would be it! 

So she got up from the blue sofa,’ and the 
yellow button in the looking glass got up too, 
and she waved her hand to Charles and Rose 
to show them she did not depend on them one 
scrap, and the yellow button moved out of the 
looking glass, and all the spears were gathered 
into her breast as she walked toward Mrs. Dal- 
loway and said, “Good night.” 

“But it’s too early to go,” said Mrs. Dallo- 
way, who was always so charming. 

“['m afraid [I must,” said Mabel Waring. 
“But,” she added in her weak, wobbly voice 
which only sounded ridiculous when she tried 
to strengthen it, “I have enjoyed myself enor- 
mously.” 

“I have enjoyed myself,” she said to Mr. 
Dalloway, whom she met on the stairs. 

“Lies, lies, lies!’ she said to herself, going 
downstairs, and “Right in the saucer!” she said 
to herself as she thanked Mrs. Barnet for help- 
ing her and wrapped herself round and round 
and round in the Chinese cloak she had worn 
these twenty years. 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


SEED: an EirTaNER ena 


Recalling 

1, How long has Mabel had feelings of inferiority? 
What brings out these feelings at the party? 

2. Find at least three flaws that Mabel sees in 
her own personality. 

3. Briefly outline Mabel’s family background and 
marriage. 

4. Give at least three examples of what Mabel 
considers happy moments from her everyday 
life. 


sees, 


Interpreting 

5. What do we learn about Mabel from her rea- 
sons for choosing the new dress? 

6, What kinds of activity and people does Mabel 
most and least enjoy? Explain how her pref- 
erences relate to her upbringing. 

7. Explain how Mabel’s plan to become a new 
person reveals a cause of her unhappiness. 
8. In what ways does her sense of inferiority 
become a barrier between Mabel and other 

people? 


Extending 
9. In what ways can self-criticism be helpful? In 
what ways can it be harmful? 


LITERARY FOCUS 


Stream of Consciousness’ 

Stream of consciousness is a term originated 
by American psychologist William James to de- 
scribe human thought as a continuous flow of ob- 
servation and reflection. Our minds jump without 
apparent logic and without rest from one thought 
to another. {n literature stream of conscious- 
ness is a method of writing that imitates human 
thought with a continuous and formless flow of 
ideas, feelings, observations, and memories. Un- 
like stories with conventional plots, stream-of-con- 
sciousness stories may change topic suddenly 
and illogically in order to imitate the way the mind 
suddenly shifts from one thought to another. The 
author seldom speaks directly to the reader but 
allows characters to reveal themselves through 
their thoughts. Stream of consciousness can be 
written in first or third person. The technique was 


pioneered by James Joyce in his first novel, A 
Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man. 


Thinking About Stream of Consciousness 

1. In what sense is “The New Dress” a stream- 
of-consciousness story? 

2. Find at least two examples of sudden shifts ‘in 
the narrative that imitate the way that the mind 
jumps from one thought to another. 


COMPOSITION 


penetra ee 


Writing About Character 

f Because ‘‘The New Dress” is a stream-of-con- 
sciousness story, we learn about Mabel indi- 
rectly from her own thoughts and actions. De- 
scribe your impressions of Mabel’s personality, 
and explain how the story gave you the 
impressions. To do this, identify at least four 
personality traits; be sure that at least two 
traits are positive traits that Mabel herself may 
not be aware of. For each trait explain what 
specific thoughts or actions in the story re- 
vealed the trait to you. 


Writing with Stream-of-Consciousness 

Technique 

i Write a short sketch of a person whose prob- 
lem is the opposite of Mabel’s, a superiority 
complex. Use the stream-of-consciousness 
technique, and be sure that everything in your 
sketch is in the form of your character’s 
thoughts. First record your character’s impres- 
sions of a setting in which other people are 
present. Then give the character’s impressions 
of other people and of himself or herself. 


COMPARING WRITERS 


mR eA nS A aa be Et 


w Gheose two or more at the stories in this sec- 
tion: “The Lagoon,” “The Japanese Quince,” 
“Araby,” “The Singing Lesson,” “Goose Fair,” 
and “The New Dress.”’ Compare the ways in 
which the stories delve into the minds of their 
characters. To what extent is external reality 
pictured in each story? How deeply does each 
story delve into a character’s thoughts? How 
much sympathy is created for the character by 
revealing that character’s thoughts? 
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George Orwell —= 1903-1950 


George Orwell wrote fiction and nonfiction that was inspired by a 
strong social conscience. He was born Eric Blair in Bengal, India. His 
father was a minor customs official who sacrificed to send his son to 
preparatory schools in England. Eric felt inferior among his wealthier 
schoolmates, and human relationships were always difficult for him. 
The class distinctions that he learned at school also made him 
sympathetic to the working class and to victims of injustice. Such 
attitudes later influenced some of his most successful writing, which 
includes novels, essays, and autobiographical nonfiction. 

Instead of going to college, Orwell joined the Indian Imperial 
Police in Burma in southeast Asia. He worked there five years and 
developed a permanent distaste for imperialism, or the maintenance 
of a colonial empire such as the colonies England had in Asia. This 
experience also provided the material for Burmese Days (1934), his 
first novel, and the well-known essay “Shooting an Elephant.” After 
returning to Europe, Orwell held a number of menial jobs that kept 
him on the edge of poverty. From this experience he wrote Down 
and Out in Paris and London (1933). In 1936 he was wounded 
while fighting for the Loyalists (those fighting against military 
dictatorship) in the Spanish civil war. He recorded his observations 
of the war and his disillusionment with the infighting of the Loyalists 
in Homage to Catalonia (1938). 

Orwell was inspired by his experiences in Spain and by World 
War II to write the novels for which he is best known. Animal Farm 
(1945) is a fable and a satire on dictatorships. Nineteen Eighty-Four 
(1949) is Orwell’s prophetic warning about the spread of 
totalitarianism. Both novels demonstrate his chief concern as a writer: 
to alert humanity to the evils of political tyranny. 

“Why I Write” is an excerpt from Orwell’s autobiographical work, 
Such, Such Were the Joys (1945). The essay recounts the various 
influences on the author’s youth and on his writing career. Orwell's 
statements about writing reveal a great deal about the craft. They also 
show us a sensitive, solitary man who felt a unique sense of 
responsibility as a writer. 
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George Orwell 
Why I Write ; 


From a very early age, perhaps the age of 
five or six, I knew that when I grew up I 
should be a writer. Between the ages of about 
seventeen and twenty-four I tried to abandon 
this idea, but I did so with the consciousness 
that J was outraging my true nature and that 
sooner or later I should have to settle down 
and write books. 

I was the middle child of three, but there 
was a gap of five years on either side, and I 
barely saw my father before I was eight. For 
this and other reasons I was somewhat lonely, 
and I soon developed disagreeable mannerisms 
which made me unpopular throughout my 
school days. I had the lonely child’s habit of 
making up stories and holding conversations 
with imaginary persons, and | think from the 
very start my literary ambitions were mixed up 
with the feeling of being isolated and under- 
valued. I knew that I had a facility with words 
and a power of facing unpleasant facts, and I 
felt that this created a sort of private world in 
which I could get my own back for my failure 
in everyday life. Nevertheless the volume of se- 
tious—i.e. seriously intended—writing which I 
produced all through my childhood and boy- 
hood would not amount to half a dozen pages. 
l wrote my first poem at the age of four or 
five, my mother taking it down to dictation. I 
cannot remember anything about it except that 
it was about a tiger and the tiger had “chairlike 
teeth’—a good enough phrase, but I fancy the 
poem was a plagiarism of Blake’s “Tiger, Ti- 
ger.” At eleven, when the war of 1914-18 
broke out, I wrote a patriotic poem which was 
_ printed in the local newspaper, as was another, 
two years later, on the death of Kitchener.’ 
From time to time, when I was a bit older, I 
wrote bad and usually unfinished “nature 


|. Kitchener: Horatio Herbert Kitchener (1850-1916), 
British statesman and military officer, who drowned 
when his ship was mined during World War 1. 


poems” in the Georgian style.* I also, about 
twice, attempted a short story which was a 
ghastly failure. That was the total of the would- 
be serious work that J actually set down on pa- 
per during all those years. 

However, throughout this time I did in a 
sense engage in literary activities. To begin 
with there was the made-to-order stuff which I 
produced quickly, easily and without much 
pleasure to myself. Apart from school work, I 
wrote vers d’occasion,> semicomic poems 
which I could turn out at what now seems to 
me astonishing speed—at fourteen I wrote a 
whole rhyming play, in imitation of Aristo- 
phanes,* in about a week—and helped to edit 
school magazines, both printed and in manu- 
script. These magazines were the most pitiful 
burlesque’ stuff that you could imagine, and I 
took far less trouble with them than I now 


. would with the cheapest journalism. But side 


by side with all this, for fifteen years or more, 
I was carrying out a literary exercise of a quite 
different kind: this was the making up of a con- 
tinuous “story” about myself, a sort of diary 
existing only in the mind. I believe this is a 
common habit of children and adolescents. As 
a very small child I used to imagine that I was, 
say, Robin Hood, and picture myself as the 
hero of thrilling adventures, but quite soon my 
“story” ceased to be narcissistic in a crude way 
and became more and more a mere description 
of what I was doing and the things I saw. For 
minutes at a time this kind of thing would be 
running through my head: “He pushed the 


2. Georgian style: traditional style of poetry 
characteristic of the first decade in the reign of King 
George V, who ruled from 1910 to 1936. 

3. vers d’occasion [var'do ka zyOn’ |: verses for special 
occasions. 

4. Aristophanes [ar’is tof’9 néz’] (4487-385 B.c.): 
Greek comic dramatist. 

5. burlesque [ber lesk’]: comic or satirical imitation of 
serious written work. 
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door open and entered the room. A yellow 
beam of sunlight, filtering through the muslin 
curtains, slanted on to the table, where a 
matchbox, half open, lay beside the inkpot. 
With his right hand in his pocket he moved 
across to the window. Down in the street a 
tortoiseshell cat was chasing a dead leaf,” etc., 
etc. This habit continued till I was about 
twenty-five, right through my nonliterary years. 
Although I had to search, and did search, for 
the right words, I seemed to be making this 
descriptive effort almost against my will, under 
a kind of compulsion from outside. The ‘“‘story” 
must, I suppose, have reflected the styles of 
the various writers I admired at different ages, 
but so far as I remember it always had the 
same meticulous descriptive quality. 

When I was about sixteen I suddenly dis- 
covered the joy of mere words, ie. the sounds 
and associations of words. The lines from Par- 
adise Lost’— 


So hee with difficulty and labour hard 
Moved on: with difficulty and labour hee, 


which do not now seem to me so very won- 
derful, sent shivers down my backbone; and 
the spelling “hee” for “he’’ was an added pleas- 
ure. As for the need to describe things, I knew 
all about it already. So it is clear what kind of 
books I wanted to write, in so far as I could 
be said to want to write books at that time. I 
wanted to write enormous naturalistic novels 
with unhappy endings, full of detailed descrip- 
tions and arresting similes, and also full of pur- 
ple passages in which words were used partly 
for the sake of their sound. And in fact my first 
completed novel, Burmese Days, which I wrote 
when I was thirty but projected much earlier, 
is rather that kind.of book. 

I give all this background information be- 
cause I do not think one can assess a writer’s 
motives without knowing something of his 
early development. His subject matter will be 
determined by the age he lives in—at least this 


6. Paradise Lost: major work by English poet John 
Milton (1608-1674). See page 230. 
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is true in tumultuous, revolutionary ages like 
our own—but before he ever begins to write 
he will have acquired an emotional attitude 
from which he will never completely escape. It 
is his job, no doubt, to discipline his tempera- 
ment and avoid getting stuck at some imma- 
ture stage, or in some perverse mood: but if he 
escapes from his early influences altogether, he 
will have killed his impulse to write. Putting 
aside the need to earn a living, I think there 
are four great motives for writing, at any rate 
for writing prose. They exist in different de- 
grees in every writer, and in any one writer 
the proportions will vary from time to time, 
according to the atmosphere in which he is liv- 
ing. They are: 

(1) Sheer egoism. Desire to seem clever, to 
be talked about, to be remembered after death, 
to get your own back on grownups who 
snubbed you in childhood, etc., etc. It is hum- 
bug to pretend that this is not a motive, anda 
strong one. Writers share this characteristic 
with scientists, artists, politicians, lawyers, sol- 
diers, successful businessmen—in short, with 
the whole top crust of humanity. The great 
mass of human beings are not acutely selfish. 
After the age of about thirty they abandon in- 
dividual ambition—in many cases, indeed, they 
almost abandon the sense of being individuals 
at all—and live chiefly for others, or are simply 
smothered under drudgery. But there is also 
the minority of gifted, willful people who are 
determined to live their own lives to the end, 
and writers belong in this class. Serious writ- 
ers, I should say, are on the whole more vain 
and self-centered than journalists, though less 
interested in money. 

(2) Aesthetic enthusiasm. Perception of 
beauty in the external world, or, on the other 
hand, in words and their right arrangement. 
Pleasure in the impact of one sound on an- 
other, in the firmness of good prose or the 
rhythm of a good story. Desire to share an ex- 
perience which one feels is valuable and ought 
not to be missed. The aesthetic motive is very 
feeble in a lot of writers, but even a pam- 
phleteer or a writer of textbooks will have pet 
words and phrases which appeal to him for 


nonutilitarian reasons; or he may feel strongly 
about typography, width of margins, etc. Above 
the level of a railway guide, no book is quite 
free from aesthetic considerations. 

(3) Historical impulse. Desirg to see things 
as they are, to find out true facts and store 
them up for the use of posterity. 

(4) Political purpose—using the word “po- 
litical” in the widest possible sense. Desire to 
push the world in a certain direction, to alter 
other people’s idea of the kind of society that 
they should strive after. Once again, no book is 
genuinely free from political bias. The opinion 
that art should have nothing to do with politics 
is itself a political attitude. 

It can be seen how these various impulses 
must war against one another, and how they 
must fluctuate from person to person and from 
time to time. By nature—taking your “nature” 
to be the state you have attained when you are 
first adult—I am a person in whom the first 
three motives would outweigh the fourth. In a 
peaceful age I might have written ornate or 
merely descriptive books, and might have re- 
mained almost unaware of my political loyal- 
ties. As it is I have been forced into becoming 
a sort of pamphleteer. First I spent five years 
in an unsuitable profession (the Indian Imperial 
Police, in Burma), and then I underwent pov- 
erty and the sense of failure. This increased my 
natural hatred of authority and made me for 
the first time fully aware of the existence of 
the working classes, and the job in Burma had 
given me some understanding of the nature of 
imperialism: but these experiences were not 
enough to give me an accurate political orien- 
tation. Then came Hitler,’ the Spanish civil 
war,” etc. By the end of 1935 I had still failed 
to reach a firm decision. I remember a little 
poem that I wrote at that date, expressing my 
dilemma: 


7, Hitler: Adolf Hitler (1889-1945), dictator of 
Germany (1933~1945). 

8. Spanish civil war: war in Spain (1936-1939) 
between the right-wing nationalists, who were led by 
General Francisco Franco and supported by the fascist 
governments of Germany and Italy, and the Loyalists, 
who included liberals, Communists, and other left-wing 
groups. 


A happy vicar I might have been 
Two hundred years ago, 

To preach upon eternal doom 
And watch my walnuts grow; 


But born, alas, in an evil time, 

I missed that pleasant haven, 

For the hair has grown on my upper lip 
And the clergy are all clean-shaven. 


And later still the times were good, 

We were so easy to please, 

We rocked our troubled thoughts to sleep 
On the bosoms of the trees. 


All ignorant we dared to own 

The joys we now dissemble; 

The greenfinch on the apple bough 
Could make my enemies tremble. 


But girls’ bellies and apricots, 
Roach in a shaded stream, 
Horses, ducks in flight at dawn, 
All these are a dream. 


It is forbidden to dream again; 

We maim our joys or hide them; 
Horses are made of chromium steel 
And little fat men shall ride them. 


I am the worm who never turned, 
The eunuch without a harem; 

Between the priest and the commissar? 
I walk like Eugene Aram,’° 


And the commissar is telling my fortune 

While the radio plays, 

But the priest has promised an Austin 
Seven,"' 

For Duggie always pays.'? 


9. commissar: Communist party official responsible for 
enforcing party loyalty. 

10. Eugene Aram (1704-1759): English scholar who 
was convicted of murder and executed. He is remembered 
in the novel of the same name by Edward Bulwer-Lytton. 
11. Austin Seven: early, popular model of automobile 
manufactured by the Austin Motor Company of England. 
12. Duggie . . . pays: advertisement of Doug Stewart, 
whose bet-taking business was widely known. 
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I dreamed I dwelt in marble halls, 
And woke to find it true; 

I wasn’t born for an age like this; 
Was Smith? Was Jones? Were your 


The Spanish war and other events in 1936— 
37 turned the scale and thereafter I knew 
where I stood. Every line of serious work that 
I have written since 1936 has been written, di- 
rectly or indirectly, against totalitarianism and 
for democratic socialism, as I understand it. It 
seems to me nonsense, in a period like our 
own, to think that one can avoid writing of 
such subjects. Everyone writes of them in one 
guise or another. It is simply a question of 
which side one takes and what approach one 
follows. And the more one is conscious of 
one’s political bias, the more chance one has of 
acting politically without sacrificing one’s aes- 
thetic and intellectual integrity. 

What I have most wanted to do throughout 
the past ten years is to make political writing 
into an art. My starting point is always a feeling 
of partisanship, a sense of injustice. When I sit 
down to write a book, I do not say to myself, 
“I am going to produce a work of art.” I write 
it because there is some lie that I want to ex- 
pose, some fact to which I want to draw atten- 
tion, and my initial concern is to get a hearing. 
But I could not do the work of writing a book, 
or even a long magazine article, if it were not 
also an aesthetic experience. Anyone who 
cares to examine my work will see that even 
when it is downright propaganda it contains 
much that a full-time politician would consider 
irrelevant. I am not able, and I do not want, 
completely to abandon the world-view that I 
acquired in childhood. So long as I remain 
alive and well I shall continue to feel strongly 
about prose style, to love the surface of the 
earth, and to take a pleasure in solid objects 
and scraps of useless information. It is no use 
trying to suppress that side of myself. The job 
is to reconcile my ingrained likes and dislikes 
with the essentially public, nonindividual activ- 
ities that this age forces on all of us. 

It is not easy. It raises problems of con- 
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struction and of language, and it raises in a 
new way the problem of truthfulness. Let me 
give just one example of the cruder kind of dif. 
ficulty that arises. My book about the Spanish 
civil war, Homage to Catalonia, is, of course, 
a frankly political book, but in the main it is 
written with a certain detachment and regard 
for form. I did try very hard in it to tell the 
whole truth without violating my literary in- 
stincts. But among other things it contains a 
long chapter, full of newspaper quotations and 
the like, defending the Trotskyists’> who were 
accused of plotting with Franco. Clearly such a 
chapter, which after a year or two would lose 
its interest for any ordinary reader, must ruin 
the book. A critic whom I respect read me a 
lecture about it. “Why did you put in all that 
stuff?” he said. ‘““You’ve turned what might have 
been a good book into journalism.” What he 
said was true, but I could not have done oth- 
erwise. I happened to know what very few 
people in England had been allowed to know, 
that innocent men were being falsely accused. 
If I had not been angry about that I should 
never have written the book. 

In one form or another this problem comes 
up again. The problem of language is subtler 
and would take too long to discuss. I will only 
say that of late years I have tried to write less 
picturesquely and more exactly. In any case | 
find that by the time you have perfected any 
style of writing, you have always outgrown it 
Animal Farm" was the first book in which I 
tried, with full consciousness of what I was 
doing, to fuse political purpose and artistic 
purpose into one whole. I have not written a 
novel for seven years, but I hope to write an- 
other fairly soon. It is bound to be a failure, 
every book is a failure, but I do know with 
some clarity what kind of book I want to write. 


Looking back through the last page or two, 


13. Trotskyists: adherents to the radically leftist 
Communist politics of Leon Trotsky (1879-1940), a 
Russian revolutionary leader, who advocated world 
revolution. 

14. Animal Farm: political satire directed against 
totalitarian governments. 


I see that I have made it appear as though my 
motives in writing were wholly public-spirited. 
I don’t want to leave that as the final impres- 
sion. All writers are vain, selfish and lazy, and 
at the very bottom of their Motives there lies 
a mystery. Writing a book is a horrible, ex- 
hausting struggle, like a long bout of some 
painful illness. One would never undertake 
such a thing if one were not driven on by 
some demon whom one can neither resist nor 
understand. For all one knows that demon is 
simply the same instinct that makes a baby 


squall for attention. And yet it is also true that 
one can write nothing readable unless one con- 
stantly struggles to efface one’s own personal- 
ity. Good prose is like a window pane. I cannot 
say with certainty which of my motives are the 
strongest, but I know which of them deserve 
to be followed. And looking back through my 
work, I see that it is invariably where I lacked 
a political purpose that I wrote lifeless books 
and was betrayed into purple passages, sen- 
tences without meaning, decorative adjectives 
and humbug generally. 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


Recalling 

1. Why was Orwell a lonely and unpopular 
child? Explain how he relates his childhood 
loneliness to his desire to write. 

2. Describe the diary that Orwell created in his 
mind as a youth. 

3. According to Orwell, what are the four great 
motives for writing? 

4, What has Orwell’s aim been for “the last ten 
years’? What is his purpose when he sits 
down to write a book? 

5. What adjectives does Orwell use to describe 
writers in the last paragraph of the essay? 


Interpreting 

6. In what way has the young Orwell’s diary of 
the mind influenced his adult career? 

7, According to Orwell’s poem, which motive for 
writing is strongest? Why? 

8. Explain Orwell’s blend of political purpose 
and aesthetic enthusiasm. 

9, What is Orwell's opinion of writers? 


Extending 
| 10. Based on your own favorite books, explain 
which motive for writing you most respect. 


VIEWPOINT 


As “Why | Write’ demonstrates, much of Or- 
well's work is autobiographical. One author wrote 
that Orwell was 


a young man who suffered a good many 
torments of mind and spirit. 
—R. Rovere, The Orwell Reader 


& What torments of childhood and adulthood are 
revealed in the essay? Based on Orwell's dis- 
cussion of his writing, explain how these tor- 
ments can be found in his work. 


COMPOSITION 


avenareascm 


Writing About Nonfiction 

# Any essay must be written with a purpose in 
mind. The purpose is the central idea that the 
author tries to convey in the essay. Explain the 
purpose of “Why | Write.” First describe Or- 
well’s stated purpose for writing in general and 
his specific purpose for writing this essay. 
Then explain how he uses personal recollec- 
tions to achieve this purpose. For help with 
this assignment, refer to Lesson 4 in the Writ- 
ing About Literature Handbook at the back of 
this book. 


Writing an Expository Essay 

¥4 Orwell lists four motives that inspire a writer. 
Explain at least three motives that drive a per- 
son in any specific career. If you wish, you 
may use one of the following: (a) a student, 
(b) a professional athlete, (c) an actor, or 
(d) a newspaper reporter. First identify the oc- 
cupation, and give the motives. Then explain 
how each motive is a driving force, giving rea- 
sons and examples. 
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Samuel Beckett = bom 1906 


Some twentieth-century writers focus on the minds of their characters 
to find the essence of reality and truth. Samuel Beckett differs from 
them because he denies the existence of absolute, universal reality. 
According to Beckett, the only thing that humankind can be sure of 
is that it exists. His work is free of abstractions like truth and beauty, 
goodness and evil. Beckett aims to communicate an experience 
instead of a message. His readers try to feel that experience, not find 
meaning in it. 

The lack of meaning in his work stems from Beckett’s belief that 
life itself has no meaning that we can discover with any certainty. To 
him life consists of intellectual games that we create to pass the time. 
The games, the way we pass the time, are the essence of life for 
Beckett, and they make up the action in his plays, novels, stories, and 
film scripts. 

Samuel Beckett was born in Dublin, Ireland, and attended Trinity 
College there. He taught literature at colleges in Ireland and France, 
settling for a time in Paris, where he was a friend of James Joyce. 
Beckett often helped Joyce, who was nearly blind, by taking dictation 
and copying out portions of Joyce’s books. During World War II 
Beckett worked for a time with the French resistance to German 
occupation. He also served with the Irish Red Cross. 

After the war Beckett wrote his most famous play, Waiting for 
Godot (1953). The play is a cornerstone of what is called theater of 
the absurd, a kind of drama that illustrates life’s supposed futility 
with formless, plotless plays. The first line of Godot is “Nothing to 
be done,” and nothing happens in the play. Two people await the 
arrival of someone who never appears. To Beckett this pointless 
waiting is an experience that captures life’s essence. 

“Sul!” is a short prose work describing a concrete experience. 
Read it carefully in order to live the experience that Beckett is 
communicating. Then decide for yourself whether the author is also 
implying a message. 
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Samuel Beckett 


Still 


Bright at last close of a dark day the sun 
shines out at last and goes down. Sitting quite 
still at valley window normally turn head now 
and see it the sun low in the southwest sink- 
ing. Even get up certain moods and go stand 
by western window quite still watching it sink 
and then the afterglow. Always quite still some 
reason some time past this hour at open win- 
dow facing south in small upright wicker chair 
with armrests. Eyes stare out unseeing till first 
movement some time past close though unsee- 
ing still while still light. Quite still again then 
all quite quiet apparently till eyes open again 
while still light though less. Normally turn 
head now ninety degrees to watch sun which 
if already gone then fading afterglow. Even get 
up certain moods and go stand by western 
window till quite dark and even some evenings 
some reason long after. Eyes then open again 
while still light and close again in what if not 
quite a single movement almost. Quite still 
again then at open window facing south over 
the valley in this wicker chair though actually 
close inspection not still at all but trembling 
all over. Close inspection namely detail by de- 
tail all over to add up finally to this whole not 
still at all but trembling all over. But casually 
in this failing light impression dead still even 
the hands clearly trembling and the breast faint 
tise and fall. Legs side by side broken right an- 
gles at the knees as in that old statue some old 
god twanged at sunrise and again at sunset. 
Trunk likewise dead plumb right up to top of 
skull seen from behind including nape clear of 
chairback. Arms likewise broken right angles at 
the elbows forearms along armrests just right 
length forearms and rests for hands clenched 
lightly to rest on ends. So quite still again then 
all quite quiet apparently eyes closed which to 
anticipate when they open again if they do in 
time then dark or some degree of starlight or 
moonlight or both. Normally watch night fall 


however long from this narrow chair or stand- 
ing by western window quite still either case. 
Quite still namely staring at some one thing 
alone such as tree or bush a detail alone if 
near if far the whole if far enough till it goes. 
Or by eastern window certain moods staring at 
some point on the hillside such as that beech 
in whose shade once quite still till it goes. 
Chair some reason always same place same po- 
sition facing south as though clamped down 
whereas in reality no lighter no more movable 
imaginable. Or anywhere any ope staring out at 
nothing just failing light quite still till quite 
dark though of course no such thing just less 
light still when less did not seem possible. 
Quite still then all this time eyes open when 
discovered then closed then opened and closed 
again no other movement any kind though of 
course not still at all when suddenly or so it 
looks this movement impossible to follow let 
alone describe. The right hand slowly opening 
leaves the armrest taking with it the whole 
forearm complete with elbow and slowly rises 
opening further as it goes and turning a little 
deasil’ till midway to the head it hesitates and 
hangs half open trembling in mid air. Hangs 
there as if half inclined to return that is sink 
back slowly closing as it goes and turning the 
other way till as and where it began clenched 
lightly on end of rest. Here because of what 
comes now not midway to the head but almost 
there before it hesitates and hangs there trem- 
bling as if half inclined etc. Half no but on the 
verge when in its turn the head moves from its 
place forward and down among the ready fin- 
gers where no sooner received and held it 
weighs on down till elbow meeting armrest 
brings this last movement to an end and all 
still once more. Here back a little way to that 
suspense before head to rescue as if hand’s 


1. deasil [dé’zal]: clockwise. 
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need the greater and on down in what if not 
quite a single movement almost till elbow 
against rest. All quite still again then head in 
hand namely thumb on outer edge of right 
socket index ditto left and middle on left 
cheekbone plus as the hours pass lesser con- 
tacts each more or less now more now less 


with the faint stirrings of the various parts as 
night wears on. As if even in the dark eyes 
closed not enough and perhaps even more than 
ever necessary against that no such thing the 
further shelter of the hand. Leave it so all quite 
still or try listening to the sounds all quite still 
head in hand listening for a sound. 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


Recalling 

1. In a few words describe the scene that the 
watcher is looking at. 

2. From what two vantage points does the 
watcher observe this scene? 

3. Find at least four descriptive details that are 
added to the basic scene as the selection 
continues. 

4. Find at least three details that describe the 
watcher’s movements as the selection con- 
tinues. 


interpreting 

5. Explain two different meanings of the word 
still that the selection implies. 

6. What is “trembling all over’? Why? 

7. “Close inspection namely detail by detail all 
over to add up finally to this whole. . . .” In 
what sense does this quotation from ‘‘Still” 
apply to the entire selection? 

8. What quality of human experience does 
Beckett illustrate by gradually adding details 
to one basic scene? 

9. Do you think ‘Still’ has a message, or is it 
simply the description of an experience? Ex- 
plain your opinion. 


Extending 
10. In what sense does “Still” represent typical 
human behavior? 


LITERARY FOCUS 


Elements of Style in Modern Prose 
Style is made up of an author’s choice and ar- 
rangement of words to convey both an idea and 
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the author's individuality. Elements of style in- 
clude subject, diction, and structure. 

Subject is the topic of a literary work, the ex- 
perience or idea being written about. Modern au- 
thors have responded to the rapid expansion of 
human knowledge by exploring new topics for lit- 
erature, for example, the effects of technology on 
life or the working of the human mind. 

Diction is the author's use of appropriate 
words to convey a particular meaning. The choice 
of words should suit the situation and subject 
being written about and should also reflect the 
author’s personality. Modern authors have exper- 
imented with diction to create startling effects. 
They may use technical scientific language; they 
may sacrifice meaning and use words purely for 
their sound. 

Structure is the framework or general plan of 
a piece of literature. The structure of an essay is 
its outline, or the scheme of its thesis statement 
and topic sentences. The structure of a short 
Story is its plot and the arrangement of events in 
the plot. An example of a modern innovation in 
Structure is the stream-of-consciousness story, 
which dispenses with plot and imitates the contin- 
uous flow of human thought. 


Thinking About Elements of Style 

1. What subject is Beckett writing about in 
“Still”? What does his choice of subject reveal 
about Beckett? 

2. In what sense does Beckett's diction—the use 
of simple vocabulary and repetition—fit his 
subject? 

3. Describe the structure of “Still.” In what way 
does the structure of the selection match its 
subject? 


Sean O’Faolain 


Sean O’Faolain [shén’6 fa’lin] is an Irish author whose homeland 
supplies themes, settings, and characters for his short stories and 
novels. He has also written travel books, biographies, critical studies, 
and an autobiography. Born John Whelan in Cork, Ireland, he 
changed his name to its Gaelic variant when he was sixteen. He was 
educated in Ireland and at Harvard University. After fighting in the 
Irish Revolution (1918-1921), O’Faolain lectured at colleges in the 
United States and in England. He discovered what would become the 
subject of his fiction while attending a play in his home town: “Here 
was a most moving play about Irish peasants, shopkeeping and 
farming folk, men and women who could have been anyone of my 
uncles and aunts down the country. It brought me strange and 
wonderful news—that writers could also write books and plays about 


born 1900 


the common everyday reality of Irish life.” 

“The Sugawn Chair,” a small cameo of Irish life, is about the kind 
of people O’Faolain knows best. He portrays them honestly but with 
warmth and compassion, and the mood established early in the story 
casts a glow throughout. 


Sean O’Faolain 


The Sugawn Chair 


Every autumn J am reminded of an aban- 
doned sugawn chair that languished for years, 
without a seat, in the attic of my old home. It 
is associated in my mind with an enormous 
sack which the carter used to dump with a 
thud on the kitchen floor around every Octo- 
ber. [ was a small kid then, and it was as high 
as myself. This sack had come “up from the 
country,” a sort of diplomatic messenger from 
the fields to the city. It smelled of dust and 
hay and apples, for the top half of it always 
bulged with potatoes, and, under a layer of 
hay, the bottom half bulged with apples. Its ar- 
rival always gave my mother great joy and a lit- 
tle sorrow, because it came from the farm 
where she had been born. Immediately she saw 
it she glowed with pride in having a “‘back,” as 
she called it—meaning something behind her 
more solid and permanent than city streets, 


though she was also saddened by the memories 
that choked her with this smell of hay and po- 
tatoes from the home farm, and apples from 
the little orchard near the farmhouse. My fa- 
ther, who had also been born on a farm, also 
took great pleasure in these country fruits, and 
as the two of them stood over the sack, in the 
kitchen, in the middle of the humming city, 
everything that their youth had meant to them 
used to make them smile and laugh and use 
words that they had never used during the rest 
of the year, and which I thought magical: 
words like late sowing, clover crop, inch field, 
marl bottom, headlands, tubers, and the 
names of potatoes, British Queens or Arran 
Banners, that sounded to me like the names of 
regiments. For those moments my father and 
mother became a young, courting couple again. 
As they stood over that sack, as you might say 


Sean O'Faolain 627 


warming their hands to it, they were intensely 
happy, close to each other, in love again. To 
me they were two very old people. Counting 
back now, I reckon that they were about forty- 
two or forty-three. 

One autumn evening after the sack arrived, 
my father went up to the attic and brought 
down the old sugawn chair. I suppose he had 
had it sent up from his home farm. It was the 
only thing of its kind in our house, which they 
had filled—in the usual peasants’ idea of what 
constitutes clegance—with plush chairs, gold- 
framed pictures of Stags at Bay, and exotic 
tropical birds, pelmets’ on the mantelpieces, 
Delft shepherdesses, Chinese mandarins? with 
nodding heads, brass bedsteads with mighty 
knobs and mother-of-pearl escutcheons’ set 
with bits of mirror, vast mahogany chiffoniers,* 
and so on. But the plush-bottomed chairs, with 
their turned legs and their stiff backs, were for 
show, not for comfort, whereas in the old 
country sugawn chair my da could tilt and 
squeak and rock to his behind’s content. 

It had been in the place for years, rockety, 
bockety, chipped and well polished, and known 
simply as “your father’s chair,” until the night 
when, as he was reading the Evening Echo 
with his legs up on the kitchen range, there 
was a sudden rending noise, and down he went 
through the seat of it. There he was then, 
bending over, with the chair stuck on to him, 
and my mother and myself in the splits of 
laughter, pulling it from him while he cursed 
like a trooper. This was the wreck that he now 
suddenly brought down from the dusty attic. 

The next day, he brought in a great sack of 
straw from the Cornmarket, a half-gallon of 
porter’ and two old buddies from the street— 
an ex-soldier known to the kids around as 
“Tear-’em-and-ate-’em” and a little dwarf of a 


1. pelmets [pel’ mats]: horizontal moldings. 

2. Delft . . . mandarins: small sculptured figurines. 

3. escutcheons [es kuch’9nz}: shield shapes displaying 
a coat of arms. 

4. chiffoniers [shif’o nérz’]: large, heavy chests of 
drawers. 

5. porter: bitter, heavy beer. 
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man who guarded the stage door at the Opera 
House when he was not behind the sacristan® 
at the chapel. I was enchanted when I heard 
what they were going to do. They were going 
to make ropes of straw—a miracle I had never 
heard of—and reseat the chair. Bursting with 
pride in my da, I ran out and brought in my 
best pal, and the two of us sat quiet as cats on 
the kitchen table, watching the three men fill- 
ing the place with dust, straw, and loud argu- 
ments as they began to twist the ropes for the 
bottom of the chair. 

More strange words began to float in the 
air with the dust: scallops,” flat tops, bul- 
rushes, cipeens," fields in great heart. . . And 
when the three sat down for a swig of porter, 
and looked at the old polished skeletons in the 
middle of the floor, they began to rub the in- 
side of their thighs and say how there was no 
life at all like the country life, and my mother 
poured out more porter for them, and laughed 
happily when my da began to talk about 
horses, and harrows,’? and a day after the 
plough, and how, for that much, he’d throw up 
this blooming city life altogether and settle 
down on a bit of a farm for the heel of his 
days. 

This was a game of which he, she and I 
never got tired, a fairy tale that was so alluring 
it did not matter that they had not enough 
money to buy a window box, let alone a farm 
of land. 

“Do you remember that little place,” she 
would say, “that was going last year down at 
Nantenan?”"” 

When she said that, I could see the little 
reedy fields of Limerick that I knew from hol- 


6. sacristan [sak’ris ton]: official in charge of the 
sacristy, the room in a church were ceremonial robes 
and sacred objects are kept. 

7. scallops [sk6l’aps]: long wooden rods from salley 
trees; used in making thatched roofs and baskets. 

8. cipeens [kip’énz]: small twigs often used for 
Starting fires. 

9. harrows: implements used to break up and level 
plowed land. 

10. Nantenan [nan/ti non]: town in County Limerick in 
southwestern Ireland. 


idays with my uncle, and the crumbling stone 
walls of old demesnes*’ with the moss and saf- 
fron lichen on them, and the willow sighing 
softly by the Deel,’* and I could smell the wet 
turf rising in the damp air, and, above all, the 
tall wildflowers of the mallow, at first cabbage- 
leaved, then pink and coarse, then gossamery, 
then breaking into cakes that I used to eat—a 
rank weed that is the mark of ruin in so many 
Irish villages, and whose profusion and color is 
for me the sublime emblem of Limerick’s lone- 
liness, loveliness and decay. 

“Ah!” my da would roar. “You and your 
blooming old Limerick! That bog of a place! 
Oh, but why didn’t I grab that little farm I was 
jooking at two years ago there below Emo!”’* 

“Oho, ho, ho!” she would scoff. “The 
Queen’s! The Lousy Queen’s! I'd live like a ti- 
ger and die like a Turk for Limerick. For one 
patch of good old Limerick. Oh, Limerick, my 
love, and it isn’t alike! Where would you get 
spuds and apples the like of them in the length 
and breadth of the Queen’s County?” 

And she grabbed a fist of hay from the bag 
and buried her face in it, and the tears began 
to stream down her face, and me and my pal 
screaming with laughter at her, and the sacris- 
tan lauding Tipperary,'* and the voices rose as 
Tear-’em-and-ate-’em brought up the River 
Barrow’° and the fields of Carlow, until my da 
jumped up with: 

“Come on, lads, the day is dyin’ and acres 
wide before us!” 

For all that, the straw rope was slow in 
emerging. Their arguments about it got louder 
and their voices sharper. At first all their worry 
had been whether the kitchen was long enough 
for the rope; but so far, only a few, brief 


\l. demesnes [di m4nz’]; large estates or land holdings 
that were usually enclosed by walls. 

12. Deel: river in County Limerick. 

13. Emo: town in County Laois [lésh], once known as 
Queen’s County, southwest of Dublin. 

14. Tipperary: inland county in the south having the 
tichest agricultural region in Ireland. 

15. River Barrow: river flowing through County 

Carlow, southwest of Dublin. 


worms of straw lay on the red tiles. The sac- 
ristan said: “That bloody straw is too moist.” 
When he was a boy in Tipp he never seen 
straw the like o’ that. Tear-’em-and-ate-’em said 
that straw was old straw. When he was a lad in 
Carlow they never used old straw. Never! Un- 
der no possible circumstances! My dad said: 
“What’s wrong with that straw is it’s too 
bloomin’ short!” And they began to kick the 
bits with their toes, and grimace at the heap 
on the floor, and pick up bits and fray them 
apart and throw them aside until the whole 
floor was like a stable. At last they put on their 
coats, and gave the straw a final few kicks, and 
my pal jumped down and said he was going 
back to his handball and, in my heart, I knew 
that they were three imposters. 

The kitchen was tidy that evening when I 
came back with the Evening Echo. My da was 
standing by the sack of potatoes. He had a 
spud in his fist, rubbing off the dust of its clay 
with his thumb. When he saw me he tossed it 
back in the sack, took the paper, took one of 
the plush-bottom chairs and sat on it with a lit- 
tle grimace. I did not say anything, but young 
as I was, I could see that he was not reading 
what he was looking at. Who knows what he 
was seeing at that moment. 

For years the anatomy of the chair stood in 
one of the empty attics. It was there for many 
years after my father died. When my mother 
died and I had to sell out the few bits of junk 
that still remained from their lives, the dealer 
would not bother to take the useless frame, so 
that when, for the last time, I walked about the 
echoing house, I found it standing alone in the 
middle of the bare attic. As I looked at it 1 
smelled apples, and the musk of Limerick’s 
dust, and the turf-tang’® from its cottages, and 
the mallows among the limestone ruins, and I 
saw my mother and my father again as they 
were that morning—standing over the autumn 
sack, their arms about one another, laughing 
foolishly, and madly in love again. 


16. turf-tang: the smell of burning peat. 
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STUDY QUESTIONS 


Recalling 

1. What association does the sugawn chair hold 
for the narrator? 

2. Where is the chair kept? Where does the nar- 
rator suppose the chair came from? Why is it 
no longer used? 

3. What do the father and his friends plan to do 
with the chair? What is the narrator’s original 
opinion of this plan? 

4. What do the father and his friends actually do 
instead? What is the narrator’s opinion of 
them? 

5. What finally happens to the chair? 


Interpreting 

6. Explain the effect of the sack on the mother 
and father. Why did it have this effect? 

7. Explain the symbolism of the chair and of the 
father’s inability to repair it. 


Extending 
8. At the end of the story, what do you think the 
narrator did with the chair? Why? 


LITERARY FOCUS 


Atmosphere 

Atmosphere is the mood of a story. It is cre- 
ated through (1) the story’s setting, or time and 
place, and (2) the author's tone, or attitude to- 
ward the subject of the story. The result is a 
frame of mind in which the story places the 
reader. The setting is usually described in the 
story’s exposition and establishes the mood. For 
example, the description of a vast deserted trop- 
ical beach may set a mood of mystery or isola- 
tion. Atmosphere is reinforced by tone, through 
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which the author reveals an attitude toward the 
events and characters of a story through the 
choice of particular words and details. The tone 
of a story—which may be comic, tragic, nostalgic, 
eerie, and so on—will help to create its overall 
mood. 


Thinking About Atmosphere 

1. Explain why setting—the story’s actual setting 
and the farm setting that we never see—is im- 
portant to the impact of “The Sugawn Chair.” 
What atmosphere is established by the differ- 
ence between the two settings? 

2. What is the author’s tone in the story? Give at 
least three examples of words or details that 
convey the tone. Explain how this tone contrib- 
utes to the atmosphere of the story. 


COMPOSITION 


Writing About Theme 

Write a brief essay about the theme of “The 
Sugawn Chair.” First identify the theme of the 
story. Then show how OQ’Faolain illuminates 
this theme through the following elements of 
the story: (a) plot, (b) characterization, (c) set- 
ting, (d) point of view, (e) tone, and (f) symbol- 
ism. For help with this assignment, refer to 
Lesson 6 in the Writing About Literature Hand- 
book at the back of this book. 


Writing a Journal Entry 

& Write a fictional journal entry in which you de- 
scribe an object that awakens associations for 
you, as the sack or the sugawn chair does for 
the narrator of the story. First describe an or- 
dinary object. Then narrate an event or de- 
scribe a setting associated with the object. 
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Doris Lessing _ bom 1919 


Doris Lessing’s varied career has encompassed realistic novels, 
psychological novels, and science fiction. Unsatisfied with the lack of 
humanity in the fiction writers of the 1950s, Lessing turned for 
inspiration to older novels such as Tolstoy’s War and Peace and 
Stendhal’s Red and the Black. “1 was looking,” she wrote, “for the 
warmth, the compassion, the humanity, the love of people which 
illuminates the literature of the nineteenth century and which makes 
all these old novels a statement of faith in man himself.” 

Lessing was born in Iran of British parents. When she was five, 
the family moved to Rhodesia in southern Africa. She grew up in a 
sparsely populated district, and being alone much of the time, she 
read a great deal. Lessing moved to England in 1949. A year later she 
published her first novel, The Grass Is Singing, a story that takes 
place in Rhodesia. 

In her early work Lessing chose a direct, traditional style of 
narrative. Her subjects were her African experiences and various 
social issues, especially the problems of women in modern society. 
With The Golden Notebook (1962) she began to experiment with the 
psychological novel, a form she continued in Briefing for a Descent 
into Hell (1971). Over a period of years, Lessing also produced 
Children of Violence, a multivolume work about the harsh realities 
and the effects of war. 

“I hold the view,” Lessing has said, “that the realist novel, the 
realist story, is the highest form of prose writing.” “A Mild Attack of 
Locusts” illustrates Lessing’s realism. The story interweaves a deep 
knowledge of the Rhodesian farmlands with a sensitive portrayal of 
complex human beings. 


Model for Active Reading 

In this selection you will find notes in the right-hand margin that 
highlight parts of the selection. These notes point out important ideas 
of the literary period and draw your attention to literary elements 
and techniques covered in the Literary Focuses. Page numbers in the 
notes refer you to more extensive discussions of these important 
ideas and elements. 
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Doris Lessing 


A Mild Attack of Locusts 


The rains that year were good; they were coming nicely just as 
the crops needed them—or so Margaret gathered when the men 
said they were not too bad. She never had an opinion of her own 
on matters like the weather, because even to know about what 
seems a simple thing like the weather needs experience. Which 
Margaret had not got. The men were Richard, her husband, and old 
Stephen, Richard’s father, a farmer from way back; and these two 
might argue for hours whether the rains were ruinous or just or- 
dinarily exasperating. Margaret had been on the farm three years. 
She still did not understand how they did not go bankrupt alto- 
gether, when the men never had a good word for the weather, or 
the soil, or the government. But she was getting to learn the lan- 
guage. Farmers’ language. And they neither went bankrupt nor got 
very rich. They jogged along doing comfortably. 

Their crop was maize.' Their farm was three thousand acres on 
the ridges that rise up toward the Zambesi escarpment’—high, dry, 
wind-swept country, cold and dusty in winter, but now, in the wet 
season, steamy with the heat rising in wet soft waves off miles of 
green foliage. Beautiful it was, with the sky blue and brilliant halls 
of air, and the bright green folds and hollows of country beneath, 
and the mountains lying sharp and bare twenty miles off across the 
rivers. The sky made her eyes ache; she was not used to it. One 
does not look so much at the sky in the city she came from. So 
that evening when Richard said: “The government is sending out 
warnings that locusts are expected, coming down from the breed- 
ing grounds up North,” her instinct was to look about her at the 
trees. Insects—swarms of them—horrible! But Richard and the old 
man had raised their eyes and were looking up over the mountain. 
“We haven’t had locusts in seven years,” they said. “They go in cy- 
cles, locusts do.” And then: “There goes our crop for this season!” 

But they went on with the work of the farm just as usual until 
one day they were coming up the road to the homestead for the 
midday break, when old Stephen stopped, raised his finger and 
pointed: “Look, look, there they are!” 

Out ran Margaret to join them, looking at the hills. Out came 
the servants from the kitchen. They all stood and gazed. Over the 
rocky levels of the mountain was a streak of rust-colored air. Lo- 
custs. There they came. 

At once Richard shouted at the cookboy. Old Stephen yelled at 


1, maize [maz]: corn. 
2. Zambesi [zam be’zé] escarpment: steep cliffs along the Zambesi River in 
southern Africa. 
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Exposition (p. 597): The first 
two paragraphs provide 
background information, 
introduce the characters, and 
establish the limited third- 
person point of view (p. 602). 


Setting (p. 630): The story is 
set on a farm in Africa. The 
steamy, beautiful landscape also 
supplies an atmosphere 

(p. 630). 


Narrative hook (p. 597): The 
conflict begins when the threat 
of locusts is introduced. 


Modern idea: Short sentences 
capture the characters’ 
thoughts, a major concern of 
modern literature (p. 453). 


the houseboy. The cookboy ran to beat the old plowshare hanging 
from a tree branch, which was used to summon the laborers at mo- 
ments of crisis. The houseboy ran off to the store to collect tin 
cans, any old bit of metal. The farm was ringing with the clamor 
of the gong; and they could see the laborers come pouring out of 
the compound, pointing at the hills and shouting excitedly. Soon 
they had all come up to the house, and Richard and old Stephen 
were giving them orders—Hurry, hurry, hurry. 

And off they ran again, the two white men with them, and in a 
few minutes Margaret could see the smoke of fires rising from all 
around the farmlands. Piles of wood and grass had been prepared 
there. There were seven patches of bared soil, yellow and oxblood 
color and pink, where the new mealies were just showing, making 
a film of bright green; and around each drifted up thick clouds of 
smoke. They were throwing wet leaves onto the fires now, to make 
it acrid and black. Margaret was watching the hills. Now there was 
a long, low cloud advancing, rust-color still, swelling forward and 
out as she looked. The telephone was ringing. Neighbors—dquick, 
quick, there come the locusts. Old Smith had had his crop eaten 
to the ground. Quick, get your fires started. For of course, while 
every farmer hoped the locusts would overlook his farm and go on 
to the next, it was only fair to warn each other; one must play fair. 
Everywhere, fifty miles over the countryside, the smoke was rising 
from myriads° of fires. Margaret answered the telephone calls, and 
between calls she stood watching the locusts. The air was darken- 
ing. A strange darkness, for the sun was blazing—it was like the 
darkness of a veldt* fire, when the air gets thick with smoke. The 
sunlight comes down distorted, a thick, hot orange. Oppressive it 
was, too, with the heaviness of a storm. The locusts were coming 
fast. Now half the sky was darkened. Behind the reddish veils in 
front, which were the advance guards of the swarm, the main 
swarm showed in dense black cloud, reaching almost to the sun 
itself. 

Margaret was wondering what she could do to help. She did not 
know. Then up came old Stephen from the lands. “We're finished, 
Margaret, finished! Those beggars can eat every leaf and blade off 
the farm in half an hour! And it is only early afternoon—if we can 
make enough smoke, make enough noise till the sun goes down, 
they'll settle somewhere else perhaps. .. .” And then: “Get the 
kettle going. It’s thirsty work, this.” 

So Margaret went to the kitchen, and stoked up the fire, and 
boiled the water. Now, on the tin roof of the kitchen she could 
hear the thuds and bangs of falling locusts, or a scratching slither 
as one skidded down. Here were the first of them. From down on 
the lands came the beating and banging and clanging of a hundred 


3. myriads [mir’é 9dz]: countless numbers. 
4. veldt [velt]: region of rolling grassland in southern Africa. 


Conflict (p. 591): The story’s 
external conflict pits the 
farmers against nature—the 
locusts. 


Style (p. 626): Vivid word 
choice allows us to picture the 
locust attack. 
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gasoline cans and bits of metal. Stephen impatiently waited while 
one gasoline can was filled with tea, hot, sweet and orange-colored, 
and the other with water. In the meantime, he told Margaret about 
how twenty years back he was eaten out, made bankrupt, by the 
locust armies. And then, still talking, he hoisted up the gasoline 
cans, one in each hand, by the wood pieces set cornerwise across 
each, and jogged off down to the road to the thirsty laborers. By 
now the locusts were falling like hail onto the roof of the kitchen. 
It sounded like a heavy storm. Margaret looked out and saw the air 
dark with a crisscross of the insects, and she set her teeth and ran 
out into it—what the men could do, she could. Overhead the air 
was thick, locusts everywhere. The locusts were flopping against 
her, and she brushed them off, heavy red-brown creatures, looking 
at her with their beady old-men’s eyes while they clung with hard, 
serrated legs. She held her breath with disgust and ran through into 
the house. There it was even more like being in a heavy storm. The 
iron roof was reverberating, and the clamor of iron from the lands 
was like thunder. Looking out, all the trees were queer and still, 
clotted with insects, their boughs weighed to the ground. The 
earth seemed to be moving, locusts crawling everywhere, she 
could not see the lands at all, so thick was the swarm. Toward the 
mountains it was like looking into driving rain—even as she 
watched, the sun was blotted out with a fresh onrush of them. It 
was a half-night, a perverted blackness. Then came a sharp crack 
from the bush—a branch had snapped off. Then another. A tree 
down the slope leaned over and settled heavily to the ground. 
Through the hail of insects a man came running. More tea, more 
water was needed. She supplied them. She kept the fires stoked and 
filled cans with liquid, and then it was four in the afternoon, and 
the locusts had been pouring across overhead for a couple of 
hours. Up came old Stephen again, crunching locusts underfoot 
with every step, locusts clinging all over him; he was cursing and 
swearing, banging with his old hat at the air. At the doorway he 
stopped briefly, hastily pulling at the clinging insects and throwing 
them off, then he plunged into the locust-free living room. 

“All the crops finished. Nothing left,” he said. 

But the gongs were still beating, the men still shouting, and 
Margaret asked: “Why do you go on with it, then?” 

“The main swarm isn’t settling. They are heavy with eggs. They 
are looking for a place to settle and lay. If we can stop the main 
body settling on our farm, that’s everything. If they get a chance 
to lay their eggs, we are going to have everything eaten flat with 
hoppers” later on.” He picked a stray locust off his shirt and split 
it down with his thumbnail—it was clotted inside with eggs. “Imag- 
ine that multiplied by millions. You ever seen a hopper swarm on 
the march? Well, you’re lucky.” 


5. hoppers: slang for baby locusts. 
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Internal conflict (p. 591): 
Margaret struggles to overcome 
her revulsion of the locusts in 
order to help. 


Setting (p. 630): Time is an 
important part of setting as the 
farmers battle against the clock 


Rising action (p. 597): The 
locust attack and the human 
reactions Carry the story toward 
its climax. The possibility that 
the locusts will lay eggs adds a 
complication to the plot. 


Margaret thought an adult swarm was bad enough. Outside now 
the light on the earth was a pale, thin yellow, clotted with moving 
shadows; the clouds of moving insects thickened and lightened like 
driving rain. Old Stephen said, ‘““They’ve got the wind behind them, 
that’s something.” 

“Is it very bad?” asked Margaret fearfully, and the old man said 
emphatically: ‘“We’re finished. This swarm may pass over, but once 
they’ve started, they'll be coming down from the North now one 
after another. And then there are the hoppers—it might go on for 
two or three years.” 

Margaret sat down helplessly, and thought: Well, if it’s the end, 
it’s the end. What now? We'll all three have to go back to town. 
.. . But at this, she took a quick look at Stephen, the old man who 
had farmed forty years in this country, been bankrupt twice, and 
she knew nothing would make him go and become a clerk in the 
city. Yet her heart ached for him, he looked so tired, the worry 
lines deep from nose to mouth. Poor old man... . He had lifted 
up a locust that had got itself somehow into his pocket, holding it 
in the air by one leg. “You’ve got the strength of a steel spring in 
those legs of yours,” he was telling the locust, good-humoredly. 
Then, although he had been fighting locusts, squashing locusts, yell- 
ing at locusts, sweeping them in great mounds into the fires to 
burn for the last three hours, nevertheless he took this one to the 
door and carefully threw it out to join its fellows, as if he would 
rather not harm a hair of its head. This comforted Margaret; all at 
once she felt irrationally cheered. She remembered it was not the 
first time in the last three years the man had announced their final 
and irremediable ruin. 

“Get me a drink, lass,” he then said, and she set the bottle of 
whisky by him. 

In the meantime, out in the pelting storm of insects, her hus- 
band was banging the gong, feeding the fires with leaves, the in- 
sects clinging to him all over—she shuddered. “How can you bear 
to let them touch you?” she asked. He looked at her, disapproving. 
She felt suitably humble—just as she had when he had first taken 
a good look at her city self, hair waved and golden, nails red and 
pointed. Now she was a proper farmer’s wife, in sensible shoes and 
a solid skirt. She might even get to letting locusts settle on her— 
in time. 

Having tossed back a whisky or two, old Stephen went back into 
the battle, wading now through glistening brown waves of locusts. 

Five o’clock. The sun would set in an hour. Then the swarm 
would settle. It was as thick overhead as ever. The trees were rag- 
ged mounds of glistening brown. 

Margaret began to cry. It was all so hopeless—if it wasn’t a bad 
season, it was locusts; if it wasn’t locusts, it was army worm® or 


6. army worm: larvae of certain moths that destroy crops. 


Characterization (p. 610): We 
are told directly of Margaret's 
helplessness, but we see 
Stephen indirectly through his 
actions and through Margaret's 
impressions. 


Theme (p. 588): Lessing uses 
Stephen's ability to recover 
from hardship as an example of 
the power of the human spirit. 


Modern idea: Margaret’s “city 
self” is an important part of her 
character. Modern literature is 
often concerned with urban life 
Cp. 453). 


Modern idea: Despair is a 
frequent reaction to problems 


| in modern literature (p. 453). 
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veldt fires. Always something. The rustling of the locust armies was 
like a big forest in the storm; their settling on the roof was like 
the beating of the rain; the gound was invisible in a sleek, brown, 
surging tide—it was like being drowned in locusts, submerged by 
the loathsome brown flood. [t seemed as if the roof might sink in 
under the weight of them, as if the door might give in under their 
pressure and these rooms fill with them—and it was getting so 
dark . . . she looked up. The air was thinner; gaps of blue showed 
in the dark, moving clouds. The blue spaces were cold and thin— 
the sun must be setting. Through the fog of insects she saw figures 
approaching. First old Stephen, marching bravely along, then her 
husband, drawn and haggard with weariness. Behind them the ser- 
vants. All were crawling all over with insects. The sound of the 
gongs had stopped. She could hear nothing but the ceaseless rustle 
of a myriad wings. 

The two men slapped off the insects and came in. 

“Well,” said Richard, kissing her on the cheek, “the main swarm 
has gone over.” 

“For heaven’s sake,” said Margaret angrily, still half crying, 
“what's here is bad enough, isn’t it?” For although the evening air 
was no longer black and thick, but a clear blue, with a pattern of 
insects whizzing this way and that across it, everything else—trees, 
buildings, bushes, earth—was gone under the moving brown 
masses. 

“If it doesn’t rain in the night and keep them here—if it doesn’t 
rain and weight them down with water, they’ll be off in the morn- 
ing at sunrise.” 

“We're bound to have some hoppers. But not the main swarm— 
that’s something.” 

Margaret roused herself, wiped her eyes, pretended she had not 
been crying, and fetched them some supper, for the servants were 
too exhausted to move. She sent them down to the compound to 
rest. 

She served the supper and sat listening. There is not one maize 
plant left, she heard. Not one. The men would get the planters out 
the moment the locusts had gone. They must start all over again. 

But what’s the use of that, Margaret wondered, if the whole 
farm was going to be crawling with hoppers? But she listened 
while they discussed the new government pamphlet that said how 
to defeat the hoppers. You must have men out all the time, moving 
over the farm to watch for movement in the grass. When you find 
a patch of hoppers, small lively black things, like crickets, then you 
dig trenches around the patch or spray them with poison from 
pumps supplied by the government. The government wanted them 
to cooperate in a world plan for eliminating this plague forever. 
You should attack locusts at the source. Hoppers, in short. The 
men were talking as if they were planning a war, and Margaret lis- 
tened, amazed. 
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Round character (p. 610): We 
see Margaret’s hopelessness, 
anger, courage, and kindness. 


In the night it was quiet; no sign of the settled armies outside, 
except sometimes a branch snapped, or a tree could be heard 
crashing down. 

Margaret slept badly in the bed beside Richard, who was sleep- 
ing like the dead, exhausted with the afternoon’s fight. In the 
morning she woke to yellow sunshine lying across the bed—clear 
sunshine, with an occasional blotch of shadow moving over it. She 
went to the window. Old Stephen was ahead of her. There he 
stood outside, gazing down over the bush. And she gazed, as- 
tounded—and entranced, much against her will. For it looked as if 
every tree, every bush, all the earth, were lit with pale flames. The 
locusts were fanning their wings to free them of the night dews. 
There was a shimmer of red-tinged gold light everywhere. 

She went out to join the old man, stepping carefully among the 
insects. They stood and watched. Overhead the sky was blue, blue 
and clear. 

“Pretty,” said old Stephen, with satisfaction. 

Well, thought Margaret, we may be ruined, we may be bank- 
rupt, but not everyone has seen an army of locusts fanning their 
wings at dawn. 

Over the slopes, in the distance, a faint red smear showed in 
the sky, thickened and spread. “There they go,” said old Stephen. 
“There goes the main army, off south.” 

And now from the trees, from the earth all round them, the lo- 
custs were taking wing. They were like small aircraft, maneuvering 
for the takeoff, trying their wings to see if they were dry enough. 
Off they went. A reddish-brown steam was rising off the miles of 
bush, off the lands, the earth. Again the sunlight darkened. 

And as the clotted branches lifted, the weight on them light- 
ening, there was nothing but the black spines of branches, trees. 
No green left, nothing. All morning they watched, the three of 
them, as the brown crust thinned and broke and dissolved, flying 
up to mass with the main army, now a brownish-red smear in the 
southern sky. The lands which had been filmed with green, the 
new tender mealie plants, were stark and bare. All the trees 
stripped. A devastated landscape. No green, no green anywhere. 

By midday the reddish cloud had gone. Only an occasional lo- 
cust flopped down. On the ground were the corpses and the 
wounded. The African laborers were sweeping these up with 
branches and collecting them in tins. 

“Ever eaten sun-dried locust?” asked old Stephen. “That time 
twenty years ago, when I went broke, I lived on mealie meal and 
dried locusts for three months. They aren’t bad at all—rather like 
smoked fish, if you come to think of it.” 

But Margaret preferred not even to think of it. 

After the midday meal the men went off to the lands. Every- 
thing was to be replanted. With a bit of luck another swarm would 
not come traveling down just this way. But they hoped it would 


’ 


Modern idea: The beauty of 
the locusts contrasts with the 
destruction they cause. Such 
paradoxes are common in 
modern literature (p. #53). 


Climax (p. 597): The locusts 
fly away, and the tension 
reaches a peak. The climax is 
followed by the falling action. 


Modern idea: The description 
of the dead locusts uses images 
of war. Such imagery is 
common in modern literature 
(p. 453). 
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rain very soon, to spring some new grass, because the cattle would 
die otherwise—there was not a blade of grass left on the farm. As 
for Margaret, she was trying to get used to the idea of three or 
four years of locusts. Locusts were going to be like bad weather, 
from now on, always imminent. She felt like a survivor after war— 
if this devastated and mangled countryside was not ruin, well, what 


Resolution (p. 597): The 


then was ruin? 


But the men ate their supper with good appetites. 
was what they said. “It could be 


“It could have been worse,’ 
much worse.” 


falling action ends. The ending 
is typically modern because the 
problem is not completely 
solved. 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


Recalling 

1. How long has Margaret lived on the farm? 
Give two examples of her lack of experience. 

2. Name three actions the farmers take to ward 
off the locusts. 

3. Explain why the farmers want to keep the lo- 
custs from Settling. 

4, What do the locusts actually do to the farm? 

5. What plans do the farmers make? In what way 
do they assess the attack of locusts? 


Interpreting 

6. The events of the story are narrated through 
the consciousness of Margaret, a novice on 
the farm. What effect does this point of view 
have on the impact of the story? 

7. Find examples of Stephen’s pessimism and of 
his optimism. Explain the contradiction. 


LITERARY FOCUS 


Theme 

Theme is a story’s main idea, a general state- 
ment about life. A theme goes beyond the specific 
details of a story to some universal meaning. For 
example, although Joyce’s ‘‘Araby” is about a 
particular young Irishman at a bazaar in Dublin, 
the theme of the story should be applicable to the 
life of anyone, anywhere. In addition, a theme is 
always expressed as a sentence. For example, 
the theme of ‘Araby’ may be stated as ‘“Unreal- 
istic expectations lead to disappointment.” 

A theme can be directly stated or implied, 
and ail the elements of a story point in some way 
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to the theme. The title may imply an opinion of 
what happens in the story. The outcome of the 
plot may suggest a lesson about life. Characteri- 
zation may reveal the author’s ideas about people 
in general, and setting may suggest an attitude 
about the world. Point of view may tell us how the 
author wants us to react to the story. Symbols 
represent abstract ideas and, therefore, direct us 
to the author’s concerns. 


Thinking About Theme 

@ State the theme of "A Mild Attack of Locusts.” 
Explain how this theme develops out of the 
Story and how it is universally applicable. 


VOCABULARY 


Antonyms 

Antonyms are words that have opposite or 
nearly opposite meanings. Quiet and /oud are an- 
tonyms. The words in capitals are from “A Mild 
Attack of Locusts.’’ Choose the word that is most 
nearly the opposite of each word in capitals, as 
the word is used in the selection. 


1. RUINOUS: 
(c) calamitous 

2. EXASPERATING: (a) tiresome (b) hopeful 
(c) pleasing (d) necessary 

3. acrid: (a) mild (b) bitter 
(c) brilliant (d) melodious 

4. SERRATED: (a) jagged (b) fashionable 
(c) smooth (d) peculiar 

5. REVERBERATING: (a) musical 
(c) still (d) quaking 


(a) optimistic (b) constructive 
(d) disastrous 


(b) anxious 


Nadine Gordimer —= bom 1923 


Nadine Gordimer has written novels and short stories, and her work 
has appeared regularly in periodicals such as the New Yorker and the 


Allantic. Born in Springs, near Johannesburg, South Africa, she was 
educated there at private schools and—for one year—at the 
University of Witwatersrand. She has lectured extensively and was a 
visiting professor to the United States. 

Gordimer’s fiction reflects the concern with racial problems that 
has dominated life in South Africa in this century. Her themes 
include the political and social consequences of apartheid, South 
Africa’s policy of strict racial segregation. The stories, however, are 
more than sociological journalism. While they grow out of the South 
African scene, they have universal application and appeal. 

The settings of Nadine Gordimer’s fiction range from sophisticated 


South African suburbs to huts with thatched roofs and mud floors. 
She is equally adept at writing about society matrons, native peddlers, 
and professional hunters. The stories focus on the observed moment, 
the brief but revealing incident. 

“The Train from Rhodesia” is a sad but beautiful story 
demonstrating Gordimer's ability to arrest the reader’s attention with 
a telling moment of reality. 


Nadine Gordimer 


The Train from Rhodesia 


The train came out of the red horizon and 
bore down toward them over the single 
Straight track. 


The stationmaster came out of his little 
brick station with its pointed chalet roof, feel- 
ing the creases in his serge uniform in his legs 
as well. A stir of preparedness rippled through 
the squatting native vendors waiting in the 
dust; the face of a carved wooden animal, eter- 
nally surprised, stuck out of a sack. The sta- 
tionmaster’s barefoot children wandered over. 
From the gray mud huts with the untidy heads 


that stood within a decorated mud wall, chick- 
ens, and dogs with their skin stretched like 
parchment over their bones, followed the 
piccanins’ down to the track. The flushed and 
perspiring west cast a reflection, faint, without 
heat, upon the station, upon the tin shed 
marked “Goods,” upon the walled kraal,’? upon 
the gray tin house of the stationmaster and 
upon the sand, that lapped all around, from sky 


1. piccanins: native children. 
2. kraal [kral]: in southern Africa, a fenced enclosure for 
livestock; corral. 
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to sky, cast little rhythmical cups of shadow, so 
that the sand became the sea, and closed over 
the children’s black feet softly and without im- 
print. 

The stationmaster’s wife sat behind the 
mesh of her veranda. Above her head the hunk 
of a sheep’s carcass moved slightly, dangling in 
a current of air. 

They waited. 

The train called out, along the sky; but 
there was no answer; and the cry hung on: I’m 
coming ...If’m coming... 

The engine flared out now, big, whisking a 
dwindling body behind it; the track flared out 
to let it in. 

Creaking, jerking, jostling, gasping, the train 
filled the station. 


Here, let me see that one—the young woman 
curved her body further out of the corridor 
window. Missus? smiled the old boy, looking at 
the creatures he held in his hand. From a piece 
of string on his gray finger hung a tiny woven 
basket; he lifted it, questioning. No, no, she 
urged, leaning down toward him, across the 
height of the train, toward the man in the 
piece of old rug; that one, that one, her hand 
commanded. It was a lion, carved out of soft 
dry wood that looked like spongecake; heral- 
dic, black and white, with impressionistic de- 
tail burnt in. The old man held it up to her 
still smiling, not from the heart, but at the cus- 
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tomer. Between its Vandyke teeth, in the 
mouth opened in an endless roar too terrible 
to be heard, it had a black tongue. Look, said 
the young husband, if you don’t mind! And 
round the neck of the thing, a piece of fur 
(rat? rabbit? meerkat?); a real mane, majestic, 
telling you somehow that the artist had delight 
in the lion. 

All up and down the length of the train in 
the dust the artists sprang, walking bent, like 
performing animals, the better to exhibit the 
fantasy held toward the faces on the train, 
Buck, startled and _ stiff, staring with round 
black and white eyes. More lions, standing 
erect, grappling with strange, thin, elongated 
warriors who clutched spears and showed no 
fear in their slits of eyes. How much, they 
asked from the train, how much? 

Give me penny, said the little ones with 
nothing to sell. The dogs went and sat, quite 
still, under the dining car, where the train 
breathed out the smell of meat cooking with 
onion. 

A man passed beneath the arch of reaching 
arms meeting gray-black and white in the ex- 
change of money for the staring wooden eyes, 
the stiff wooden legs sticking up in the air, 
went along under the voices and the bargain- 
ing, interrogating the wheels. Past the dogs; 
glancing up at the dining car where he could 
stare at the faces, behind glass, drinking beer, 
two by two, on either side of a uniform railway 


Toll 


vase with its pale dead flower. Right to the 
end, to the guard’s van, where the stationmas- 
ter’s children had just collected their mother’s 
two loaves of bread; to the engine itself, where 
the stationmaster and the driver stood talking 
against the steaming complaint of the resting 
beast. 

The man called out to them, something 
loud and joking. They turned to laugh, in a 
twirl of steam. The two children careered over 
the sand, clutching the bread, and _ burst 
through the iron gate and up the path through 
the garden in which nothing grew. 

Passengers drew themselves in at the cor- 
tidor windows and turned into compartments 
to fetch money, to call someone to look. Those 
sitting inside looked up: suddenly different, 
caged faces, boxed in, cut off, after the contact 
of outside. There was an orange a piccanin 
would like. . . . What about that chocolate? It 
wasn’t very nice... . 

A young girl had collected a handful of the 
hard kind, that no one liked, out of the choc- 
olate box, and was throwing them to the dogs, 
over at the dining car. But the hens darted in, 
and swallowed the chocolates, incredibly quick 
and accurate, before they had even dropped in 
the dust, and the dogs, a little bewildered, 
looked up with their brown eyes, not expect- 
ing anything. 

—No, leave it, said the girl, don’t take 
i. er 


Too expensive, too much, she shook her 
head and raised her voice to the old boy, giv- 
ing up the lion. He held it up where she had 
handed it to him. No, she said, shaking her 
head. Three-and-six?? insisted her husband, 
loudly. Yes baas! laughed the boy. Three-and- 
six?—the young man was incredulous. Oh 
leave it—she said. The young man stopped. 
Don’t you want it? he said, keeping his face 
closed to the boy. No, never mind, she said, 
leave it. The old native kept his head on one 
side, looking at them sideways, holding the 
lion. Three-and-six, he murmured, as old peo- 
ple repeat things to themselves. 

The young woman drew her head in. She 
went into the coupé’ and sat down. Out of the 
window, on the other side, there was nothing; 
sand and bush; a thorn tree. Back through the 
open doorway, past the figure of her husband 
in the corridor, there was the station, the 
voices, wooden animals waving, running feet. 
Her eye followed the funny little valance of 
scrolled wood that outlined the chalet roof of 
the station; she thought of the lion and smiled. 
That bit of fur round the neck. But the wooden 
buck, the hippos, the elephants, the baskets 
that already bulked out of their brown paper 
under the seat and on the luggage rack! How 
will they look at home? Where will you put 
them? What will they mean away from the 
places you found them? Away from the unreal- 
ity of the last few weeks? The man outside. But 
he is not part of the unreality; he is for good 
now. Odd . . . somewhere there was an idea 
that he, that living with him, was part of the 
holiday, the strange places. 

Outside, a bell rang. The stationmaster was 
leaning against the end of the train, green flag 
rolled in readiness. A few men who had got 
down to stretch their legs sprang onto the 
train, clinging to the observation platforms, or 
perhaps merely standing on the iron step, hold- 
ing the rail; but on the train, safe from the one 


3. Three-and-six: three shillings and a sixpence, the 
equivalent of approximately thirty-four American cents 
when the story takes place. 

4. coupé [k0oo pa’): in British trains, a half-compartment 
at the end of a passenger car with only one row of seats. 
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dusty platform, the one tin house, the empty 
sand. 

There was a grunt. The train jerked. 
Through the glass the beer drinkers looked 
out, as if they could not see beyond it. Behind 
the flyscreen, the stationmaster’s wife sat facing 
back at them beneath the darkening hunk of 
meat. 

There was a shout. The flag drooped out. 
Joints not yet coordinated, the segmented body 
of the train heaved and bumped back against 
itself. It began to move; slowly the scrolled 
chalet moved past it, the yells of the natives, 
running alongside, jetted up into the air, fell 
back at different levels. Staring wooden faces 
waved drunkenly, there, then gone, questioning 
for the last time at the windows. Here, one- 
and-six baas!—As one automatically opens a 
hand to catch a thrown ball, a man fumbled 
wildly down his pocket, brought up the shilling 
and sixpence and threw them out; the old na- 
tive, gasping, his skinny toes splaying the sand, 
flung the lion. 

The piccanins were waving, the dogs stood, 
tails uncertain, watching the train go: past the 
mud huts, where a woman turned to look, up 
from the smoke of the fire, her hand pausing 
on her hip. 

The stationmaster went slowly in under the 
chalet. 

The old native stood, breath blowing out 
the skin between his ribs, feet tense, balanced 
in the sand, smiling and shaking his head. In 
his opened palm, held in the attitude of receiv- 
ing, was the retrieved shilling and sixpence. 

The blind end of the train was being pulled 
helplessly out of the station. 


The young man swung in from the corridor, 
breathless. He was shaking his head with laugh- 
ter and triumph. Here! he said. And waggled 
the lion at her. One-and-six! 

What? she said. 

He laughed. I was arguing with him for fun, 
bargaining—when the train had pulled out al- 
ready, he came tearing after. . . . One-and-six 
baas! So there’s your lion. 
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She was holding it away from her, the head 
with the open jaws, the pointed teeth, the 
black tongue, the wonderful ruff of fur facing 
her. She was looking at it with an expression 
of not seeing, of seeing something different. 
Her face was drawn up, wryly, like the face of 
a discomforted child. Her mouth lifted ner- 
vously at the corner. Very slowly, cautious, she 
lifted her finger and touched the mane, where 
it was joined to the wood. 

But how could you, she said. He was 
shocked by the dismay of her face. 

Good heavens, he said, what's the matter? 

If you wanted the thing, she said, her voice 
rising and breaking with the shrill impotence 
of anger, why didn’t you buy it in the first 
place? If you wanted it, why didn’t you pay for 
it? Why didn’t you take it decently, when he 
offered it? Why did you have to wait for him 
to run after the train with it, and give him one- 
and-six? One-and-six! 

She was pushing it at him, trying to force 
him to take it. He stood astonished, his hands 
hanging at his sides. 

But you wanted it! You liked it so much? 

—It’s a beautiful piece of work, she said 
fiercely, as if to protect it from him. 

You liked it so much! You said yourself it 
was too expensive— 

Oh you—she said, hopeless and _ furious. 
You. . . . She threw the lion onto the seat. 

He stood looking at her. 

She sat down again in the corner and, het 
face slumped in her hand, stared out of the 
window. Everything was turning round inside 
her. One-and-six. One-and-six. One-and-six for 
the wood and the carving and the sinews of 
the legs and the switch of the tail. The mouth 
open like that and the teeth. The black tongue, 
rolling, like a wave. The mane round the neck. 
To give one-and-six for that. The heat of shame 
mounted through her legs and body and 
sounded in her ears like the sound of sand 
pouring. Pouring, pouring. She sat there, sick. A 
weariness, a tastelessness, the discovery of a 
void made her hands slacken their grip, atro- 
phy emptily, as if the hour was not worth their 
grasp. She was feeling like this again. She had 


thought it was something to do with single- 
ness, with being alone and belonging too much 
to oneself. 

She sat there not wanting to move or speak, 
or to look at anything, even; so that the mood 
should be associated with nothing, no object, 
word or sight that might recur and so recall 
the feeling again. . . . Smuts’ blew in grittily, 


5. smuts: black grimy particles; soot. 


settled on her hands. Her back remained at ex- 
actly the same angle, turned against the young 
man sitting with his hands drooping between 
his sprawled legs, and the lion, fallen on its 
side in the corner. 


The train had cast the station like a skin. It 
called out to the sky, Pm coming, I’m coming; 
and again, there was no answer. 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


i numa pm 


Recalling 

1. Describe the station and the people there at 
the beginning of the story. 

2. Give three examples of the activity that begins 
when the train arrives at the station. 

3. What are the woman's thoughts about the sou- 
venirs of her “holiday” and about her hus- 
band? 

4. Explain the steps that lead to the purchase of 
the carved lion. Describe the woman's reaction 
to the purchase. 


Interpreting 

5. What does the arrival of the train mean to the 
people at the station? 

6. What does the incident with the lion tell us 
about the relationship between the woman and 

i her husband? 

7, In what sense does the station symbolize the 

woman's psychological condition? 


Extending 
8, Use the story as an example to explain the dif- 
ference between being alone and being lonely. 


COMPOSITION 


mere cartascnanntnosaRReneerateecens 


Writing About Significant Details 

H Explain the use of significant detail in ‘The 
Train from Rhodesia.” First choose at least two 
details from the story. Then explain the infer- 
ences that can be made from each detail. 
Finally explain how the use of such details 
adds to the richness of the story. Although you 


may use any details from the story you wish, 
you may want to consider one or more of the 
following: (a) the woman's thoughts about her 
souvenirs and what they say about her person- 
ality, (b) the description of the station and what 
it symbolizes, and (c) the description of the 
lion and why the author itemizes its features. 


Writing a Friendly Letter 

& Imagine that you are traveling by train through 
an empty landscape like the one depicted in 
the story. Write a letter to a friend describing 
the land through which you are traveling and 
the feelings that the landscape inspires in you. 


COMPARING WRITERS 


Oe ee eee eee ad 


1. Twentieth-century fiction often concentrates on 
the psychological conditions of characters. Be- 
cause such topics are abstract, authors some- 
times use concrete objects to symbolize char- 
acters’ mental states. Compare two or more of 
the following stories: “Still,” “A Mild Attack of 
Locusts,” “The Sugawn Chair,” and “The 
Train from Rhodesia.” For each story explain 
how a concrete object or scene helps us to 
understand the mental state of a character. 


2. In “Why | Write” Orwell explains that the mo- 


tivating forces behind his work are both politi- 
cal and aesthetic. Compare Orwell’s essay to 
one or more of the following stories: “Still,” “A 
Mild Attack of Locusts,” “The Sugawn Chair,” 
and ‘The Train from Rhodesia.” In what sense 
is each story political and aesthetic? What 
might Orwell’s opinion of each story be? 
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READING FOR 
APPRECIATION 


Sound in Prose 


Earlier in this book we 
looked at how poets try to cre- 
ate patterns of sound in poetry. 
We saw that these patterns are 
built up not only through word 
choice but also through rhythm, 
rhyme, alliteration, and other 
techniques of sound. We saw 
that in poetry sound can help to 
evoke moods and emotions and 
express meanings. 

In prose we cannot always 
point so readily to this kind of 
use of sound. Yet all good writ- 
ers are sensitive to the effects of 
particular rhythms and special 
combinations of sounds. For ex- 
ample, the novelist James Joyce 
was acutely aware of the special 
effects of sound in prose. Con- 
sider the following passage from 
his story “Araby” (page 593), in 
which he describes the lively ac- 
tivity of children outdoors just 
before dark: 


When the short days of win- 
ter came dusk fell before we 
had well eaten our dinners. 
When we met in the street the 
houses had grown somber. The 
space of sky above us was the 
color of ever-changing violet 
and toward it the lamps of the 
street lifted their feeble lanterns. 
The cold air stung us and we 
played till our bodies glowed. 
Our shouts echoed in the silent 
street. The career of our play 
brought us through the dark 


muddy lanes behind the houses 
where we ran the gantlet of the 
rough tribes from the cottages, 
to the back doors of the dark 
dripping gardens where odors 
arose from the ashpits, to the 
dark odorous stables where 
a coachman smoothed and 
combed the horse or shook mu- 
sic from the buckled harness. 


Joyce gives us the scene and 
the actions. Moreover, he calls 
up a rich, lovely combination of 
impressions and moods: the chil- 
dren’s excitement, the darkening 
light, the sharp cold, the hushed 
quiet in the streets, the sense of 
bustling play, the momentum of 
spontaneous motion. How does 
Joyce achieve these marvelous 
effects? One answer lies in his 
selection of wonderful details 
and images; a second answer lies 
in the very rhythm and sound of 
the prose. 

Thus, to convey some of the 
children’s excitement and hurry, 
Joyce writes with monosyllabic 
words primarily—for instance, 
“When the short days of winter 
came dusk fell before we bad 
well eaten our dinners.” To 
quicken the pace, he omits all 
internal punctuation, so that the 
first half of the passage must be 
read almost without pause. Also, 
by including a variety of soft 
consonant and vowel sounds, he 
gives the passage the quality of 
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an eager, rapid whisper: “When 
the short days of winter came 
dusk fell... .” 

In the second through fifth 
sentences, Joyce even captures 
something of what we feel when 
nightfall approaches, with its 
greater stillness and deeper 
darkness and silence. He now 
uses longer, more resonant, 
more somber vowel sounds: 
“.. the houses had grown 


somber . . . the color of ever- 
changing violet . . . our bod- 
ies glowed. ... Our shouts 
echoed... .” 


Then, to suggest the feeling 
of rushing, cascading physical 
movement, Joyce lets the last 
sentence of the passage run on 
and on—in contrast to the pre- 
ceding sentences. He adds punc- 
tuation and clause upon clause, 
so as to carry us along rhythmi- 
cally, as well as through im- 
ages. Thus, we “see” and “feel” 
the children’s escapades through 
“the dark muddy lanes” to “the 
dark dripping gardens” to “the 
dark odorous stables.” 

Try to imagine this extraor- 
dinary passage without these nu- 
ances of sound and rhythm. We 
would have the scene and the 
actions, and the story would 
proceed. However, the whole 
imaginative texture—what is un- 
stated yet touches our senses, 
our emotions, and perhaps even 
our memories—would be lost. 


THE ENGLISH 


VOICE 


The Artist's View 


The writers of the past, on 
the rare occasions when they 
paid any attention to their own 
roles, identified themselves as 
chroniclers or singers, entertain- 
ers of sonneteers, lexicogra- 
phers or moralists, rhapsodists 
or seers. The modern writer, on 
the other hand, emphasizes that 
he or she is, above all, an artist. 

Usually in celebration, 
though sometimes in self- 
defense, the voice of the mod- 
ern artist insists: I am a maker, a 
creator, an artificer. I wield 
imagination as my weapon, my 
shield, my tool for reshaping 
reality. 


Shaw 

Yes, you squashed cabbage leaf, 
you disgrace to the noble archt- 
tecture of these columns, you 
incarnate insult to the English 
language: I could pass you off 
as the Queen of Sheba. 


Yeats 
- . . Gather me 
Into the artifice of eternity. 


Eliot 

lam moved by fancies that are 
curled 

Around these images. 


Auden 
Follow, poet, follow right 
To the bottom of the night, 


With your unconstraining voice 
Still persuade us to rejoice. 


Thomas 
. . Lt was all 
Shining, it was Adam and 
maiden, 


The sky gathered again 
And the sun grew round that 


very day. 


Hughes 

I sit in the top of the wood, my 
eyes closed... . 

Now I hold Creation in my 
foot. 


Tomlinson 
Suggestions for the Improve- 
ment of a Sunset 


Joyce 

I imagined that I bore my chal- 
ice safely through a throng of 
foes. Her name sprang to my 
lips at moments in strange 
prayers and praises which I my- 
self did not understand. 


Woolf 
But why not be original? Why 
not be herself, anyhow? 


The modern artist never 
tires of celebrating creation, 
imagination, originality. The les- 
son of this celebration is clear: 
Reality is what the artists in all 
of us make of it. 


Key to Illustrations on 
Pages 450-451. 
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Literary Map of Europe 


This map, with current borders, identifies locales associated 

with the authors and selections included in Part Two of 

English and Western Literature of the Macmillan Literature Series. 
All place names are modern; older names appear in parentheses. 

As you read more European literature, you will be able 


to place other authors and literary works in correct 
geographic locations. 
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Part Two: 
Western Literature 


Part Two of this book presents works by 
significant authors of western literature 

from its beginnings with the Ancient Greeks 
and Ancient Romans to the present day. 

This overview shows what the writers of Europe 
were producing as English writers were at 

work on their masterpieces. The literature is 
organized chronologically and divided into 
units that generally correspond to those for 

the English literature in Part One. In the 
following pages you will encounter authors 
from various European countries including 
Greece, Italy, France, Spain, Russia, 

Germany, Poland, and Czechoslovakia. 

The accompanying map shows these countries 
with current borders. Remember, however, that 
some did not always exist as countries or did 
not always have the same boundaries as they 
have today. For example, there was no such 
place called Italy when the Ancient Romans were 
writing; these writers lived in Rome, which was 
the center of the Roman Empire. 
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Key to Illustrations appears on page 922. 


THE 
CLASSICAL 
HERITAGE 


Cc. 800 B.c. tO A.D. 500 


If you were to leave twentieth-century 
London and fly southeastward—over the 
English Channel, across France and the 
majestic Swiss Alps—you would sense a 
different world approaching. You would 
be drawing near the birthplace of west- 
ern Civilization. 

The warm, golden world that sur- 
rounds the Mediterranean Sea stretches 
from the southern tip of Spain eastward 
to the Middle East. Africa forms its 
southern shoreline; the beaches of 
France and Italy lie along its northern 
border. In the mountainous, island-dot- 
ted northeast corner, washed by the Ae- 
gean Sea, lies Greece. AS we move geo- 
graphically to Greece, we will also move 
back in time, thousands of years back to 
the beginnings of what we now call 
western literature. The glorious tradition 
of British literature, we will see, is one 
part of an even more glorious tradition. 

In classical Greece and Rome, so 
many of our ideas, forms, and uses of 
language were born and developed. 
They continued to be transformed as 
they moved through different countries 
and different centuries, through Europe, 
toward us. In the following pages of Part 
Two, we will travel from Ancient Greece 
and Rome up the Italian peninsula into 
the heartland of medieval and Renais- 
sance Europe. We will move across Eu- 
rope toward the Atlantic, traveling 
through both space and time, approach- 
ing our own modern period once more. 
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ANCIENT GREECE 


Apollo with dolphins, Athenian 
amphora, or vase, fifth century 8.c. 


The civilization of the Greeks goes back to about 6500 B.c., 
when nomad farmers crossed into the European continent from the 
fertile river valleys of Mesopotamia in the Middle East. By 3000 B.c. 
these settlers had fortified cities on the European mainland and on 
the nearby islands in the Mediterranean that would become the 
isles of Greece. About 1900 B.c. an Indo-European people called 
the Achaeans migrated to the area, founded their own towns, and 
brought with them a language that became Greek. 

The Greek land itself is a blend of green olive orchards and rug- 
ged mountains. Mountains run down to the sea and form ragged 
and treacherous coastlines. The soil, though poor, is rich enough 
to pasture cattle, which in ancient days were served up on the ta- 
bles of the rich or sacrificed on the altars of the gods. The sur- 
rounding sea has always been vital to the Greeks, especially for 
trade and travel. Yet they invested their greatest energy and pow- 
ers of invention in building their own cities. In fact as early as 
1600 B.c. the city of Knossos on the island of Crete had running 
water in its spectacular royal palace. 

To understand both the Greek experience and its literature, it 
is helpful to divide ancient times into three periods. The eighth 
century B.C. can be called the epic age, when aristocratic families 
ruled and Homer wrote of noble heroes. The seventh and sixth 
centuries B.c. were a lyric age, when many social and political 
changes occurred and individuals began to think for themselves. 
The fifth century s.c. is often considered the high point of Greece, 
the dramatic age that reflected the achievement of the city-state 
and the growth of democracy. When we speak of the Golden Age 
of Greece, we are referring approximately to the fifth century B.c. 


The Epic Age 

The epic age is the age of Homer, the poet whose /liad and 
Odyssey preserve for us a brilliant and well-rounded picture of the 
time. Greek legend—and some archaeological evidence— indicates 
that about 1200 B.c. the Greeks attacked the city of Troy in Asia 
Minor. In the eighth century B.c., building on centuries of oral tra- 
dition, Homer composed the /liad, probably to be recited for a 
group of wealthy nobles. He told the story of the Trojan War, fill 
ing out the tale of the Greek King Menelaus and his attempt to 
reclaim his wife Helen who had been abducted by a Trojan named 
Paris. The J/iad shows us several different worlds: the quarreling 
gods on Mount Olympus, the warring Greek and Trojan camps, the 
loving family of Hector. Above all, however, we see an aristocratic 
society in action, where noble kings and lords fight for honor and 
pride, where reputation is paramount, and where the greatest 
fighter was the greatest hero. 

The Odyssey is more of a personal epic than the /liad, an ad- 
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venture that follows Odysseus as he attempts to return home after 
the ten-year Trojan conflict. His skill and cunning enable him to 
outwit monsters and witches, survive storms, and even visit the 
dead in the underworld. Yet the t/iad and the Odyssey are much 
more than stories of war and adventure. When we see Hector play- 
ing with his infant son before he goes out to meet his death at the 
hands of Achilles, we see a human, domestic side of the ancient 
world that would otherwise have been lost to us. In the same way 
we feel the human touch of a poetic genius when we read of Ho- 
mer’s herdsmen, Odysseus’ family dogs, his wife Penelope’s weav- 
ing, the tools and clothes and foods and wines of daily life. Ho- 
mer’s great gift was in revealing both the brutal and the beautiful 
during the epic age. 

One major element in this portrait of the time is religion. Al- 
though by the eighth century B.c. the Greeks had stopped believing 
in the gods and goddesses as real spirits ruling the universe, Homer 
gives them vivid personalities and treats them as characters, as real 
as Hector or Helen. The religion of the Greeks had developed from 
an early belief in an anthropomorphic (human-shaped) earth god- 
dess to the worship of a large family of gods and goddesses, each 
with distinct powers and qualities. Many of these gods and god- 
desses have come down to us in other sources of Greek myths, but 
it is Homer’s re-creations that are unforgettable: gray-eyed Athena, 
Hera the divine consort, Poseidon the god of the sea, Zeus the 
wielder of thunderbolts. 

Homer dominates the epic age, although many fragments of 
other epics survive, written by poets trying to imitate Homer's 
grandeur. Of those, only Hesiod’s Works and Days seems to pos- 
sess any genuine poetic force. Hesiod sang his song about 750 B.c., 
a song that presents a different perspective on the Greek world. 
Hesiod drew his material from experience on his farm in the Greek 
province of Boeotia. He relates with compassion the lives of the 
peasants who worked the land, the nonaristocrats for whom kings 
and lords were merely “gift-devouring tyrants.” 


The Lyric Age 

In the seventh and sixth centuries B.c. Greece underwent many 
changes on its way to forming the democratic city-states of the 
fifth century. Old ways were challenged: The rule of the few was 
becoming the rule of the many. Social and religious traditions were 
changed; individualism grew. A person might be judged more on 
his or her own merits than on slavish devotion to a king. In this 
age of increasing freedom, lyric poetry was born. 

Lyric poetry was originally poetry sung to the accompaniment 
of the lyre, a plucked harplike instrument. It was not poetry that 
told long tales of warring countries or related the deeds of national 
heroes. It was poetry that revealed personal feelings, individual hu- 
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man emotions, simple and complex—love, hate, dreams, ambition. 
Eventually, lyric poetry came to include the elegy, although origi- 
nally an elegy was a sad poem sung to the accompaniment of a 
flute. 

The development of lyric poetry was accomplished over a long 
period of time, and we will never even know the names of many 
of those whose songs have been lost. We do, however, have ample 
evidence of two of the greatest lyric singers—Sappho and Pindar. 
Sappho’s grace and charm are still the model for many writers of 
lyric poems. Pindar wrote a special kind of lyric poem, the ode, 
honoring the winners of athletic competitions. His dazzling images | 
and emotional intensity are matched by an extraordinary willing | 
ness to experiment with meters: Of all his forty-five odes, only two 
are written in the same meter. 


The Dramatic Age 

The fifth century B.c. in Greece was a golden age in more ways 
than one. In politics, architecture, philosophy, history, and drama, 
achievements were unparalleled. This period, sometimes called the 
Classical Period in Greek culture, was marked by the flourishing of 
the city-state of Athens. After a defeat by Persia in 479 B.c., the 
Athenians formed the Delian League as a defense. To the resent- 
ment of the other city-states, Athens dominated the league, leading 
to the Peloponnesian War (431-404 B.c.). The war was tragic for 
Athens and for the Greek world; it pitted Athens and other city- 
States, including Sparta, against each other. Even under the leader. 
ship of Pericles, a brilliant statesman and general, Athens was even- 
tually defeated. Sparta and later Thebes took over leadership until 
the Greek world gave way to the Macedonians from the north 
about 350 B.c. 

Until its downfall, however, Athens in this period was the cen- 
ter of the most exciting, beautiful, and thoughtful civilization the 
western world has known. The beauty of its architecture can still 
be seen in its ruins. Its sculpture still strikes viewers as sublime. 
Its thinkers—including Socrates, Plato, and Aristotle—are the fa 
thers of philosophy, psychology, and literary criticism. Herodotus, 
Thucydides, and Xenophon recorded some of the most literate his- 
tories ever written. 

This was a period of participation, when most Athenians took 
an active role as citizens in the daily life of their city. Citizens took 
part in political discussions and debates, celebrated at public reli- 
gious festivals, and sent all male children to school to learn gram. 
mar, music, gymnastics, Homer, Hesiod, and the fables of Aesop. 

One of the greatest glories of the Periclean Age was its drama. 
Beginning as religious ritual, the Greeks developed a complete 
form of literature—secular drama, tragedy, and comedy. Thousands 
of plays were produced at great public drama festivals with prizes 
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going to the playwright who produced the best trilogy, or series of 
three plays. The first of the great dramatists was Aeschylus, who 
achieved his first festival victory in 484 B.c. Aeschylus probably 
wrote about ninety plays, of which seven have survived, including 
the finest of the trilogies, the Oresteia. Stately language, noble and 
dignified imagery, and a profound interest in the relationship be- 
tween the human and the divine mark the masterpieces of Aeschylus. 

Sophocles, whose play Antigone appears in the pages ahead, 
was one of the most successful of the Greek dramatists, winning 
the tragedy competition twenty times. Only seven of his 125 plays 
survive, but they are among the world’s greatest dramatic master- 
pieces. In Oedipus the King, the classic example of dramatic irony, 
Sophocles asserts the courage and enduring value of humanity even 
in the face of catastrophe. 

Euripides won the tragedy contests only four times, probably 
because his ideas seemed rather unorthodox to his audiences. His 
plays, however, like Medea and Alcestis, are complex and profound 
studies of character. Because of the penetration of his psychology 
and his ability to show human beings caught up in events, Eurip- 
ides is generally considered to have had a greater impact on the 
history of drama than any other Greek playwright. 

The Greeks had separate contests for tragedy and comedy, and 
the greatest of the comic writers was Aristophanes. Producing his 
first comedy when he was eighteen, Aristophanes became enor- 
mously successful, though we do not know how many of his forty 
plays won first prizes. His comedies overflow with brilliant wit, 
imaginative situations, and biting satire. It has been said that only 
an age that was supremely self-confident could produce and enjoy 
the mockery and satire of Aristophanes. 

When we read the literature of ancient Greece, we can under- 
stand how the English Romantic poet John Keats felt when he first 
read George Chapman's translation of Homer: 


Then felt I like some watcher of the skies 
When a new planet swims into his ken. 


It was not only the beauty of Homer’s words that amazed Keats. It 
was the vision of a brilliant civilization that existed some thousand 
years before the Anglo-Saxons invaded Britain. 
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Homer § c 805c 


As discussed in “The Anglo-Saxon Period” (pages 3-5), before written 
literature evolved, myths, legends, customs, and history were 
preserved orally by professional traveling storytellers. No permanent 
version of a story existed; therefore, the storyteller, although bound 
to the outline of the original story, could still shape his own version 
imaginatively through description, similes, and emphasis. 

Out of the multitude of unknown storytellers stretching back 
centuries before the Anglo-Saxon scops (page 5), in another part of 
the world, emerged the genius Homer in the eighth century B.c. 
Homer, the first known poet of western literature, could neither read 
nor write. Singing to the accompaniment of a lyre, a small stringed 
instrument, he composed his poetry orally; an authoritative edition of 
his poems was not published until about 150 8.c., hundreds of years 
after his death, by scholars at the Alexandrian library in Egypt. 

Little is known about Homer's life, though his authorship of the 
two great epic poems, the /liad [il’é ad] and the Odyssey [od’a sé}, is 
established by tradition. Some scholars believe Homer lived in a city 
on the eastern shore of the Aegean; others doubt he ever existed. 
The Greek historian Herodotus, who lived in the fifth century B.c., 
was one of several who wrote early biographies of Homer, but the 
“facts” presented in these works are largely deduced from passages 
in the poems credited to Homer. According to legend, Homer was a 
poor, old, blind poet of great wisdom, who wandered from city to 
city singing his verse. 

By 400 s8.c. Homer’s epics had become classics, as well as a vital 
part of Greek life. They were recited as part of the great religious 
festivals, and Greeks revered them as a source of guidance in 
religious and moral matters. Every child who learned to read studied 
Homer, for he was regarded as a master of literature and rhetoric, 
too. The Greek philosophers Plato and Aristotle often referred to the 
epics in their own writing, and the Greek playwrights Sophocles 
(page 678) and Euripides based their dramas on characters and plots 
set down by Homer. Homer’s influence gradually spread throughout 
the world, and he remains today one of the most widely read 
authors in western literature. Much of the literary heritage of the 
western world is rooted in his epics, and many generations of 
writers have been so inspired by his heroes and themes that they 
have created their own works around them. In this book alone we 
have three such works: Keats's “On First Looking into Chapman’s 
Homer” (page 381), Tennyson's “Ulysses” (page 412), and Valéry’s 
“Helen” (page 857). 
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Introducing the Iliad 


Four hundred years after the Trojan War, a great conflict between the 
Greeks and the Trojans that occurred about 1200 3.c., Homer 
selected material from the many tales told about its causes, battles, 
and heroes. Using this material he fashioned the Iliad and the 
Odyssey, both of which present an awesome sweep of human 
experience. They deal with individual thoughts and feelings, the 
political and military actions of two societies, and the relationship of 
humanity to the universe. 

The name of the Jad comes from the word lion, another name 
for the city of Troy, which was located in what is now Turkey. It was 
watered by the river Scamandros [ska man’drds] and guarded by the 
Scaean [sé’4n] gate. The Iliad tells the story of the Trojan War and 
sets the stage for the Odyssey. In the Odyssey, which takes place after 
the events of the Jad, Homer tells of the cunning and victorious 
hero Odysseus’ [6 dis’ € as]* long and adventurous journey home 
from Troy to Greece after the Trojan War and of the resumption of 
his domestic and political life. 

In the /liad Homer tells us that the war began when Paris, a 
Trojan prince, abducted Helen, the queen of Sparta in Greece. For 
nine years the irate Greeks attacked Troy, and for nine years the 
Trojans successfully resisted them. As the epic begins, a plague is 
ravaging the Greek camp. Agamemnon [ag’a menrnon], leader of the 
Greek forces, has angered the god Apollo by insulting one of 
Apollo’s priests. Apollo had rewarded Agamemnon by giving him the 
priest’s daughter. When the priest tried to bargain for her return, 
Agamemnon sent him away, and the plague began. The gods agree to 
end the devastation only if Agamemnon returns the prize. He obeys, 
but demands to be given a captive of Achilles’ [a kil’éz], the greatest 
of Greek warriors, to take her place. Achilles is outraged. 

While the gods watch and take sides, Achilles withdraws his 
powerful troops, the Myrmidons, and sulks in his camp. Without 
Achilles’ support, the Greeks are sufficiently weakened to allow the 
Trojans, led by Hector, the son of King Priam [pri’am] of Troy, to 
venture from the safety of their city and very nearly destroy the 
Greek fleet. Although Achilles cannot be persuaded to help, his 
friend Patroclus [patrd’klas] dons Achilles’ armor intending to 
frighten the Trojans. The Trojan Hector kills him and strips his body 
of the armor. Infuriated, Achilles remains idle no longer, waiting only 
to receive new armor from his mother, the goddess Thetis, before 
setting Out to avenge Patroclus’ death on Hector and the Trojans. 


*In Greek names ch is always pronounced like the English Rk; c and g are hard sounds 
except before e, ¢ y, and ae, when the c is pronounced s and the g, 7. An e at the 
end of names is always sounded like the long e. 
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e 
from the liad 
Translated by Robert Fitzgerald 


CHARACTERS 


Trojans 


ANDROMACHE [an drom’o ké]: Hector’s wife 

HECUBA: Priam’s wife 

HECTOR: Priam’s eldest son; leader of the Trojan warriors 

PARIS: also called Alexander; Priam’s son who abducted Helen, thereby causing the war 
PRIAM [pri’am]: Troy’s king 

ASTYANAX [as ti’o naks']: baby son of Hector and Andromache 


Greeks 


ACHAEANS [9 ké’anz]: Greeks (the name comes from a section of northeastern Greece ); also 
called Danaans and Argives 

ACHILLES [9 kil’éz]: leader of the Myrmidons, greatest of the Greek warriors 

HELEN: Greek queen abducted by Paris 

PATROCLUS [po tr6’klas]: best friend of Achilles 


Gods 


APOLLO [9 pol’6]: son of Zeus and protector of Troy, which he helped to build 
ATHENA [9 thé’na]: also called Pallas Athena; daughter of Zeus, protector of Achilles 
zEus [zoos]: king of the gods 
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from Book 6, Hector and Andromache 


Hector whirled and left his hall, 

taking the same path he had come by, 

along byways, walled lanes, all through the town 
until he reached the Scaean Gates, whereby 
before long he would issue on the field. 

There his warmhearted lady 

came to meet him, running: Andromache, 
whose father, Eetion, once had ruled 

the land under Mount Placus, dark with forest, 
at Thebe under Placus—lord and king 

of the Cilicians. Hector was her lord now, 
head to foot in bronze; and now she joined him. 
Behind her came the maid, who held the child 
against her breast, a rosy baby still, 
Hectorides,’ the world’s delight, as fresh 

as a pure shining star. Scamandrius 

his father named him; other men would say 
Astyanax, “Lord of the Lower Town,” 

as Hector singlehandedly guarded Troy. 

How brilliantly the warrior smiled, in silence, 
his eyes upon the child! Andromache 

rested against him, shook away a tear, 

and pressed his hand in both her own, to say: 


“Oh, my wild one, your bravery will be 

your own undoing! No pity for our child, 

poor little one, or me in my sad lot— 

soon to be deprived of you! soon, soon 
Achaeans as one man will set upon you 

and cut you down! Better for me, without you, 
to take cold earth for mantle.* No more comfort, 
no other warmth, after you meet your doom, 
but heartbreak only. Father is dead, and Mother. 
My father great Achilles killed when he 

besieged and plundered Thebes, our high town, 
citadel of Cilicians. He killed him, 

but, reverent at least in this, did not 

despoil him. Body, gear, and weapons forged 

so handsomely, he burned, and heaped a barrow 
over the ashes. Elms were planted round 

by mountain-nymphs of him who bears the stormcloud.* 


1. Hectorides [hek’tar é’dez]: Greek form for the son of Hector, Astyanax. 
2. for mantle: as a cover. 
3. him. . . stormcloud: Zeus. 
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Then seven brothers that I had at home 

in one day entered Death’s dark place. Achilles, 
prince and powerful runner, killed all seven 

amid their shambling cattle and silvery sheep. 
Mother, who had been queen of wooded Placus, 

he brought with other winnings home, and freed her, 
taking no end of ransom. Artemis 

the Huntress* shot her in her father’s house. 

Father and mother—I have none but you, 

nor brother, Hector; lover none but you! 

Be merciful! Stay here upon the tower! 

Do not bereave your child and widow me! 

Draw up your troops by the wild fig tree; that way 
the city lies most open, men most easily 

could swarm the wall where it is low: 

three times, at least, their best men tried it there 
in company of the two called Ajax,’ with 
Idomeneus, the Atreidai, Diomedes°— 

whether someone who had it from oracles’ 

had told them, or their own hearts urged them on.” 


Great Hector in his shimmering helmet answered: 


“Lady, these many things beset my mind 

no less than yours. But I should die of shame 
before our Trojan men and noblewomen 

if like a coward I avoided battle, 

nor am I moved to. Long ago I learned 

how to be brave, how to go forward always 

and to contend for honor, Father’s and mine. 
Honor—for in my heart and soul I know 

a day will come when ancient Ilion falls, 

when Priam and the folk of Priam perish. 

Not by the Trojans’ anguish on that day 

am I so overborne in mind—the pain 

of Hecuba herself, or Priam king, 

or of my brothers, many and valorous, 

who will have fallen in dust before our enemies— 
as by your own grief, when some armed Achaean 
takes you in tears, your free life stripped away. 


4, Artemis [4r’ta mis] the Huntress: Greek goddess of hunting 

and chastity. 

5. two called Ajax: Ajax the Great and Ajax the Lesser, unrelated, 
heroic Greek warriors. 

6. Idomeneus [i dom’a noos’], the Atreidai [a tré’i di], Diomedes 
[di’o mé’déz]: brave hero and leader of the Cretans, the sons of Atreus 
(Agamemnon and Menelaus), and a Greek warrior, respectively. 

7. oracles: prophesying priests, believed to have been inspired by 

the gods. 
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Before another woman’s loom in Argos 

it may be you will pass, or at Messeis 

or Hypereia fountain, carrying water, 

against your will—iron constraint upon you. 
And seeing you in tears, a man may say: 
‘There is the wife of Hector, who fought best 
of Trojan horsemen when they fought at Troy.’ 
So he may say—and you will ache again 

for one man who could keep you out of bondage. 
Let me be hidden dark down in my grave 
before I hear your cry or know you captive!” 


As he said this, Hector held out his arms 

to take his baby. But the child squirmed round 
on the nurse’s bosom and began to wail, 

terrified by his father’s great war helm— 

the flashing bronze, the crest with horsehair plume 
tossed like a living thing at every nod. 

His father began laughing, and his mother 

laughed as well. Then from his handsome head 
Hector lifted off his helm and bent 

to place it, bright with sunlight, on the ground. 
When he had kissed his child and swung him high 
to dandle him, he said this prayer: 


“O Zeus 
and all immortals, may this child, my son, 
become like me a prince among the Trojans. 
Let him be strong and brave and rule in power 
at Ilion; then someday men will say 
‘This fellow is far better than his father!’ 
seeing him home from war, and his arms 
the bloodstained gear of some tall warrier slain— 
making his mother proud.” 


After this prayer, 
into his dear wife’s arms he gave his baby, 
whom on her fragrant breast 
she held and cherished, laughing through her tears. 
Hector pitied her now. Caressing her, 
he said: 


“Unquiet soul, do not be too distressed 
by thoughts of me. You know no man dispatches me 
into the undergloom against my fate; 
no mortal, either, can escape his fate, 
coward or brave man, once he comes to be. 
Go home, attend to your own handiwork 
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120 at loom and spindle, and command the maids 
to busy themselves, too. As for the war, 
that is for men, all who were born at Ilion, 
to put their minds on—most of all for me.” 


He stooped now to recover his plumed helm 
125 as she, his dear wife, drew away, her head 
turned and her-eyes upon him, brimming tears. 
She made her way in haste then to the ordered 
house of Hector and rejoined her maids, 
moving them all to weep at sight of her. 
130 In Hector’s home they mourned him, living still 
but not, they feared, again to leave the war 
or be delivered from Achaean fury. 


Neither his wife Andromache’s entreaties nor his own forebod- 
ing can prevent Hector, leader of the Trojans, from confronting 
Achilles, the great Greek warrior. Before thetr battie takes piace, 
however, Hector fights and kills Patroclus, Achilles’ best friend 
Achilles, in terrible rage over Patroclus’ death, kilis many Trojans 
and captures twelve Trojan youths to sacrifice at Patroclus’ fu- 
neral. The gods, greatly angered by the excesses of Achilles’ fury, 
enter the action to rebuke him. Meanwhile, all the Trojans with- 
draw into the walled city of Troy; only Hector remains outside, 
determined to confront Achilles despite his family’s pleas. 


Jrom Book 22, Achilles and Hector 


Hector stood firm, as huge Achilles neared. 
The way a serpent, fed on poisonous herbs, 
coiled at his lair upon a mountainside, 
with all his length of hate awaits a man 
5 and eyes him evilly: so Hector, grim 
and narrow-eyed, refused to yield. He leaned 
his brilliant shield against a spur of wall 
and in his brave heart bitterly reflected: 
“Here I am badly caught. If I take cover, 
10 slipping inside the gate and wall, the first 
to accuse me for it will be Polydamas, 
he who told me I should lead the Trojans 
back to the city on that cursed night 
Achilles joined the battle. No, I would not, 
15 would not, wiser though it would have been. 
Now troops have perished for my foolish pride, 
I am ashamed to face townsmen and women. 
Someone inferior to me may say: 
‘He kept his pride and lost his men, this Hector!’ 
20 So it will go. Better, when that time comes, 
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that I appear as he who killed Achilles 

man to man, or else that I went down 

fighting him to the end before the city. 
Suppose, though, that I lay my shield and helm 
aside, and prop my spear against the wall, 

and go to meet the noble Prince Achilles, 
promising Helen, promising with her 

all treasures that Alexander brought home 

by ship to Troy—the first cause of our quarrel— 
that he may give these things to the Atreidai? 
Then I might add, apart from these, a portion 
of all the secret wealth the city owns. 

Yes, later I might take our counselors’ oath 

to hide no stores, but share and share alike 

to halve all wealth our lovely city holds, 

all that is here within the walls. Ah, no, 

why even put the question to myself? 

I must not go before him and receive 

no quarter, no respect! Aye, then and there 
he’ll kill me, unprotected as I am, 

my gear laid by, defenseless as a woman. 

No chance, now, for charms from oak or stone 
in parley with him—charms a girl and boy 
might use when they enchant each other talking! 
Better we duel, now at once, and see 

to whom the Olympian® awards the glory.” 


These were his shifts of mood. Now close at hand 
Achilles like the implacable god of war 

came on with blowing crest, hefting the dreaded 
beam of Pelian ash® on his right shoulder. 
Bronze light played around him, like the glare 

of a great fire or the great sun rising, 

and Hector, as he watched, began to tremble. 
Then he could hold his ground no more. He ran, 
leaving the gate behind him, with Achilles 

hard on his heels, sure of his own speed. 

When that most lightning-like of birds, a hawk 
bred on a mountain, swoops upon a dove, 

the quarry dips in terror, but the hunter, 
screaming, dips behind and gains upon it, 
passionate for prey. Just so, Achilles 

murderously cleft the air, as Hector 


8. the Olympian: Zeus. 

9. beam of Pelian [pé’lé on] ash: a spear originally received by Achilles’ father 
Peleus as a wedding gift from the kind centaur Chiron [ki’ron], in whose cave 
on Mount Pelion Peleus and Achilles’ mother Thetis were married. The spear was 
made of the hard wood of an ash tree from Mount Pelion. 
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ran with flashing knees along the wall. 

They passed the lookout point, the wild fig tree 
65 with wind in all its leaves, then veered away 

along the curving wagon road, and came 

to where the double fountains well, the source 

of eddying Scamander. One hot spring 

flows out, and from the water fumes arise 
70 as though from fire burning; but the other 

even in summer gushes chill as hail 

or snow or crystal ice frozen on water. 

Near these fountains are wide washing pools 

of smooth-laid stone, where Trojan wives and daughters 
75 laundered their smooth linen in the days 

of peace before the Achaeans came. Past these 

the two men ran, pursuer and pursued, 

and he who fled was noble, he behind 

a greater man by far. They ran full speed, 
80 and not for bull’s hide or a ritual beast 

or any prize that men compete for: no, 

but for the life of Hector, tamer of horses. 


While Achilles pursues Hector around the walls of Troy, the | 
gods debate the outcome of their confrontation. Despite Hector’s | 
lifelong respect for the gods, Zeus cannot save him from his fate. 
While Athena assures Achilles of bis victory, Apollo, who bad pre- | 
viously aided Hector, abandons him. Quite alone now, Hector re- | 
alizes he has no choice but to stand and fight Achilles. 


And when at last the two men faced each other, 
Hector was the first to speak. He said: 


85 “I will no longer fear you as before, 
son of Peleus, though I ran from you 
round Priam’s town three times and could not face you. 
Now my soul! would have me stand and fight, 
whether I kill you or am killed. So come, 

90 we'll summon gods here as our witnesses, 
none higher, arbiters of a pact: ] swear 
that, terrible as you are, 
Pll not insult your corpse should Zeus allow me 
victory in the end, your life as prize. 

95 Once I have your gear, I'll give your body 
back to Achaeans. Grant me, too, this grace.” 


But swift Achilles frowned at him and said: 


“Hector, Pll have no talk of pacts with you, 
forever unforgiven as you are. 
100 As between men and lions there are none, 
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no concord between wolves and sheep, but all 
hold one another hateful through and through, 
so there can be no courtesy between us, 

no sworn truce, till one of us is down 

and glutting with his blood the war god Ares. 
Summon up what skills you have. By god, 
you'd better be a spearman and a fighter! 
Now there is no way out. Pallas Athena 

will have the upper hand of you. The weapon 
belongs to me. You'll pay the reckoning 

in full for all the pain my men have borne, 
who met death by your spear.” 


He twirled and cast 
his shaft with its long shadow. Splendid Hector, 
keeping his eye upon the point, eluded it 
by ducking at the instant of the cast, 
so shaft and bronze shank passed him overhead 
and punched into the earth. But unperceived 
by Hector, Pallas Athena plucked it out 
and gave it back to Achilles. Hector said: 


“A clean miss. Godlike as you are, 

you have not yet known doom for me from Zeus. 
You thought you had, by heaven. Then you turned : 
into a word-thrower, hoping to make me lose | 
my fighting heart and head in fear of you. 
You cannot plant your spear between my shoulders 
while I am running. If you have the gift, 

just put it through my chest as I come forward. 
Now it’s for you to dodge my own. Would god 
you'd give the whole shaft lodging in your body! 
War for the Trojans would be eased 

if you were blotted out, bane that you are.” 


With this he twirled his long spearshaft and cast it, 
hitting his enemy mid-shield, but off 

and away the spear rebounded. Furious 

that he had lost it, made his throw for nothing, & 


Hector stood bemused. He had no other. | 
Then he gave a great shout to Deiphobus y iF | 
to ask for a long spear. But there was no one ef = 
near him, not a soul. Now in his heart im : 
: 


the Trojan realized the truth and said: ia 


“This is the end. The gods are calling deathward. 
I had thought 
a good soldier, Deiphobus, was with me. 


Sonar Ged 
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He is inside the walls. Athena tricked me. 
Death is near, and black, not at a distance, 

not to be evaded. Long ago 

this hour must have been to Zeus’s liking 

and to the liking of his archer son. 

They have been well disposed before, but now 
the appointed time’s upon me. Still, I would not 
die without delivering a stroke, 

or die ingloriously, but in some action 
memorable to men in days to come.” 


With this he drew the whetted blade that hung 
upon his left flank, ponderous and long, 
collecting all his might the way an eagle 
narrows himself to dive through shady cloud 
and strike a lamb or cowering hare: so Hector 
lanced ahead and swung his whetted blade. 
Achilles with wild fury in his heart 

pulled in upon his chest his beautiful shield— 
his helmet with four burnished metal ridges 
nodding above it, and the golden crest 
Hephaestus’ locked there tossing in the wind. 
Conspicuous as the evening star that comes, 
amid the first in heaven, at fall of night, 

and stands most lovely in the west, so shone 
in sunlight the fine-pointed spear 

Achilles poised in his right hand, with deadly 
aim at Hector, at the skin where most 

it lay exposed, But nearly all was covered 

by the bronze gear he took from slain Patroclus, 
showing only, where his collarbones 

divided neck and shoulders, the bare throat 
where the destruction of a life is quickest. 
Here, then, as the Trojan charged, Achilles 
drove his point straight through the tender neck, 
but did not cut the windpipe, leaving Hector 
able to speak and to respond. He fell 

aside into the dust. And Prince Achilles 

now exulted: 


“Hector, had you thought 
that you could kill Patroclus and be safe? 
Nothing to dread from me; I was not there. 
All childishness. Though distant then, Patroclus’ 
comrade in arms was greater far than he— 


10. Hephaestus (hi fes’tas]: Greek god of fire and divine blacksmith. 
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and it is I who had been left behind 

that day beside the deep-sea ships who now 

have made your knees give way. The dogs and kites 
will rip your body. His will lie in honor 

when the Achaeans give him funeral.” 


Hector, barely whispering, replied: 


“I beg you by your soul and by your parents, 
do not let the dogs feed on me 

in your encampment by the ships. Accept 
the bronze and gold my father will provide 
as gifts, my father and her ladyship 

my mother. Let them have my body back, 

so that our men and women may accord me 
decency of fire when I am dead.” 


Achilles the great runner scowled and said: 


“Beg me no beggary by soul or parents, 

whining dog! Would god my passion drove me 
to slaughter you and eat you raw, you’ve caused 
such agony to me! No man exists 

who could defend you from the carrion pack’*— 
not if they spread for me ten times your ransom, 
twenty times, and promise more as well; 

aye, not if Priam, son of Dardanus, 

tells them to buy you for your weight in gold! 
You'll have no bed of death, nor will you be 
laid out and mourned by her who gave you birth. 
Dogs and birds will have you, every scrap.” 


Then at the point of death Lord Hector said: 


“I see you now for what you are. No chance 
to win you over. Iron in your breast 

your heart is. Think a bit, though: this may be 
a thing the gods in anger hold against you 

on that day when Paris and Apollo 

destroy you at the Gates, great as you are.” 


Even as he spoke, the end came, and death hid him; 
spirit from body fluttered to undergloom, 

bewailing fate that made him leave his youth 

and manhood in the world. And as he died 

Achilles spoke again. He said: 


11. carrion pack: birds of prey. 
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225 “Die, make an end. I shall accept my own 
whenever Zeus and the other gods desire.” 


At this he pulled his spearhead from the body, 

laying it aside, and stripped 

the bloodstained shield and cuirass'* from his shoulders. 
230 Other Achaeans hastened round to see 

Hector’s fine body and his comely face, 

and no one came who did not stab the body. 

Glancing at one another they would say: 


“Now Hector has turned vulnerable, softer 
235 than when he put the torches to the ships!” 


And he who said this would inflict a wound. 
When the great master of pursuit, Achilles, 
had the body stripped, he stood among them, 
saying swiftly: 


“Friends, my lords and captains 

240 of Argives, now that the gods at last have let me 
bring to earth this man who wrought 
havoc among us—more than all the rest— 
come, we'll offer battle around the city, 
to learn the intentions of the Trojans now. 

245 Will they give up their strong point at this loss? 
Can they fight on, though Hector’s dead? 


But wait: 
why do I ponder, why take up these questions? 
Down by the ships Patroclus’ body lies 
unwept, unburied. I shall not forget him 
250 while I can keep my feet among the living. 

If in the dead world they forget the dead, 

I say there, too, I shall remember him, 

my friend. Men of Achaea, lift a song! 

Down to the ships we go, and take this body, 
255 our glory. We have beaten Hector down, 

to whom as to a god the Trojans prayed.” 


Indeed, he had in mind for Hector’s body 
outrage and shame. Behind both feet he pierced 
the tendons, heel to ankle. Rawhide cords 
260 he drew through both and lashed them to his chariot, 
letting the man’s head trail. Stepping aboard, 
bearing the great trophy of the arms, 


12. cuirass [kwi ras’ ]: breastplate. 
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he shook the reins, and whipped the team ahead 
into a willing run. A dustcloud rose 

above the furrowing body; the dark tresses 
flowed behind, and the head so princely once 
lay back in dust. Zeus gave him to his enemies 
to be defiled in his own fatherland... . 


Priam, seeing his son slain, futilely begs Achilles to return 
Hector’s body. Achilles returns to bis camp to conduct funeral 
rites for Patroclus. Protecting Hector’s body from decay and des- 
ecration, the gods send their messenger, Hermes, to lead Priam to 
Achilles so that Priam can retrieve the body. Achilles recognizes 
the will of the gods and yields the body to Priam, who carries it 
back to Troy for Hector’s burial rites. 


from Book 24, Hector’s Funeral 


Now, at the sight of Hector, all gave way 
to loss and longing, and all crowded down 
to meet the escort and body near the gates, 
till no one in the town was left at home. 


- There Hector’s lady and his gentle mother 


tore their hair for him, flinging themselves 

upon the wagon to embrace his person 

while the crowd groaned. All that long day 

until the sun went down they might have mourned 


* in tears before the gateway. But old Priam 


r 


2 


Laas 


25 


spoke to them from his chariot: 
“Make way, 
let the mules pass. You’ll have your fill of weeping 


later, when I’ve brought the body home.” 


They parted then, and made way for the wagon, 


* allowing Priam to reach the famous hall. 


They laid the body of Hector in his bed, 

and brought in minstrels, men to lead the dirge. 

While these wailed out, the women answered, moaning. 
Andromache of the ivory-white arms 

held in her lap between her hands 

the head of Hector who had killed so many. 

Now she lamented: 


“You’ve been torn from life, 
my husband, in young manhood, and you leave me 
empty in our hall. The boy’s a child 
whom you and I, poor souls, conceived; I doubt 
he'll come to manhood. Long before, great Troy 
will go down plundered, citadel and all, 
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now that you are lost, who guarded it 

and kept it, and preserved its wives and children. 
They will be shipped off in the murmuring hulls 
one day, and I along with all the rest. 

You, my little one, either you come with me 

to do some grinding labor, some base toil 

for a harsh master, or an Achaean soldier 

will grip you by the arm and hurl you down 
from a tower here to a miserable death— 

out of his anger for a brother, a father, 

or even a son that Hector killed. Achaeans 

in hundreds mouthed black dust under his blows. 
He was no moderate man in war, your father, 
and that is why they mourn him through the city. 
Hector, you gave your parents grief and pain 

but left me loneliest, and heartbroken. 

You could not open your strong arms to me 
from your deathbed, or say a thoughtful word, 
for me to cherish alf my life long 

as I weep for you night and day.” 


Then yoking mules and oxen to their wagons 

the people thronged before the city gates. 

Nine days they labored, bringing countless loads 

of firewood to the town. When Dawn that lights 
the world of mortals came for the tenth day, 

they carried greathearted Hector out at last, 

and all in tears placed his dead body high 

upon its pyre, then cast a torch below. 

When the young Dawn with finger tips of rose 
made heaven bright, the Trojan people massed 
about Prince Hector’s ritual fire. 

All being gathered and assembled, first 

they quenched the smoking pyre with tawny wine 
wherever flames had licked their way, then friends 
and brothers picked his white bones from the char 
in sorrow, while the tears rolled down their cheeks. 
In a golden urn they put the bones, 

shrouding the urn with veiling of soft purple. 

Then in a grave dug deep they placed it 

and heaped it with great stones. The men were quick 
to raise the death-mound, while in every quarter 
lookouts were posted to ensure against 

an Achaean surprise attack. When they had finished 
raising the barrow, they returned to ion, 

where all sat down to banquet in his honor 

in the hail of Priam king. So they performed 

the funeral rites of Hector, tamer of horses. 
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STUDY QUESTIONS 


_ ECAR Gm RINSE 


Hector and Andromache 


Recalling 


1 


2, 


3. 


What reasons and advice does Andromache 
give to dissuade Hector from fighting? 

What are Hector’s reasons for wanting to 
fight? 

Why does Hector's son cry when he sees his 
father? What does Hector do? What is Hec- 
tor’s wish for his son? 

With what thoughts does Hector comfort his 
wife before he leaves? 


Interpreting 


5, 


What considerations and values are pitted 
against each other in this excerpt? Which set 
of values is finally placed above all other con- 
cerns? 


Extending 


6. 


Hector, poised between home and battle- 
ground, recognizes his responsibility to both; 
somehow he must justify his public actions and 
his private ones as well. In what cases may 
one’s responsibility to the public good be 
greater than one’s responsibility to home and 
family? 


Achilles and Hector 


Recalling 


1, 


What are possible courses of action that Hec- 
tor considers as Achilles approaches him? 
What course of action does Hector choose? 


. What comparisons does Homer use to de- 


scribe Achilles in lines 48-57? How is Hector 
affected by Achilles’ appearance? 


. What agreement does Hector attempt to make 


with Achilles for the burial of their bodies? 
What is Achilles’ response? 


4. Describe Hector's death. 
Interpreting 
5. What are the different reasons Hector and 


Achilles have for fighting? Which reasons 
seem more honorable to Homer? Why? 


. How does Homer make Hector appear vulner- 


able compared to Achilles? 


. What seems to be Homer’s attitude toward 


fate? Consider especially the character of Hector. 


Extending 


8. 


Considering the respective behavior of Achilles 


and Hector as Hector lies dying, which of the 
two strikes you as a greater, more honorable 
man? Why? What concept of honor is implied 
in this excerpt? 


Hector’s Funeral 


Recalling 

1. After Hector’s death, what vision of the future 
does Andromache imagine? 

2. How long do the Trojans take to bury their 
dead? 

3. Describe the funeral rites performed for Hec- 
tor. 


Interpreting 

4. Hector is prepared to die fighting in order to 
preserve his reputation; nevertheless, he is 
commemorated by his people and by Homer 
as the man he was in peacetime: ‘Hector, 
tamer of horses.” What does this representa- 
tion of Hector suggest about Homer’s attitude 
toward war and toward the concepts of honor 
and reputation? 


Extending 

5. What value can you see in the elaborate fu- 
neral rituals practiced by the Greeks and the 
Trojans? 


VIEWPOINT 


‘remieanemmm aero 


In describing the characterization of Hector in 
the Iliad, the scholar W. A. Camps writes, 


What leaves us with our strongest impres- 
sion about Hector is his experience, what 
happens to him in the story. It is a tragic 
experience in the classic sense of the term. 

. . The pathos [the quality in something 
that arouses pity or sympathy] of Hector’s 
experience is enhanced . . . by a memora- 
ble scene with his wife and baby son which 
fixes in our minds the cause for which he is 
fighting and makes us feel for him through- 
out the story as typically human as well as 
heroic. 


1. In terms of what you know about Hector, how 
would you characterize his experience? What, 
in your own words, is the “pathos” of his ex- 
perience? 

2. In what ways is Hector both heroic and typi- 
cally human? 
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LITERARY FOCUS 


The Epic 

An epic is a long narrative poem written in a 
lofty style that tells a story about courageous 
characters who hold high positions in society and 
whose actions are important to the history of their 
nation. The heroes of epics appear larger than 
life; even their faults are frequently only exagger- 
ated virtues. Divine or supernatural forces protect 
and advise epic heroes and intervene in human 
affairs. 

Early epics—Gilgamesh (the most ancient of 
epics, from the Sumerian civilization in about 
2000 8.c.), the Iliad, the Odyssey, and Beowulf 
(page 9)—were subject to change, as they were 
told orally. When written literature became estab- 
lished, however, the oral traditions of the past 
disappeared and epics assumed fixed form. The 
first western literary epic was Virgil's Aeneid 
(page 718). Other poems of immense importance 
to the epic tradition are Dante’s Divine Comedy 
(page 738) and Milton’s Paradise Lost (page 
230). 


Thinking About the Epic 

1. Could Hector qualify as the hero of the /liad? 
Why or why not? 

2. What epic qualities are embodied in Hector as 
well as in Achilles? 


The Epithet and Homeric Simile 
An epithet is an adjective or adjective phrase 
describing a characteristic of a person or a thing. 
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Homer’s epithets are often compound, such as 
“rosy-fingered dawn” or “swift-footed Achilles.” 
Epithets used frequently enough become part of a 
name. 

Since the epic poet was constrained by the 
meter of his poem, it was helpful for him to be 
able to use an epithet plus a proper name as a 
building block of regular meter. When referring to 
a character, the poet would have at hand a stock 
of epithets that he knew from experience would 
satisfy certain metrical demands. 

The Homeric simile, or epic simile, is longer 
and more elaborate than a conventional simile. It 
expands the comparison with a detailed and 
somewhat lengthy description that extends over 
several lines of verse. For example, at the begin- 
ning of the excerpt from Book 22, a Homeric sim- 
ile describes Hector as he waits for Achilles to 
strike. Hector is standing firm, 


The way a serpent, fed on poisonous herbs, 
coiled at his lair upon a mountainside, 
with all his length of hate awaits a man 
and eyes him evilly. 


Thinking About the Epithet and Homeric Simile 

1. Find four epithets in the excerpt from Book 22. 
How would the meaning of the passage 
change if the epithets were omitted? 

2. Find three Homeric similes in the excerpt from 
Book 22. Explain who or what is being com- 
pared, and explain what details expand the 
comparison into a Homeric simile. 


Aesop 


Aesop 


The Town Mouse and 
the Country Mouse 


Translated by Joseph Jacobs 


Now you must know that a town mouse 
once upon a time went on a visit to his cousin 
in the country. He was rough and ready, this 
cousin, but he loved his town friend and made 
him heartily welcome. Beans and bacon, cheese 
and bread, were all he had to offer, but he of- 
fered them freely. The town mouse rather 
turned up his long nose at this country fare, 
and said: “I cannot understand, Cousin, how 
you can put up with such poor food as this, 
but of course you cannot expect anything bet- 
ter in the country; come you with me and I 
will show you how to live. When you have 
been in town a week you will wonder how 
you could ever have stood a country life.” 

No sooner said than done: the two mice set 
off for the town and arrived at the town 
mouse’s residence late at night. “You will want 
some refreshment after our long journey,” said 


c. 620—560 B.c. 


Ancient Greece was rich not only in epics and in mythology bur in 
folktales and folksongs as well. One common tvpe of folktale was the 
fable, a brief story with characters who are usually animals and 
occasionally people or inanimate objects. The characters in a fable 
always talk and act like human beings, and most fables lead to a 
moral in the form of a proverb that teaches the lesson of the tale. 
The best-known Greek fables are attributed to Aesop [€’sap], who, 
according to popular legend, was a widely traveled slave who lived 
around 600 B.c. As with Homer, not much is known of Aesop’s life. 
Many have written fables since Aesop, including the seventeenth- 
century Frenchman La Fontaine and the eighteenth-century 
Englishman John Gay. From the Victorian Age, Rudyard Kipling’s 
Jungle Books and Just So Stories are variants of animal fables. 


the polite town mouse, and took his friend into 
the grand dining room. There they found the 
remains of a fine feast, and soon the two mice 
were eating up jellies and cakes and all that 
was nice. Suddenly they heard growling and 
barking. “What is that?” said the country 
mouse. “It is only the dogs of the house,” an- 
swered the other. “Only!” said the country 
mouse. “I do not like that music at my dinner.” 
Just at that moment the door flew open, in 
came two huge mastiffs," and the two mice had 
to scamper down and run off. ‘“Good-by, 
Cousin,” said the country mouse. “What! going 
so soon?” said the other. “Yes,” he replied. 


Better beans and bacon in peace than jel- 
lies and cakes in fear. 


1. mastiffs: very large dogs. 
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Aesop 


The Fox and 
the Grapes 


Translated by Joseph Jacobs 


One hot summer’s day a fox was strolling 
through an orchard till he came to a bunch of 
grapes just ripening on a vine which had been 
trained over a lofty branch. “Just the thing to 
quench my thirst,” quoth he. Drawing back a 
few paces, he took a run and a jump, and just 
missed the bunch. Turning round again with a 
one, two, three, he jumped up, but with no 
greater success. Again and again he tried after 
the tempting morsel, but at last had to give it 
up, and walked away with his nose in the air, 
saying: “I am sure they are sour.” 


It is easy to despise what you cannot get. 


The Goatherd and 
the Wild Goats 


Translated by Will Nickless 


A goatherd, driving his animals from their 
pasture at sunset, found that some wild goats 
had mingled with them, and shut them up to- 
gether with his own goats for the night. In the 
morning it snowed very hard, so that he could 
not take the herd from the fold to their usual 
feeding-place. He gave his goats just enough 
food to keep them alive, but fed the strangers 
handsomely, in the hope of enticing them to 
stay with his flock. 

When the thaw set in he led them all out 
to feed, and the wild goats scampered away as 
fast as they could to the mountains. The goat- 
herd accused them of being very ungrateful for 
leaving him, when during the blizzard he had | 
taken more care of them than he had of his 
own goats. One of the wild goats turned about 
and called back: “That is the very reason why | 
we are leaving you. AS you treated us much 
better than the goats you have had so long, it 
is clear that if others came after us, you would 
prefer them to ourselves.” 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


Recalling 

1, What kind of meal does the country mouse 
serve to his cousin, and what does the town 
mouse think of his cousin’s meal? Why does 
the country mouse leave the city so quickly? 

2. In ‘The Fox and the Grapes” why does the fox 
want the grapes? How does he try to reach 
them? How hard does he try to reach them? 

3. In “The Goatherd and the Wild Goats” how 
much does the goatherd feed his own goats? 
The new goats? What do the wild goats do as 
soon as the thaw sets in? Why? 


Interpreting 

4. Do you think the two cousins in “The Town 
Mouse and the Country Mouse” understand 
each other? Which way of life does Aesop 
seem to find more attractive? 

5. Explain how the moral of ‘The Fox and the 
Grapes” is illustrated by the fable. 

6. The morals for “The Town Mouse and the 
Country Mouse” and “The Fox and the 
Grapes” are short and direct; write a moral for 
“The Goatherd and the Wild Goats.” 


VIEWPOINT 


When La Fontaine, a French fabulist, or fable 
writer, of the seventeenth century, said that a fa- 
ble is ‘‘a picture in which each one of us may find 
his own portrait,” he implied that fables hold up a 
mirror to human behavior. In Aesop’s time, as in 
La Fontaine’s, it was safer to criticize by disguis- 
ing one’s characters in animal clothing. Perhaps 
the fabulists also recognized that people are 
more ready to learn from the mistakes of others. 


Ef Is the behavior depicted by Aesop's fables typ- 
ical today, or has human nature changed? 


LITERARY FOCUS 


ed 


The Fable 

A fable is a short tale that teaches a moral, or 
lesson. Fables frequently use animals and plants 
as well as people as characters. Fables, which 
may be written in verse or prose, satirize human 
weaknesses. While some have a pointed moral at 
the end, others require the reader to draw the 
moral. Popular fables have become proverbial in 
many languages; for example, in English ‘The 
Fox and the Grapes” has evolved into the prover- 
bial expression sour grapes. 


Thinking About the Fable 

@ How effectively do these three fables satirize 
human weaknesses? Can you think of any 
modern-day situations to which you could ap- 
ply the morals from “‘The Town Mouse and the 
Country Mouse” and “The Fox and the 
Grapes”? 


COMPOSITION 


Exesocnsig ve tama taa 


Comparing and Contrasting the Epic 

and the Fable 

i What are the differences and similarities be- 
tween the epic and the fable in style and in in- 
tent? Discuss their narrative techniques and 
the way description is used in the epic and in 
the fable. Consider what the storytellers of the 
epic and the fable wanted to convey to their 
audiences. For help with this assignment, refer 
to Lesson 2 in the Writing About Literature 
Handbook at the back of this book. 


Writing a Fable 

# Write a fable using only animal characters to 
illustrate the lesson to be found in the following 
proverbial expression: /t’s like looking for a 
needle in a haystack. 


mies 
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Sappho 


c. 610-580 B.c. 


Sappho is considered one of the world’s greatest women poets, even 
though only fragments of her work have survived. Little is known 
about her life: She was of noble birth, born in the late seventh 
century B.c., and wrote most of her poems in the early part of the 
sixth century. She was married and had a daughter named Cleis, and 
she had three brothers, one of whom she gave some poetic advice 
on the topics of money and love. Sappho gathered around her a 
group of young women whom she instructed in the cultural values 
and social ways of their noble class. 

Sappho’s poems are personal, revealing her feelings and her 
private emotional life in a frank and simple manner. Her concerns 
were love, the joy of children, nature, and the world around her. 


Her poems were often sung and accompanied by music and dance; 
try reading them aloud, listening to the music in the words and 
visualizing the images. 


Sappho 


Four Fraqments 


Translated by Willis Barnstone (1 and 4) 
and William Ellery Leonard (2 and 3) 


1 


Hesperus,’ you bring home all the bright dawn 
disperses, 

bring home the sheep, ; 

bring home the goat, bring the child home to 
its mother. 


é 


Off in the twilight hung the low full moon, 
And all the women stood before it grave, 

As round an altar. Thus at holy times 

The Cretan’ damsels dance melodiously 

With delicate feet about the sacrifice, 
Trampling the tender bloom of the soft grass. 


3 


Round about me hum the winds of autumn, 
Cool between the apple boughs: and slumber, 
Flowing from the quivering leaves to 
earthward, 
Spreads as a river. 


4+ | 
Y could not hope 

to touch the sky 

with my two arms. 


1. Hesperus [hes’por as]: evening star, actually the planet Venus. 


2. Cretan: from the island of Crete in the 
Mediterranean Sea, southeast of Greece. 
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Pindar § c. 522-443 sc. 


Unlike the personal lyrical simplicity of Sappho’s poetry, Pindar’s 
poetry is public and complex. Pindar was born at Thebes (a leading 
city-state of ancient Greece, northwest of Athens) to an ancient 
aristocratic family, whose values he later glorified in his poetry. He 
studied in Athens, where, by the age of twenty, he had already won 
recognition as a poet. Pindar studied with both the finest poets and 
the greatest musicians. He incorporated much music into his poetry, 
which was performed and accompanied by solo and choral voices 
and by flute, lyre, or cymbals. Pindar’s odes are poems that celebrate 
state and religious occasions or glorify the winners of athletic 
competitions or the heroes of wars. They are dignified, imaginative, 
and intellectua! in tone. 

Athletic competitions were an essential part of Greek religious 
festivals and mourning rituals. The Greeks believed that the games, 
held in honor of the gods, pleased the spirits of the dead. Tradition 
required that winners receive valuable prizes and their deeds be 
honored in songs. Pindar wrote fourteen odes to honor winners of 
Olympian games. These were the most important of the Greek 
competitions, given in honor of Zeus, the king of the gods. “Olympia 
11” commemorates a boxing match: In 476 B.c. the winner of the 
boys’ boxing match was Agesidamos of Locris, a city in what is now 
southern Italy. 
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Pindar 


Olympia 11 


Translated by Richmond Lattimore 


There is a time when men need most favoring 

gales; there is a time for water from the sky, 

rain, child of cloud. 

But if by endeavor a man win fairly, soft-spoken songs 
: are given, to be a beginning of men’s 

speech to come and a true seal on great achievements. 


Abundant is such praise laid up for victories 

Olympian.' My lips have good will 

to marshal these words; yet only 

by God’s grace does a man blossom in the wise turning 
of his thought. 

Son of Archestratos, know 

that for the sake, Agesidamos, of your boxing 


I shall enchant in strain of song a glory upon 
your Olive wreath of gold 


5 and bespeak the race of the West Wind Lokrians. 


There acclaim him; I warrant you, 

Muses, you will visit no gathering cold to strangers 

nor lost to lovely things 

but deep to the heart in wisdom, and spearmen also. 
No thing, neither devious fox 

nor loud lion, may change the nature born in his blood. 


1. Olympian: referring to games of ancient Greece that took place 
in Olympia. 


Sappho 
STUDY QUESTIONS 


Recalling 

1. In Fragment 1 what does Hesperus, the eve- 
ning star, bring home? 

2. In Fragment 2 what image does Sappho use to 
relate nature and religion? 

3. In Fragment 3 what is sleep compared to? 


Interpreting 

4. What universal sentiment does Fragment 4 ex- 
press? 

5. What are the underlying sentiments in Frag- 
ments 1-3? 


COMPOSITION 


Analyzing the Poet’s Techniques 

@ Sappho’s poetry is fresh, spontaneous, and ex- 
quisite. Analyze the poetic techniques Sappho 
uses in the four fragments. Look at her choice 
of vocabulary, her selection of sounds (which 
are different in Greek, of course, but are trans- 
lated as poetically as possible), her use of ad- 
jectives and other modifiers, and her imagery. 


Composing a Poetic Fragment 

@ Compose a very short poem in the manner of 
Sappho’s fragments. Express a sentiment in a 
very few lines, using no more than two images. 


Opposite page: Detail, statue by Greek sculptor Polyclitus, fifth 
century B.c. 


Pindar 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


Recalling 

1. What reason does Pindar give for wanting to 
praise the athlete? 

2. To whom does the poet turn for help in writing 
his song of praise? Why? 

3. What does the poet say about the fox and the 
lion in the last stanza? 


Interpreting 

4. What does Pindar observe about the innate 
nature of all things? How does this belief apply 
to the athlete and the poet, both of whom 
strive for greatness and immortality? 


Extending 
5. In what ways are artists and athletes alike? 


COMPOSITION 


Paraphrasing a Poem 

i Rewrite this ode in your own words. Write in 
prose, using paragraphs instead of stanzas. 
Stay close to the original meaning of the poem, 
keeping in mind Pindar’s lofty tone and his 
purpose: to celebrate excellence in athletics 
and art. 


Writing a Research Report 

Imagine that Agesidamos has been transported 
to our time. He is curious about modern-day 
Olympic Games, and he asks you to describe 
them: When and where do they take place? 
Are they still given in honor of the gods? Who 
participates in them, and where do the partici- 
pants come from? How popular are the games 
today? How are the winners rewarded? Finally, 
he asks your impression of the Olympics. Do 
the necessary research, and compose a report 
that will answer Agesidamos’ questions. 
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Sophocles  496?-406 s.c. 


The glory of ancient Greece survives in its drama as well as in its 
epics, folktales, and lyric poetry. The fifth century B.c. was the most 
important period of Greek drama, when the most famous Greek 
dramatists—Aeschylus, Sophocles, and Euripides—were writing. 
Beloved and revered as a playwright in his own time, Sophocles 
[sof’a kléz"] is one of the greatest tragic dramatists of all time. He 
lived in Athens during the most glorious period of Greek history, the 
Classical Period. An ideal Greek citizen who participated in all forms 
of public life, Sophocles served as commissioner of public affairs, 
and in 440 B.c., when he was about fifty-five, he fought as a general 
in the war against the people of Samos, an island in the Aegean Sea. 

However, Sophocles’ lasting influence on western culture is seen 
in his plays, of which he is said to have written 125. Only seven 
have survived, and the most famous are his tragedies Oedipus Rex, 
Electra, and Antigone [an tig’a né]. More than twenty of his plays won 
first prize at the annual dramatic competition in Athens, and many 
more won second prize. Today Sophocles’ plays are performed 
around the world, from summer festivals where they are presented 
in modern Greek in the ancient theater at Epidaurus to experimental 
productions in English in off-Broadway playhouses. 

Greek drama began in the seventh century B.c. as a part of 
religious rituals surrounding birth and death. Soon drama contests 
were held in honor of the god Dionysus, and by 534 B.c. the first 
contest for tragedy was held in Athens. Originally consisting of the 
chorus and a single actor, Greek drama gradually added more actors 
as the subject matter became less ritualistic. Sophocles is credited 
with introducing a third actor to the stage and initiating the use of 
painted sets. 

Theatergoing for the Greeks was more than entertainment. 
Considered part of a citizen’s education and supported by the state, 
Greek drama allowed mass participation in the tragedy and comedy 
of human experience (as many as forty thousand people attended a 
performance at a time). The plays, which took place during the day 
or for several days at a time during a festival, were presented in 
outdoor auditoriums. The circular orchestra where the chorus sang 
and danced had a background called the skene (from which the 
English word scene evolved). The acoustics were excellent; voices 
deflected by the stone sides of the auditorium could be heard 
everywhere without amplification. 
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Introducing Antigone 


For the subject matter of his plays, Sophocles drew upon legends, 
or tales handed down for generations among the people of a certain 
region. The plots of Antigone and Oedipus Rex are based on the 
legends of the city Thebes. Sophocles knew that his audiences were 
familiar with these legends. For instance, those who came to see the 
tragedy of Antigone already knew that Oedipus [ed’a pas] was 
abandoned by his parents on a hillside at birth. This action was an 
attempt to escape the prophecy that Oedipus, as king of Thebes, 
would kill his father and marry his mother. After being sheltered by 
a shepherd and reaching maturity, Oedipus consults the oracle at 
Delphi [del’fi]. (The Greeks believed that the god Apollo conveyed 
his wisdom through the oracle, or prophet, a woman named Pythia. 
Cities as well as individuals sought the advice of the oracle.) When 
the oracle repeats the prophecy told to his parents, Oedipus attempts 
to prevent the tragic events by leaving the couple he believes to be 
his parents. Traveling to Thebes, he kills a man on the road. When 
he reaches the city, he is questioned by the Sphinx, a monster who 
sits at the gates of Thebes and kills passers-by who cannot solve her 
riddle. By correctly answering the riddle Oedipus saves Thebes and 
marries its recently widowed queen, with whom he has two sons and 
two daughters. When the city is in the grip of a plague, an oracle 
predicts that there will be no relief until the murderer of the 
previous king has been revealed. At this point Oedipus learns not 
only that he has murdered the king but also that the king was his 
father. Oedipus blinds himself and leaves Thebes in exile. 

Upon Oedipus’ death, his sons, Eteocles and Polyneices, agree to 
rule Thebes in alternate years; when Eteocles’ year ends, however, he 
refuses to allow Polyneices to take over. Thereupon Polyneices 
gathers an army and attacks Thebes. In the ensuing battle the 
brothers kill each other. Their uncle, Creon, who succeeds them as 
king, buries Eteocles with full honors while proclaiming that 
Polyneices, as an enemy of the city, shall be denied burial. 

The daughters of Oedipus, Antigone and Ismene, are therefore 
faced with the choice of denying a brother burial rites, thus 
condemning him to eternal unrest, or of disobeying the command of 
their uncle and king. Antigone opens with Antigone’s decision to 
bury Polyneices. 


Key Ideas in Antigone 
As you read Antigone, look for references to each of the 
following ideas. You will thus grasp the play’s important themes. 


* The laws of the state versus the laws of tradition 
* The rights and social position of women 
* The consequences of uncompromising pride 
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Teiresias. Ismene and Antigone. Creon. 


Sophocles 


Antigone 


Translated by Dudley Fitts and Robert Fitzgerald 


CHARACTERS 


ANTIGONE [an tig’s né]: daughter of Oedipus, former king of Thebes; she has vowed to give 
her brother Polyneices an honorable burial 

ISMENE: Antigone’s younger sister; she is unable to break the law in order to help Antigone 
bury their brother j 

CREON [kré’on]: the new king of Thebes, uncle of Antigone, Ismene, and Polyneices; he 
decrees that Polyneices’ body must not be buried 

EuRYDICE [yoo rid’a sé]: wife of Creon 

HAIMON: son of Creon, engaged to Antigone 

TEIRESIAS [ti ré’sé as]: a blind prophet who predicts the consequences of Creon’s orders 

A SENTRY serving Creon 

CHORUS, made up of about fifteen citizens of Thebes 

GUARDS 

SERVANTS 
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20 


25 


Scene. Before the palace of CREON, king of Thebes. A central dou- 
ble door, and two lateral doors. A platform extends the length of 
the facade, and from this platform three steps lead down into the 
“orchestra,” or chorus-ground. 


Time. Dawn of the day after the repulse of the Argive army’ from 
the assault on Thebes. 


Prologue 


[ANTIGONE and ISMENE enter from the central door of the palace. | 


ANTIGONE. Ismene, dear sister, 
You would think that we had already suffered enough 
For the curse on Oedipus: 
I cannot imagine any grief 
That you and I have not gone through. And now— 
Have they told you of the new decree of our King Creon? 


ISMENE. I have heard nothing: I know 
That two sisters lost two brothers, a double death 
In a single hour; and I know that the Argive army 
Fled in the night; but beyond this, nothing. 


ANTIGONE. I thought so. And that is why I wanted you 
To come out here with me. There is something we must do. 


ISMENE. Why do you speak so strangely? 


ANTIGONE. Listen, Ismene: 

Creon buried our brother Eteocles 
With military honors, gave him a soldier’s funeral, 
And it was right that he should: but Polyneices, 
Who fought as bravely and died as miserably— 
They say that Creon has sworn 
No one shall bury him, no one mourn for him, 
But his body must lie in the fields, a sweet treasure 
For carrion birds’ to find as they search for food. 
That is what they say, and our good Creon is coming here 
To announce it publicly: and the penalty— 
Stoning to death in the public square! 

There it is, 
And now you can prove what you are: 
A true sister, or a traitor to your family. 


ISMENE. Antigone, you are mad! What could I possibly do? 


1. Argive army: soldiers from Argos who, under the leadership of Polyneices, 
attacked Thebes. 
2. carrion birds: birds of prey. 
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ANTIGONE. You must decide whether you will help me or not. 
30 ISMENE. I do not understand you. Help you in what? 

ANTIGONE. Ismene, I am going to bury him. Will you come? 

ISMENE. Bury him! You have just said the new law forbids it. 

ANTIGONE. He is my brother. And he is your brother, too. 

ISMENE. But think of the danger! Think what Creon will do! 
35 ANTIGONE. Creon is not strong enough to stand in my way. 


ISMENE. Ah sister! 
Oedipus died, everyone hating him 
For what his own search brought to light, his eyes 
Ripped out by his own hand: and Iocaste died, 

40 His mother and wife at once: she twisted the cords 
That strangled her life; and our two brothers died, 
Each killed by the other’s sword. And we are left: 

But oh, Antigone, 
Think how much more terrible than these 

45 Our own death would be if we should go against Creon 
And do what he has forbidden! We are only women. 
We cannot fight with men, Antigone! 

The law is strong, we must give in to the law 
In this thing, and in worse. I beg the dead 

50 To forgive me, but I am helpless: I must yield 
To those in authority. And | think it is dangerous business 
To be always meddling. 


ANTIGONE. If that is what you think, 

I should not want you, even if you asked to come. 

You have made your choice, you can be what you want to be. 
55 But I will bury him: and if I must die, 

I say that this crime is holy: I shall lie down 

With him in death, and I shall be as dear 

To him as he to me. 

It is the dead, 

Not the living, who make the longest demands: 

We die forever... 
60 You may do as you like, 

Since apparently the laws of the gods mean nothing to you. 


ISMENE. They mean a great deal to me: but I have no strength 
To break laws that were made for the public good. 


ANTIGONE. That must be your excuse, I suppose. But as for me, 
I will bury the brother I love. 


65 ISMENE. Antigone, 
I am so afraid for you! 
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ANTIGONE. You need not be: 
You have yourself to consider, after all. 


ISMENE. But no one must hear of this, you must tell no one! 
I will keep it a secret, I promise! 


ANTIGONE. Oh tell it! Tell everyone! 
Think how they’ll hate you when it all comes out 
If they learn that you knew about it all the time! 


ISMENE. So fiery! You should be cold with fear. 
ANTIGONE. Perhaps. But I am doing only what I must. 


ISMENE. But can -you do it? I say that you cannot. 


ANTIGONE. Very well: when my strength gives out, I shall do no more. 


ISMENE. Impossible things should not be tried at all. 


ANTIGONE. GO away, Ismene: 
I shall be hating you soon, and the dead will, too. 
For your words are hateful. Leave me my foolish plan: 
I am not afraid of the danger: if it means death, 
It will not be the worst of deaths—death without honor. 


ISMENE. Go then, if you feel that you must. 
You are unwise, 
But a loyal friend indeed to those who love you. 


[Exit into the palace. ANTIGONE goes Off, left. Enter the CHORUS. |] 


Parados* 


cHoRus. Now the long blade of the sun, lying 
Level east to west, touches with glory 
Thebes of the Seven Gates. Open, unlidded 
Eye of golden day! O marching light 
Across the eddy and rush of Dirce’s stream,* 
Striking the white shields of the enemy 
Thrown headlong backward from the blaze of morning! 


CHORAGOS.” Polyneices their commander 
Roused them with windy phrases, 
He the wild eagle screaming 


3. Parados |par’a das’ |: song chanted as the chorus entered the stage. Facing 
one direction, the chorus chanted the strophe [stro’fé], and the other direction, 
the antistrophe [an tis’tra fe]. 

4. Dirce’s [dor’séz| stream: Dirce, a queen of Thebes, was murdered and 

thrown into the stream that thereafter bore her name. 

5. Choragos [kor a’gas]: chorus leader. 


[Strophe 1] 
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Insults above our land, 
His wings their shields of snow, 
His crest their marshaled helms. 


CHORUS. Against our seven gates in a yawning ring 
15 The famished spears came onward in the night; 
But before his jaws were sated with our blood, 
Or pinefire took the garland of our towers, 
He was thrown back; and as he turned, great Thebes— 
No tender victim for his noisy power— 
20 Rose like a dragon behind him, shouting war. 


CHORAGOS. For God hates utterly 
The bray of bragging tongues; 
And when he beheld their smiling, 
Their swagger of golden helms, 
25 The frown of his thunder blasted 
Their first man from our walls. 


cHorus. We heard his shout of triumph high in the air 
Turn to a scream; far out in a flaming arc 
He fell with his windy torch, and the earth struck him. 
30 =And others storming in fury no less than his 
Found shock of death in the dusty joy of battle. 


CHORAGOS. Seven captains at seven gates 
Yielded their clanging arms to the god 
That bends the battle line and breaks it. 

35 These two only, brothers in blood, 
Face to face in matchless rage, 
Mirroring each the other’s death, 
Clashed in long combat. 


CHORUS. But now in the beautiful morning of victory 
40 Let Thebes of the many chariots sing for joy! 
With hearts for dancing we'll take leave of war: 
Our temples shall be sweet with hymns of praise, 
And the long night shall echo with our chorus. 


Scene I 


CHORAGOS. But now at last our new king is coming: 
Creon of Thebes. Menoikeus’ son. 
In this auspicious dawn of his reign 
What are the new complexities 
5 That shifting fate has woven for him? 
What is his counsel? Why has he summoned 
The old men to hear him? 
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[Antistrophe | 


a 


[Strophe 2 


[Antistrophe 2| 


[Enter CREON from the palace, center. He addresses the CHORUS 
from the top step. | 


CREON. Gentlemen: I have the honor to inform you that our ship 
of state, which recent storms have threatened to destroy, has 
come safely to harbor at last, guided by the merciful wisdom of 
Heaven. I have summoned you here this morning because I know 
that I can depend upon you: your devotion to King Laios® was 
absolute; you never hesitated in your duty to our late ruler Oed- 
ipus; and when Oedipus died, your loyalty was transferred to his 
children. Unfortunately, as you know, his two sons, the princes 
Eteocles and Polyneices, have killed each other in battle; and I, 
as the next in blood, have succeeded to the full power of the 
throne. 

I am aware, of course, that no ruler can expect complete loy- 

20 alty from his subjects until he has been tested in office. Never- 
theless, I say to you at the very outset that I have nothing but 
contempt for the kind of governor who is afraid, for whatever 
reason, to follow the course that he knows is best for the state; 
and as for the man who sets private friendship above the public 

25 welfare—I have no use for him, either. I call God to witness that 
if I saw my country headed for ruin, I should not be afraid to 
speak out plainly; and I need hardly remind you that I would 
never have any dealings with an enemy of the people. No one 
values friendship more highly than I; but we must remember that 

3¢ friends made at the risk of wrecking our ship are not real friends 
at all. 

These are my principles, at any rate, and that is why I have 
made the following decisions concerning the sons of Oedipus: 
Eteocles, who died as a man should die, fighting for his country, 

35 is to be buried with full military honors, with all the ceremony 
that is usual when the greatest heroes die; but his brother Poly- 
neices, who broke his exile to come back with fire and sword 
against his native city and the shrines of his fathers’ gods, whose 
one idea was to spill the blood of his blood and sell his own 

40 people into slavery—Polyneices, I say, is to have no burial; no 
man is to touch him or say the least prayer for him; he shall lie 
on the plain, unburied; and the birds and the scavenging dogs 
can do with him whatever they like. 

This is my command, and you can see the wisdom behind it. 

45 As long as I am king, no traitor is going to be honored with the 
loyal man. But whoever shows by word and deed that he is on 
the side of the state—he shall have my respect while he is living, 
and my reverence when he is dead. 


CHORAGOs. If that is your will, Creon son of Menoikeus, 
50 You have the right to enforce it: we are yours. 


6. King Laios [la4’as]: father of Oedipus and previous king of Thebes. 
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CREON. That is my will. Take care that you do your part. 
CHORAGOS. We are old men: let the younger ones carry it out. 
CREON. I do not mean that: The sentries have been appointed. 
CHORAGOS. Then what is it that you would have us do? 

55 CREON. You will give no support to whoever breaks this law. 
CHORAGOS. Only a crazy man is in love with death! 


CREON. And death it is; yet money talks, and the wisest 
Have sometimes been known to count a few coins too many. 


[Enter sENTRY from left. | 


SENTRY. I'll not say that I’m out of breath from running, King, be- 

60 cause every time I stopped to think about what I have to tell 

you, I felt like going back. And all the time a voice kept saying, 

“You fool, don’t you know you’re walking straight into trouble?”, 

and then another voice: “Yes, but if you let somebody else get 

the news to Creon first, it will be even worse than that for you!” 

65 But good sense won out, at least I hope it was good sense, and 

here I am with a story that makes no sense at all; but I'll tell it 

anyhow, because, as they say, what’s going to happen’s going to 
happen, and— 


CREON. Come to the point. What have you to say? 


70 SENTRY. I did not do it. I did not see who did it. You must not 
punish me for what someone else has done. 


CREON. A comprehensive defense! More effective, perhaps, 
If I knew its purpose. Come: what is it? 


SENTRY. A dreadful thing . . . I don’t know how to put it— 
CREON. Out with it! 


75 SENTRY. Well, then; 
The dead man— 
Polyneices— 


[Pause. The sENTRY is overcome, fumbles for words. CREON waits 
impassively. | 


out there— 
someone— 
New dust on the slimy flesh! [Pause. No sign from CREON.| 
Someone has given it burial that way, and 
Gone—[Long pause. CREON finally speaks with deadly control. 


CREON. And the man who dared do this? 


80 SENTRY. I swear I 
Do not know! You must believe me! 
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Listen: 
The ground was dry, not a sign of digging, no, 
Not a wheeltrack in the dust, no trace of anyone. 
It was when they relieved us this morning; and one of them, 
The corporal, pointed to it. 
85 There it was, 
The strangest— 
Look: 
The body, just mounded over with light dust: you see? 
Not buried really, but as if they'd covered it 
Just enough for the ghost’s peace. And no sign 
90 Of dogs or any wild animal that had been there. 


And then what a scene there was! Every man of us 
Accusing the other: we all proved the other man did it, 
We all had proof that we could not have done it. 
We were ready to take hot iron in our hands, 

95 Walk through fire, swear by all the gods, 
It was not I! 
I do not know who it was, but it was not I! 


[CREON’s rage has been mounting steadily, but the SENTRY is 
too intent upon his story to notice it. | 


And then, when this came to nothing, someone said 
A thing that silenced us and made us stare 

100 Down at the ground: You had to be told the news, 
And one of us had to do it! We threw the dice, 
And the bad luck fell to me. So here I am, 
No happier to be here than you are to have me: 
Nobody likes the man who brings bad news. 


CHORAGOS. I have been wondering, King: can it be that the gods 
105 have done this? 


CREON [furiously]. Stop! 
Must you doddering wrecks 
Go out of your heads entirely? “The gods!” 
Intolerable! 
110 The gods favor this corpse? Why? How had he served them? 
Tried to loot their temples, burn their images, 
Yes, and the whole state, and its laws with it! 
Is it your senile opinion that the gods love to honor bad men? 
A pious thought!— 
No, from the very beginning 
115 There have been those who have whispered together, 
Stiff-necked anarchists, putting their heads together, 
Scheming against me in alleys. These are the men, 
And they have bribed my own guard to do this thing. 
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[Sententiously| Money! 
‘22 There’s nothing in the world so demoralizing as money. 
Down go your cities, 
Homes gone, men gone, honest hearts corrupted, 
Crookedness of all kinds, and all for money! 
[To sENTRY] But you—! 
I swear by God and by the throne of God, 
The man who has done this thing shall pay for it! 
Find that man, bring him to me, or your death 
Will be the least of your problems: I'll string you up 
Alive, and there will be certain ways to make you 
Discover your employer before you die; 
And the process may teach you a lesson you seem to have 
136 missed: 
The dearest profit is sometimes all too dear: 
That depends on the source. Do you understand me? 
A fortune won is often misfortune. 


SENTRY. King, may I speak? 
CREON. Your very voice distresses me. 
735 SENTRY. Are you sure that it is my voice, and not your conscience? 
CREON. By God, he wants to analyze me now! 
SENTRY. It is not what I say, but what has been done, that hurts you. 
CREON. You talk too much. 
SENTRY. Maybe; but I’ve done nothing. 
CREON. Sold your soul for some silver: that’s all you’ve done. 
4 SENTRY. How dreadful it is when the right judge judges wrong! 


CREON. Your figures of speech 
May entertain you now; but unless you bring me the man, 
You will get little profit from them in the end. 


[Exit CREON into the palace. | 


SENTRY. “Bring me the man’—! 
745 Td like nothing better than bringing him the man! 
But bring him or not, you have seen the last of me here. 
At any rate, I am safe! [Exit sENTRY. | 


Ode I’ 


CHORUS. Numberless are the world’s wonders, but none [Strophe 1] 
More wonderful than man; the storm-gray sea 


7. Ode: song of the chorus to separate scenes. 
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Yields to his prows, the huge crests bear him high; 
Earth, holy and inexhaustible, is graven 

With shining furrows where his plows have gone 
Year after year, the timeless labor of stallions. 


The lightboned birds and beasts that cling to cover, |Antistrophe 1] 


The lithe fish lighting their reaches of dim water, 
All are taken, tamed in the net of his mind; 

The lion on the hill, the wild horse windy-maned, 
Resign to him; and his blunt yoke has broken 
The sultry shoulders of the mountain bull. 


Words also, and thought as rapid as air, [Strophe 2] 


He fashions to his good use; statecraft is his, 

And his the skill that deflects the arrows of snow, 
The spears of winter rain: from every wind 

He has made himself secure—from all but one: 

In the late wind of death he cannot stand. 


O clear intelligence, force beyond all measure! [Antistrophe 2] 


O fate of man, working both good and evil! 

When the laws are kept, how proudly his city stands! 
When the laws are broken, what of his city then? 
Never may the anarchic man find rest at my hearth, 
Never be it said that my thoughts are his thoughts. 


Scene II 


[Reenter sENTRY, leading ANTIGONE. | 


CHORAGOS. What does this mean? Surely this captive woman 
Is the princess, Antigone. Why should she be taken? 


SENTRY. Here is the one who did it! We caught her 
In the very act of burying him.—Where is Creon? 


CHORAGOS, Just coming from the house. 
[Enter CREON, center. | 


CREON. What has happened? 
Why have you come back so soon? 


SENTRY | expansively). O King, 
A man should never be too sure of anything: 
I would have sworn 
That you’d not see me here again; your anger 
Frightened me so, and the things you threatened me with; 
But how could I tell then 
That I’d be able to solve the case so soon? 


No dice-throwing this time; I was only too glad to come! 


Here is this woman. She is the guilty one: 
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15 We found her trying to bury him. 
Take her, then; question her; judge her as you will. 
I am through with the whole thing now, and glad of it. 


CREON. But this is Antigone! Why have you brought her here? 
SENTRY. She was burying him, I tell you! 
CREON [severely]. Is this the truth? 

20 SENTRY. I saw her with my own eyes. Can I say more? 
CREON. The details: Come, tell me quickly! 


SENTRY. It was like this: 

After those terrible threats of yours, King, 
We went back and brushed the dust away from the body. 
The flesh was soft by now, and stinking, 

25 So we sat on a hill to windward and kept guard. 
No napping this time! We kept each other awake. 
But nothing happened until the white round sun 
Whirled in the center of the round sky over us: 
Then, suddenly, 

30~=—SoA Storm of dust roared up from the earth, and the sky 
Went out, the plain vanished with all its trees 
In the stinging dark. We closed our eyes and endured it. 
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The whirlwind lasted a long time, but it passed; 
And then we looked, and there was Antigone! 
I have seen 
A mother bird come back to a stripped nest, heard 
Her crying bitterly a broken note or two 
For the young ones stolen. Just so, when this girl 
Found the bare corpse, and all her love’s work wasted, 
She wept, and cried on heaven to damn the hands 
That had done this thing. 

And then she brought more dust 
And sprinkled wine three times for her brother’s ghost. 


We ran and took her at once. She was not afraid. 
Not even when we charged her with what she had done. 
She denied nothing. 

And this was a comfort to me, 
And some uneasiness: for it is a good thing 
To escape from death, but it is no great pleasure 
To bring death to a friend. 

Yet I always say 
There is nothing so comfortable as your own safe skin! 
CREON [slowly, dangerously]. And you, Antigone, 

You with your head hanging—do you confess this thing? 


ANTIGONE. I do. I deny nothing. 


CREON [tO SENTRY]. You may go. [Exit sENTRY.] 
[ZO ANTIGONE] Tell me, tell me briefly: 
Had you heard my proclamation touching this matter? 


ANTIGONE. It was public. Could I help hearing it? 
CREON. And yet you dared defy the law. 


ANTIGONE. I dared. 
It was not God’s proclamation. That final justice 
That rules the world below makes no such laws. 


Your edict, King, was strong, 

But all your strength is weakness itself against 
The immortal unrecorded laws of God. 

They are not merely now: they were, and shall be, 
Operative forever, beyond man utterly. 


I knew I must die, even without your decree: 

I am only mortal. And if I must die 

Now, before it is my time to die, 

Surely this is no hardship: can anyone 

Living, as I live, with evil all about me, 

Think death less than a friend? This death of mine 
Is of no importance; but if I had left my brother 
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Lying in death unburied, I should have suffered. 
Now I do not. 

You smile at me. Ah Creon. 
Think me a fool, if you like; but it may well be 
That a fool convicts me of folly. 


75 CHORAGOS. Like father, like daughter: both headstrong, deaf to 
reason! 
She has never learned to yield. 


CREON. She has much to learn. 
The inflexible heart breaks first, the toughest iron 
Cracks first, and the wildest horses bend their necks 
At the pull of the smallest curb. 

Pride? In a slave? 

60 This girl is guilty of a double insolence, 

Breaking the given laws and boasting of it. 

Who is the man here, 

She or I, if this crime goes unpunished? 

Sister’s child, or more than sister’s child, 
g5 Or closer yet in blood—she and her sister 

Win bitter death for this! 

[To servants] Go, some of you, 

Arrest Ismene. I accuse her equally. 

Bring her: You will find her sniffling in the house there. 

Her mind’s a traitor: crimes kept in the dark 

Cry for light, and the guardian brain shudders; 

But how much worse than this 

Is brazen boasting of barefaced anarchy! 


ANTIGONE. Creon, what more do you want than my death? 


CREON. Nothing. 
That gives me everything. 


ANTIGONE. Then I beg you: kill me. 
This talking is a great weariness: your words 
Are distasteful to me, and I am sure that mine 
Seem so to you. And yet they should not seem so: 
I should have praise and honor for what I have done. 
All these men here would praise me 
9g Were their lips not frozen shut with fear of you. 
[Bitterly} Ah the good fortune of kings, 
Licensed to say and do whatever they please! 


{© 
GN 


CREON. You are alone here in that opinion. 


ANTIGONE. No, they are with me. But they keep their tongues in 
leash. 


108 CREON. Maybe. But you are guilty, and they are not. 
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ANTIGONE. There is no guilt in reverence for the dead. 

CREON. But Eteocles—was he not your brother too? 

ANTIGONE. My brother too. 

CREON. And you insult his memory? 
ANTIGONE [softly]. The dead man would not say that [ insult it. 
CREON. He would: for you honor a traitor as much as him. 
ANTIGONE. His own brother, traitor or not, and equal in blood. 
CREON. He made war on his country. Eteocles defended it. 
ANTIGONE. Nevertheless, there are honors due all the dead. 
CREON. But not the same for the wicked as for the just. 


ANTIGONE. Ah Creon, Creon. 
Which of us can say what the gods hold wicked? 


CREON. An enemy is an enemy, even dead. 
ANTIGONE. It is my nature to join in love, not hate. 


CREON [finally losing patience]. Go join them, then; if you must 
have your love, 
Find it in hell! 


CHORAGOS. But see, Ismene comes: 
[Enter ISMENE, guarded. | 


Those tears are sisterly, the cloud 
That shadows her eyes rains down gentle sorrow. 


CREON. You too, Ismene, 
Snake in my ordered house, sucking my blood 
Stealthily—and all the time I never knew 
That these two sisters were aiming at my throne! 
Ismene, 
Do you confess your share in this crime, or deny it? 
Answer me. 


ISMENE. Yes, if she will let me say so. I am guilty. 


ANTIGONE [coldly]. No, Ismene. You have no right to say so. 
You would not help me, and I will not have you help me. 


ISMENE. But now I know what you meant; and I am here 
To join you, to take my share of punishment. 


ANTIGONE. The dead man and the gods who rule the dead 
Know whose act this was. Words are not friends. 


ISMENE. Do you refuse me, Antigone? I want to die with you: 
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I too have a duty that I must discharge to the dead. 
ANTIGONE. You shall not lessen my death by sharing it. 

140 ISMENE. What do I care for life when you are dead? 
ANTIGONE. Ask Creon. You're always hanging on his opinions. 
ISMENE. You are laughing at me. Why, Antigone? 

ANTIGONE. It’s a joyless laughter, Ismene. 
ISMENE. But can I do nothing? 


ANTIGONE. Yes. Save yourself. I shall not envy you. 
145 There are those who will praise you; I shall have honor, too. 


ISMENE. But we are equally guilty! 


ANTIGONE. No more, Ismene. 
You are alive, but I belong to death. 


CREON [to the cHoRus]. Gentlemen, I beg you to observe these 
girls: 
One has just now lost her mind; the other, 
150 It seems, has never had a mind at all. 


ISMENE. Grief teaches the steadiest minds to waver, King. 
CREON. Yours certainly did, when you assumed guilt with the guilty! : 
ISMENE. But how could I go on living without her? 


CREON. You are. 
She is already dead. 


ISMENE. But your own son’s bride! 


155 CREON. There are places enough for him to push his plow. 
I want no wicked women for my sons! 


ISMENE. O dearest Haimon, how your father wrongs you! 
CREON. I’ve had enough of your childish talk of marriage! 
CHORAGOS. Do you really intend to steal this girl from your son’ 
CREON. No: death will do that for me. 

160 CHORAGOS. Then she must die? 


CREON [ironically]. You dazzle me. 
—But enough of this talk! 
[To GuARDs] You, there, take them away and guard them well: 
For they are but women, and even brave men run 
When they see death coming. 


[ISMENE, ANTIGONE, @nd GUARDs leave. | 
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Ode II 


CHORUS. Fortunate is the man who has never tasted God’s [Strophe 1] 
vengeance! 
Where once the anger of heaven has struck, that house is 
shaken 


Forever: damnation rises behind each child 
Like a wave cresting out of the black northeast, 


When the long darkness under sea roars up 
And bursts drumming death upon the windwhipped sand. 
1 have seen this gathering sorrow from time long past [Antistrophe 1] 
Loom upon Oedipus’ children: generation from generation 
Takes the compulsive rage of the enemy god. 
So lately this last flower of Oedipus’ line 
Drank the sunlight! but now a passionate word 
And a handful of dust have closed up all its beauty. 
What mortal arrogance [Strophe 2] 
Transcends the wrath of Zeus? 
Sleep cannot lull him, nor the effortless long months 
Of the timeless gods: but he is young forever, 
And his house is the shining day of high Olympos. 
All that is and shall be, 
And all the past, is his. 
No pride on earth is free of the curse of heaven. 
The straying dreams of men {Antistrophe 2] 
May bring them ghosts of joy: 
But as they drowse, the waking embers burn them; 
Or they walk with fixed eyes, as blind men walk. 
But the ancient wisdom speaks for our own time: 
Fate works most for woe 
With folly’s fairest show. 
Man’s little pleasure is the spring of sorrow. 
Scene III 


CHORAGOS. But here is Haimon, King, the last of all your sons. 
Is it grief for Antigone that brings him here, 
And bitterness at being robbed of his bride? 


[Enter HAIMON. | 


CREON. We shall soon see, and no need of diviners. 
—Son, 
You have heard my final judgment on that girl: 
Have you come here hating me, or have you come 
With deference and with love, whatever I do? 
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HAIMON. I am your son, Father. You are my guide. 
You make things clear for me, and I obey you. 
No marriage means more to me than your continuing wisdom. 


CREON. Good. That is the way to behave: subordinate 
Everything else, my son, to your father’s will. 
This is what a man prays for, that he may get 
Sons attentive and dutiful in his house, 
Each one hating his father’s enemies, 
Honoring his father’s friends. But if his sons 
Fail him, if they turn out unprofitably, 
What has he fathered but trouble for himself 
And amusement for the malicious? 
So you are right 
Not to lose your head over this woman. 
Your pleasure with her would soon grow cold, Haimon. 
Of all the people in this city, only she 
Has had contempt for my law and broken it. 


Do you want me to show myself weak before the people? 
ey Or to break my sworn word? No, and I will not. 
The woman dies. 
I suppose she’ll plead ‘family ties.” Well, let her. 
If I permit my own family to rebel, 
How shall I earn the world’s obedience? 
3c Show me the man who keeps his house in hand, 
He’s fit for public authority. 
I'll have no dealings 
With lawbreakers, critics of the government: 
Whoever is chosen to govern should be obeyed— 
Must be obeyed, in all things, great and small, 
3: Just and unjust! O Haimon, 
The man who knows how to obey, and that man only, 
Knows how to give commands when the time comes. 
You can depend on him, no matter how fast 
The spears come: He’s a good soldier, he’ll stick it out. 


40 Anarchy, anarchy! Show me a greater evil! 
This is why cities tumble and the great houses rain down, 
This is what scatters armies! 


No, no: Good lives are made so by discipline. 

We keep the laws then, and the lawmakers, 

And no woman shall defeat us. If we must lose, 

Let’s lose to a man, at least! Is a woman stronger than we? 


> 


CHORAGOS. Unless time has rusted my wits, 
What you say, King, is said with point and dignity. 


HAIMON [boyishly earnest]. Father: 
Reason is God’s crowning gift to man, and you are right 
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To warn me against losing mine. I cannot say— 

I hope that I shall never want to say!—that you 

Have reasoned badly. Yet there are other men 

Who can reason, too; and their opinions might be helpful. 
You are not in a position to know everything 

That people say or do, or what they feel: 

Your temper terrifies them—everyone 

Will tell you only what you like to hear. 

But I, at any rate, can listen; and I have heard them 
Muttering and whispering in the dark about this girl. 
They say no woman has ever, so unreasonably, 

Died so shameful a death for a generous act: 

“She covered her brother’s body. Is this indecent? 

She kept him from dogs and vultures. Is this a crime? 
Death?—She should have all the honor that we can give her!” 


This is the way they talk out there in the city. 


You must believe me: 

Nothing is closer to me than your happiness. 

What could be closer? Must not any son 

Value his father’s fortune as his father does his? 

I beg you, do not be unchangeable: 

Do not believe that you alone can be right. 

The man who thinks that, 

The man who maintains that only he has the power 
To reason correctly, the gift to speak, the soul— 

A man like that, when you know him, turns out empty. 


It is not reason never to yield to reason! 


In flood time you can see how some trees bend, 

And because they bend, even their twigs are safe, 

While stubborn trees are torn up, roots and all. 

And the same thing happens in sailing: 

Make your sheet® fast, never slacken—and over you go, 
Head over heels and under: and there’s your voyage. 
Forget you are angry! Let yourself be moved! 

I know I am young; but please let me say this: 

The ideal condition 

Would be, I admit, that men should be right by instinct; 
But since we are all too likely to go astray, 

The reasonable thing is to learn from those who can teach. 


90 CHORAGOS. You will do well to listen to him, King, 


If what he says is sensible. And you, Haimon, 
Must listen to your father—both speak well. 


8. sheet: rope attached to the lower corner of a sail by which the sail is moved. 
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CREON. You consider it right for a man of my years and 
experience 
To go to school to a boy? 


HAIMON. It is not right 
95 If I am wrong. But if I am young, and right, 
What does my age matter? 


CREON. You think it right to stand up for an anarchist? 
HAIMON. Not at all. I pay no respect to criminals. 
CREON. Then she is not a criminal? 

100 HAIMON. The city would deny it, to a man. 
CREON. And the city proposes to teach me how to rule? 
HAIMON. Ah. Who is it that’s talking like a boy now? 
CREON. My voice is the one voice giving orders in this city! 
HAIMON. It is no city if it takes orders from one voice. 
CREON. The state is the King! 


105 HAIMON. Yes, if the state is a desert. 
[Pause] 


CREON. This boy, it seems, has sold out to a woman. 
HAIMON. If you are a woman: My concern is only for you. 
CREON. So? Your “concern”! In a public brawl] with your father! 
HAIMON. How about you, in a public brawl with justice? 

110 CREON. With justice, when all that I do is within my rights? 
HAIMON. You have no right to trample on God’s right. 


CREON [completely out of control]. Fool, adolescent fool! Taken 
in by a woman! 


HAIMON. You'll never see me taken in by anything vile. 
CREON. Every word you say is for her! 


HAIMON [quietly, darkly]. And for you. 
115 And for me. And for the gods under the earth. 


CREON. You'll never marry her while she lives. 
HAIMON. Then she must die—But her death will cause another. 


CREON. Another? 
Have you lost your senses? Is this an open threat? 


120 HAIMON. There is no threat in speaking to emptiness. 
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CREON. I swear you'll regret this superior tone of yours! 
You are the empty one! 


HAIMON. If you were not my father, 
I'd say you were perverse. 


CREON. You girlstruck fool, don’t play at words with me! 
HAIMON. I am sorry. You prefer silence. 


CREON. Now, by God—! 
I swear, by all the gods in heaven above us, 
You'll watch it, I swear you shall! 
[To the SERVANTS] Bring her out! 
Bring the woman out! Let her die before his eyes! 
Here, this instant, with her bridegroom beside her! 


HAIMON. Not here, no; she will not die here, King. 
And you will never see my face again. 
Go on raving as long as you’ve a friend to endure you. [Exit 
HAIMON. | 


CHORAGOS. Gone, gone. 
Creon, a young man in a rage is dangerous! 


CREON. Let him do, or dream to do, more than a man can. 
He shall not save these girls from death. 


CHORAGOS. These girls? 
You have sentenced them both? 


CREON. No, you are right. 
I will not kill the one whose hands are clean. 


CHORAGOS. But Antigone? 


CREON [somberly |. I will carry her far away 
Out there in the wilderness and lock her 
Living in a vault of stone. She shall have food, 
As the custom is, to absolve the state of her death. 
And there let her pray to the gods of hell: 
They are her only gods: 
Perhaps they will show her an escape from death, 
Or she may learn, 
though late, 
That pity shown the dead is pity in vain. [Exit CREON.] 


Ode Il 


cHORuS. Love, unconquerable [Strophe]| 
Waster of rich men, keeper 
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Of warm lights and all-night vigil 
In the soft face of a girl; 

5 Sea-wanderer, forest-visitor! 
Even the pure Immortals cannot escape you, 
And mortal man, in his one day’s dusk, 
Trembles before your glory. 


Surely you swerve upon ruin [Antistrophbe] 
10 The just man’s consenting heart, 

As here you have made bright anger 

Strike between father and son— 

And none has conquered but love! 

A girl’s glance working the will of Heaven: 
15 Pleasure to her alone who mocks us, 

Merciless Aphrodite.” ' 


Scene IV 


CHORAGOS [ds ANTIGONE enters, guarded|. But I can no longer 
stand in awe of this, 
Nor, seeing what I see, keep back my tears. 
Here is Antigone, passing to that chamber 
Where all find sleep at last. 


5 ANTIGONE. Look upon me, friends, and pity me 
Turning back at the night’s edge to say 
Good-by to the sun that shines for me no longer; 
Now sleepy death 
Summons me down to Acheron,’ that cold shore: 
10 There is no bridesong there, nor any music. 


CHORUS. Yet not unpraised, not without a kind of honor, 
You walk at last into the underworld; 
Untouched by sickness, broken by no sword. 
What woman has ever found your way to death? 


15 ANTIGONE. How often I have heard the story of Niobe,"’ 
Tantalos’ wretched daughter, how the stone 
Clung fast about her, ivy-close: and they say 
The rain falls endlessly 
And sifting soft snow; her tears are never done. 
20 ~=I feel the loneliness of her death in mine. 


CHORUS. But she was born of Heaven, and you 
Are woman, woman-born. If her death is yours, 


9. Aphrodite [af’ra di’té]: Greek goddess of love. 

10. Acheron [ak’9 ron’): in Greek mythology, one of the rivers that the soul 
crosses to reach Hades. 

11. Niobe [ni’6 bé’]: Because she boasted excessively about her children, the 
gods punished Niobe by killing them all and by turning her into a column of 
stone which weeps continuously. 
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A mortal woman’s, is this not for you 
Glory in our world and in the world beyond? 


<& ANTIGONE. You laugh at me. Ah, friends, friends, 
Can you not wait until I am dead? O Thebes, 
O men many-charioted, in love with fortune, 
Dear springs of Dirce, sacred Theban grove, 
Be witnesses for me, denied all pity, 

so Unjustly judged! and think a word of love 
For her whose path turns 
Under dark earth, where there are no more tears. 


CHORUS. You have passed beyond human daring and come at last 
Into a place of stone where justice sits. 
I cannot tell 
What shape of your father’s guilt appears in this. 


ANTIGONE. You have touched it at last: that bridal bed 
Unspeakable, horror of son and mother mingling: 
Their crime, infection of all our family! 

46 © Oedipus, father and brother! 
Your marriage strikes from the grave to murder mine. 
I have been a stranger here in my own land: 
All my life 
The blasphemy of my birth has followed me. 


45 CHORUS. Reverence is a virtue, but strength 
Lives in established law: That must prevail. 
You have made your choice, 
Your death is the doing of your conscious hand. 


ANTIGONE. Then let me go, since all your words are bitter, 
And the very light of the sun is cold to me. 
Lead me to my vigil, where I must have 
Neither love nor lamentation; no song, but silence. 


[CREON interrupts impatiently. | 


CREON. If dirges and planned lamentations could put off death, 
Men would be singing forever. 
[To the SERVANTS] Take her, go! 
You know your orders: take her to the vault 
And leave her alone there. And if she lives or dies, 
That’s her affair, not ours: Our hands are clean. 


ANTIGONE. O tomb, vaulted bride-bed in eternal rock, 
Soon [ shall be with my own again 
Where Persephone’? welcomes the thin ghosts underground: 
And I shall see my father again, and you, Mother, 
And dearest Polyneices— 


12. Persephone [por sef’a né]: goddess of vegetation and death; wife of Hades. 
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dearest indeed 
To me, since it was my hand 
That washed him clean and poured the ritual wine: 
65 And my reward is death before my time! 


And yet, as men’s hearts know, I have done no wrong, 
I have not sinned before God. Or if I have, 

I shall know the truth in death. But if the guilt 

Lies upon Creon who judged me, then, I pray, 

May his punishment equal my own. 


70 CHORAGOS. O passionate heart. 
Unyielding, tormented still by the same winds! 


CREON. Her guards shall have good cause to regret their delaying. 
ANTIGONE. Ah! That voice is like the voice of death! 
CREON. I can give you no reason to think you are mistaken. 


75 ANTIGONE. Thebes, and you my fathers’ gods, 
And rulers of Thebes, you see me now, the last 
Unhappy daughter of a line of kings. 
Your kings, led away to death. You will remember 
What things I suffer, and at what men’s hands, 

80 Because I would not transgress the laws of heaven. 
[To the GuaRDSs, simply] Come: let us wait no longer. 
[Exit ANTIGONE, left, guarded. | 


Ode IV 


cHorus. All Danae’s’> beauty was locked away [Strophe 1] 
In a brazen cell where the sunlight could not come: 
A small room, still as any grave, enclosed her. 
Yet she was a princess, too, 
5 And Zeus in a rain of gold poured love upon her. 
O child, child, 
No power in wealth or war 
Or tough sea-blackened ships 
Can prevail against untiring destiny! 


10 And Dryas’ son“ also, that furious king, [Antistrophe 1] 
Bore the god’s prisoning anger for his pride: 
Sealed up by Dionysos in deaf stone, 
His madness died among echoes, 
So at the last he learned what dreadful power 
15 His tongue had mocked: 


13. Damae [dan’4 é']: a princess imprisoned by her father. 
14. Dryas’ son: Lycurgus, a king who, according to one legend, was imprisoned 
in stone by the gods for attacking Dionysos. 
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For he had profaned the revels. 
And fired the wrath of the nine 
Implacable Sisters’* that love the sound of the flute. 


And old men tell a half-remembered tale’® [Strophe 2] 
20 Of horror done where a dark ledge splits the sea 

And a double surf beats on the gray shores: 

How a king’s new woman, sick 

With hatred for the queen he had imprisoned, 

Ripped out his two sons’ eyes with her bloody hands 
25 While grinning Ares’? watched the shuttle plunge 

Four times: four blind wounds crying for revenge, 


Crying, tears and blood mingled—piteously born, [Antistrophe 2] 
Those sons whose mother was of heavenly birth! 
Her father was the god of the North Wind 
30 And she was cradled by gales, 
She raced with young colts on the glittering hills 
And walked untrammeled in the open light; 
But in her marriage deathless Fate found means 
To build a tomb like yours for all her joy. 


Scene V 


[Enter blind Teiresias, led by a boy. The opening speeches of 
TEIRESIAS Should be in singsong contrast to the realistic lines 
Of CREON. ] 


TEIRESIAS. This is the way the blind man comes, Princes, Princes, 
Lock-step, two heads lit by the eyes of one. 


CREON. What new thing have you to tell us, old Teiresias? 
TEIRESIAS. I have much to tell you: Listen to the prophet, Creon. 
5 CREON. J am not aware that I have ever failed to listen. 
TEIRESIAS, Then you have done wisely, King, and ruled well. 
CREON. I admit my debt to you. But what have you to say? 
TEIRESIAS. This, Creon: You stand once more on the edge of fate. 
CREON. What do you mean? Your words are a kind of dread. 


10 TEIRESIAS. Listen, Creon: 
I was sitting in my chair of augury,’® at the place 
Where the birds gather about me. They were all a-chatter, 


15. nine Implacable Sisters: the Muses, goddesses who inspire creativity in the 
arts and sciences. 

16. a half-remembered tale: an ancient myth about Phineas of Thrace. 

17. Ares [4r’éz]: god of war and instigator of violence and suffering. 

18. augury: practice of predicting signs and omens. 
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As is their habit, when suddenly I heard 

A strange note in their jangling, a scream, a 

Whirring fury: I knew that they were fighting, 

Tearing each other, dying 

In a whirlwind of wings clashing. And I was afraid. 

I began the rites of burned-offering at the altar. 

But Hephaestos’” failed me: Instead of bright flame. 
There was only the sputtering slime of the fat thighflesh 
Melting: The entrails dissolved in gray smoke, 

The bare bone burst from the welter. And no blaze! 


This was a sign from heaven. My boy described it, 
Seeing for me as I see for others. 


I tell you, Creon, you yourself have brought 
This new calamity upon us. Our hearths and altars 
Are stained with the corruption of dogs and carrion birds 
That glut themselves on the corpse of Oedipus’ son. 
The gods are deaf when we pray to them, their fire 
Recoils from our offering, their birds of omen 
Have no cry of comfort, for they are gorged 
With the thick blood of the dead. 
O my son, 
These are no trifles! Think: all men make mistakes, 
But a good man yields when he knows his course is wrong, 
And repairs the evil. The only crime is pride. 
Give in to the dead man, then: Do not fight with a corpse— 
What glory is it to kill a man who is dead? 
Think, I beg you: 
It is for your own good that I speak as I do. 
You should be able to yield for your own good. 


CREON. It seems that prophets have made me their especial 
province. 
All my life long 
I have been a kind of butt for the dull arrows 
Of doddering fortunetellers! 
No, Teiresias: 
If your birds—if the great eagles of God himself 
Should carry him stinking bit by bit to heaven, 
I would not yield. I am not afraid of pollution: 
No man can defile the gods. 
Do what you will, 
Go into business, make money, speculate 
In India gold or that synthetic gold from Sardis,” 
Get rich otherwise than by my consent to bury him. 
Teiresias, it is a sorry thing when a wise man 


19. Hephaestos [hi fes’tas]: god of fire and divine blacksmith. 
20. Sardis [sar/ dis]: capital of ancient Lydia in Asia Minor. 
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Sells his wisdom, lets out his words for hire! 
TEIRESIAS. Ah Creon! Is there no man left in the world— 
CREON. To do what—Come, let’s have the aphorism! 
TEIRESIAS. NO man who knows that wisdom outweighs any wealth? 
CREON. As surely as bribes are baser than any baseness. 
TEIRESIAS. You are sick, Creon! You are deathly sick! 
CREON. As you Say: It is not my place to challenge a prophet. 
TEIRESIAS. Yet you have said my prophecy is for sale. 
CREON. The generation of prophets has always loved gold. 
TEIRESIAS. The generation of kings has always loved brass. 
CREON. You forget yourself! You are speaking to your king. 
TEIRESIAS. I know it. You are a king because of me. 
CREON. You have a certain skill; but you have sold out. 
TEIRESIAS. King, you will drive me to words that— 


CREON. Say them, say them! 
Only remember: I will not pay you for them. 


TEIRESIAS. No, you will find them too costly. 


CREON. No doubt. Speak: 
Whatever you say, you will not change my will. 


TEIRESIAS. Then take this, and take it to heart! 
The time is not far off when you shall pay back 
Corpse for corpse, flesh of your own flesh. 
You have thrust the child of this world into living night, 
You have kept from the gods below the child that is theirs: 
The one in a grave before her death, the other, 
Dead, denied the grave. This is your crime: 
And the Furies’ and the dark gods of hell 
Are swift with terrible punishment for you. 


Do you want to buy me now, Creon? 
Not many days, 
And your house will be full of men and women weeping, 
And curses will be hurled at you from far 
Cities grieving for sons unburied, left to rot 
Before the walls of Thebes. 


These are my arrows, Creon: They are all for you. 


21. the Furies: three hideous, avenging spirits that pursue and punish those 
who have committed crimes, particularly against kinship and society. 
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[To Boy] But come, child: Lead me home. 

Let him waste his fine anger upon younger men. 

Maybe he will learn at last 

To control a wiser tongue in a better head. [Exit TEIRESIAS. | 


CHORAGOS. The old man has gone, King, but his words 
Remain to plague us. I am old, too, 
But I cannot remember that he was ever false. 


CREON. That is true .. . It troubles me. 
Oh it is hard to give in! But it is worse 
To risk everything for stubborn pride. 


CHORAGOS. Creon: Take my advice. 
CREON. What shall I do? 


CHORAGOS. Go quickly: free Antigone from her vault 
And build a tomb for the body of Polyneices. 


CREON. You would have me do this? 


CHORAGOS. Creon, yes! 
And it must be done at once: God moves 
Swiftly to cancel the folly of stubborn men. 


CREON. It is hard to deny the heart! But I 
Will do it: I will not fight with destiny. 


CHORAGOS. YOu must go yourself, you cannot leave it to others. 
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CREON. I will go. 
—Bring axes, servants: 
105 Come with me to the tomb. I buried her, I 
Will set her free. 
Oh guickly! 
My mind misgives— 
The laws of the gods are mighty, and a man must serve them 
To the last day of his life! [Exit cREON.] 


Paean”” 


CHORAGOS. God of many names [Stropbe 1] 


CHORUS. O Iacchos?* 
son 
of Kadmeian Semele 
O born of the Thunderer! 
Guardian of the West 
Regent 
of Eleusis’ plain*‘ 
O Prince of maenad Thebes”? 
5 and the Dragon Field”® by rippling Ismenos:?” 


CHORAGOS. God of many names [Antistrophe 1] 


CHORUS. the flames of torches 
flares on our hills 
the nymphs of Iacchos 
dance at the spring of Castalia:”° 


from the vine-close mountain 
come ah come in ivy: 


/?? sings through the streets of Thebes 


10 Evobe evohe. 


CHORAGOS. God of many names [Stropbe 2] 
CHORUS. lacchos of Thebes 
heavenly child 
of Semele, bride of the Thunderer! 


22. Paean [pé’ oan]: hymn of praise, this one to Dionysos, at whose festival the 
play was performed. 

23. Iacchos [i’2 kus]: the god Dionysos, son of the Thunderer Zeus, and 
Kadmeian Semele [kad mé’9n sem’a lé], whose father was King Kadmos, 
founder of Thebes. 

24. Eleusis’ [é loo’sis] plain: site of mysterious rites, over which Dionysos, 
under the name Iacchos, presided. 

25. maenad [mé/nad] Thebes: the city of Thebes referred to here as a 
maenad, or priestess of Dionysos. 

26. Dragon Field: field where King Kadmos was said to have planted dragon 
teeth, from which grew a race of warriors. 

27. Ismenos [is mé/nds]: small river near Thebes. 

28. Castalia: fountain on Mount Parnasos sacred to the Muses. 

29. Evobe evobe! [é v6'é]: a cry of joy. 
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The shadow of plague is upon us: 
come 
with clement feet 
oh come from Parnasos*® 
down the long slopes 
across the lamenting water. 


cHoRAGOS. Io” Fire! Chorister of the throbbing stars! 
O purest among the voices of the night! 
Thou son of God, blaze for us! 


cHORUS. Come with choric rapture of circling Maenads 
Who cry Jo lacche! 
God of many names! 


Exodos”” 


[Enter MESSENGER, /eft. | 


MESSENGER. Men of the line of Kadmos, you who live 

Near Amphion’s’® citadel: 
I cannot say 
Of any condition of human life “This is fixed, 
This is clearly good, or bad.” Fate raises up, 
And fate casts down the happy and unhappy alike: 
No man can foretell his fate. 
Take the case of Creon: 

Creon was happy once, as I count happiness: 
Victorious in battle, sole governor of the land, 
Fortunate father of children nobly born. 
And now it has all gone from him! Who can say 
That a man is still alive when his life’s joy fails? 
He is a walking dead man. Grant him rich. 
Let him live like a king in his great house: 
If his pleasure is gone, I would not give 
So much as the shadow of smoke for all he owns. 


CHORAGOS. Your words hint at sorrow; what is your news for us? 
MESSENGER. They are dead. The living are guilty of their death. 
CHORAGOS. Who is guilty? Who is dead? Speak! 


MESSENGER. Haimon. 
Haimon is dead; and the hand that killed him 
Is his own hand. 


30. Parnasos: mountain sacred to Dionysos. 

31, Io! (i’6]: Hail! Greetings! 

32. Exodos: exit or final scene, opposite of the Parades. 
33. Amphion [am fi’on]: ruler of ancient Thebes. 
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20 CHORAGOS. His father’s? or his own? 
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MESSENGER. His own, driven mad by the murder his father had 
done. 


CHORAGOS. Teiresias, Teiresias, how clearly you saw it all! 


MESSENGER. This is my news; you must draw what conclusions you can 
from it. 


CHORAGOS. But look: Eurydice, our queen: 
Has she overheard us? 


[Enter EURYDICE from the palace, center. | 


EURYDICE. I have heard something, friends: 
As I was unlocking the gate of Pallas’** shrine, 
For I needed her help today, I heard a voice 
Telling of some new sorrow. And I fainted 
There at the temple with all my maidens about me. 
But speak again; whatever it is, I can bear it: 
Grief and I are no strangers. 


MESSENGER. Dearest lady, 

I will tell you plainly all that I have seen. 
I shall not try to comfort you: What is the use, 
Since comfort could lie only in what is not true? 
The truth is always best. 

I went with Creon 
To the outer plain where Polyneices was lying, 
No friend to pity him, his body shredded by dogs. 
We made our prayers in that place to Hecate*” 
And Pluto,” that they would be merciful. And we bathed 
The corpse with holy water, and we brought 
Fresh-broken branches to burn what was left of it, 
And upon the urn we heaped up a towering barrow 
Of the earth of his own land. 

When we were done, we ran 

To the vault where Antigone lay on her couch of stone. 
One of the servants had gone ahead, 
And while he was yet far off he heard a voice 
Grieving within the chamber, and he came back 
And told Creon. And as the king went closer, 
The air was full of wailing, the words lost, 
And he begged us to make all haste. “Am I a prophet?” 
He said weeping. “And must I walk this road, 
The saddest of all that I have gone before? 
My son’s voice calls me on. Oh quickly, quickly! 


34. Pallas: Pallas Athena, goddess of wisdom and war. 
35. Hecate [hek’a té]: goddess connected with death and the Underworld. 
36. Pluto: god of the Underworld. 
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Look through the crevice there, and tell me 
If it is Haimon, or some deception of the gods!” 


We obeyed; and in the cavern’s farthest corner 
We saw her lying: 

She had made a noose of her fine linen veil 
And hanged herself. Haimon lay beside her, 
His arms about her waist, lamenting her, 

His love lost under ground, crying out 

That his father had stolen her away from him. 


When Creon saw him the tears rushed to his eyes 
And he called to him: “What have you done, child? Speak to me. 
What are you thinking that makes your eyes so strange? 
O my son, my son. I come to you on my knees!” 
But Haimon spat in his face. He said not a word, 
Staring— 
And suddenly drew his sword 
And lunged. Creon shrank back, the blade missed; and the boy, 
Desperate against himself, drove it half its length 
Into his own side and fell. And as he died 
He gathered Antigone close in his arms again, 
Choking, his blood bright red on her white cheek. 
And now he lies dead with the dead, and she is his 
At last, his bride in the houses of the dead. 


[Exit EURYDICE into the palace. | 
CHORAGOS. She has left us without a word. What can this mean? 


MESSENGER. It troubles me, too; yet she knows what is best, 
Her grief is too great for public lamentation, 
And doubtless she has gone to her chamber to weep 
For her dead son, leading her maidens in his dirge. 


CHORAGOS. It may be so; but I fear this deep silence. [Pause] 


MESSENGER. I will see what she is doing. I will go in. [Exit 
MESSENGER into the palace. | 


[Enter CREON with attendants, bearing HAIMON’s body. | 


CHORAGOS. But here is the king himself; oh look at him, 
Bearing his own damnation in his arms. 


CREON. Nothing you say can touch me any more. 
My own blind heart has brought me 
From darkness to final darkness. Here you see 
The father murdering, the murdered son— 
And all my civic wisdom! 


Haimon my son, so young, so young to die, 
I was the fool, not you; and you died for me. 
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CHORAGOS. That is the truth: but you were late in learning it. 


CREON. This truth is hard to bear. Surely a god 
Has crushed me beneath the hugest weight of heaven. 
And driven me headlong a barbaric way 
To trample out the thing I held most dear. 


The pains that men will take to come to pain! 
[Enter MESSENGER from the palace. | 


MESSENGER. The burden you carry in your hands is heavy. 
But it is not all: You will find more in your house. 


CREON. What burden worse than this shall I find there? 
MESSENGER. The queen is dead. 


CREON. O port of death, deaf world, 
Is there no pity for me? And you, angel of evil, 
I was dead, and your words are death again. 
Is it true, boy? Can it be true? 
Is my wife dead? Has death bred death? 


MESSENGER. You can see for yourself. 


[The doors are opened, and the body of EURYDICE is disclosed 
within. | 


CREON. Oh pity! 
All true, all true, and more than I can bear! 
O my wife, my son! 


MESSENGER. She stood before the altar, and her heart 
Welcomed the knife her own hand guided, 
And a great cry burst from her lips for Megareus”’ dead, 
And for Haimon dead, her sons; and her last breath 
Was a curse for their father, the murderer of her sons. 
And she fell, and the dark flowed in through her closing eyes. 


CREON. O God, I am sick with fear. 
Are there no swords here? Has no one a blow for me? 


MESSENGER. Her curse is upon you for the deaths of both. 


CREON. It is right that it should be. I alone am guilty. 
I know it, and I say it. Lead me in 
Quickly, friends. 
I have neither life nor substance. Lead me in. 


CHORAGOS. You are right, if there can be right in so much wrong. 
The briefest way is best in a world of sorrow. 


37. Megareus [meg’9a roos]: only brother of Haimon, and son of Creon and 
Eurydice. He died in the battle for Thebes. 
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CREON. Let it come, 


Let death come quickly, and be kind to me. 
I would not ever see the sun again. 


130 cHORAGOS. All that will come when it will; but we, meanwhile, 
Have much to do. Leave the future to itself. 


CREON. All my heart was in that prayer! 


CHORAGOS. Then do not pray anymore: the sky is deaf. 


CREON. Lead me away. I have been rash and foolish. 
135 I have killed my son and my wife. 
I look for comfort; my comfort lies here dead. 
Whatever my hands have touched has come to nothing. 
Fate has brought all my pride to a thought of dust. 


[As CREON is being led into the house, the CHORAGOS advances 
and speaks directly to the audience. | 


CHORAGOS. There is no happiness where there is no wisdom; 
140 No wisdom but in submission to the gods. 
Big words are always punished, 
And proud men in old age learn to be wise. 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


Prologue Through Ode Il 


Recalling 


1. 


In lines 14-25 of the Prologue, what kind of 
funeral does Antigone say Creon has given 
Eteocles? What has Creon sworn for Poly- 
neices? What penalty must those who disobey 
Creon face? 


. In lines 26-31 of the Prologue, what does An- 


tigone ask Ismene to do? In lines 36 —52 what 
reason does Ismene give for not helping her 
sister? 

In Scene | how does Creon explain his deci- 
sion regarding Polyneices? What does the 
Sentry tell him? How does Creon react? 
What opinion about Creon’s decree do Chora- 
gos and the Chorus have in Scene | and in the 
Ode between Scenes | and II? 

In Scene Il, lines 56-63, what does Antigone 
say about Creon’s decree? 

What do we learn about Antigone’s plans for 
marriage? 
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Interpreting 

7. What basic conflict is represented by the de- 
bate between Antigone and Ismene in the Pro- 
logue? What would you say is Antigone's 
error? 

8. Although convinced that he is correct, what 
might Creon actually be overlooking? What 
mistakes might he be making? 


Extending 
9. If you had to choose sides between Antigone 
and Creon now, could you? Why or why not? 


Scene Ill Through Exodos 


Recalling 
1. What are Creon’s arguments in his first long 
speech to Haimon (Scene lil, lines 11-46)? 


2. What two metaphors in lines 78-83 of Scene 
Ill does Haimon use to persuade Creon to be 
reasonable? 

3. What form of punishment does Creon an- 
nounce that he has planned for Antigone in 
Scene IV, lines 55-57? 


4. In Scene V, lines 32—40, what specific advice 
and caution does Teiresias give Creon? What 
does Creon decide to do? 

5. In two or three sentences describe the final 
outcome of the play. 


Interpreting 

6. What, according to the blind prophet Teiresias, 
is Creon’s central weakness? How has this 
weakness affected Creon’s actions and atti- 
tudes? 

7. How does Creon change by the end of the 


play? 

Extending 

8. Overall, which character moves you more—An- 
tigone or Creon? Why? 


LITERARY FOCUS 


Tragedy and the Tragic Hero 

According to the Greek philosopher Aristotle, 
the function of tragedy is to arouse in the audi- 
ence the emotions of fear and pity in order to 
produce a catharsls, or cleansing, of these emo- 
tions. The audience feels fear that misfortunes 
may befall the hero. The audience feels pity be- 
cause the hero’s fortunes gradually decline as a 
consequence of a tragic flaw, an error that 
causes the hero to commit a tragic deed and to 
suffer a reversal. The tragic situation in which the 
hero is eventually caught arises from a combina- 
tion of elements in his own character and of fate, 
or the will of the gods. The tragic hero’s courage 
in the face of an overpowering challenge is aston- 
ishing and praiseworthy and thus wins the sym- 
pathy of the audience. 


Thinking About Tragedy and the Tragic Hero 

@ Compare Antigone and Creon as classic tragic 
figures. What misfortunes does each suffer? 
What tragic flaw does each display? How does 
fate affect each? 


VOCABULARY 


Sentence Completions 

Each of the following sentences contains a 
blank with four possible words for completing the 
sentence. The words are from Antigone. Choose 
the word that completes each sentence correctly 
and that uses the word as the word is used in the 
selection. Write the number of each item and the 
letter of your choice on a separate sheet. 


1. Because of the extreme heat and the jagged, 
rocky terrain, our journey to the ancient ruins 
did not have a(n) Start. 

(a) lateral (c) headlong 
(b) guarded (d) auspicious 

2. Our guide, who had grown up here, announced 

that among the ruins the temperature 
was always lower. 

(a) furiously (c) sententiously 
(b) miserably (d) piteously 

3. Awed by the rough, still landscape and eerie 
silence, we walked along quietly and 
(a) impassively (c) bitterly 
(b) expansively (d) stealthily 

4. At the gate to the imposing ruins, | felt that 
to enter would be to a timeless law. 
(a) distress (c) absolve 
(b) trample (d) transgress 

5. | sensed at once that awesome festivals were 
once performed here for gods. 

(a) implacable (c) straying 
(b) untrammeled (d) lamenting 


COMPOSITION 


ne eee 


Writing About a Quotation 

& Creon admits, ‘My own blind heart has brought 
me / From darkness to final darkness.” Ana- 
lyze Creon’s statement. First explain in what 
sense he is blind. Then show the significance 
of Creon’s statement in the play as a whole by 
comparing his “blindness” with the “vision” of 
Antigone, Haimon, and Teiresias (who is phys- 
ically blind). For help with this assignment, see 
Lesson 5 in the Writing About Literature Hand- 
book at the back of this book. 


Composing a Dramatic Scene 

# Imagine a situation involving two characters 
who come into conflict. Both characters are un- 
yielding. Describe a brief scene in which the 
two characters have a disagreement. If you 
like, write some dialogue for the scene and act 
it out with a classmate. 


COMPARING WRITERS 


== Compare Homer's epic and Sophocles’ drama 
in terms of description: For example, which 
work uses more description? How does its 
presence or absence affect the work? Are the 
descriptions realistic or fanciful? 


soa NEE 


came 
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ANCIENT ROME 


Colosseum, amphitheater of Rome, built 
between a.p. 72 and 82. 


About 1000 B.c. the Etruscans—a people of sailors, traders, 
farmers, cattle herders, and horse tamers—settled in what we now 
call Italy. They were attracted by warm weather and rich soil; they 
found tin, iron, clay, and timber. They became, like the Greeks 
across the Adriatic Sea, a civilized people. 

Beyond these facts, the history of Italy becomes shrouded in 
legend. Supposedly, a Trojan warrior named Aeneas fled the burn- 
ing city of Troy. He led his followers across the Mediterranean to 
Africa and then northward to Italy, where he was destined to re- 
establish the glory of Troy and build a great city. Later legends tell 
of two boys, Romulus and Remus, sons of Mars, who were set adrift 
on the Tiber River by a wicked uncle, cast ashore in 753 B.C, 
nursed by a she-wolf, and raised by shepherds. Romulus is said to 
have killed his brother and then founded the village that the Etrus- 
cans developed into a city-state called Roma. The first kings of 
Roma were Etruscan, and they did much to start the city on its 
road to success—draining swamp land, building the Forum (a meet- 
ing place), and raising the walls that still distinguish the city. 

In 509 B.c., however, Rome took an extraordinary step. Break- 
ing its political connections, Rome gave up the tradition of having 
a king and created a republican form of government. Two consuls 
replaced the king; citizens participated in assemblies; heads of fam- 
ilies formed a senate. During the first years of the Republic, two 
social classes were at odds. These were the patricians, descendants 
of the founding fathers, and the plebeians, the poorer residents or 
commoners. By 367 B.c., however, new laws allowed for greater 
political equality. Indeed, during this period the Romans produced 
a legal code, the Twelve Tables, which began the sophisticated le- 
gal system that western civilization has inherited. 


The Expansion of Rome 

From before the Punic Wars with Carthage in 264 B.c. on into 
the fifth century A.D., the growth and decline of Rome was stagger- 
ing. Expanding in all directions, Rome became the vital, brutal, 
sometimes orderly, sometimes chaotic, center of the world. The 
spectacle and drama of these years have given rise to thousands of 
novels, histories, plays, poems, and films. Shakespeare immortalized 
some of the events in two of his most popular plays, Julius Caesar 
and Antony and Cleopatra. In the eighteenth century the English- 
man Edward Gibbon produced his monumental history The Decline 
and Fall of the Roman Empire. More recently George Bernard 
Shaw set his play Androcles and the Lion in Ancient Rome. 

Scenes of Ancient Rome have become part of our common her- 
itage. From the time of the Punic Wars with Carthage, we envision 
scenes of African elephants in the snow-filled mountain passes of 
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Europe as Hannibal, the Carthaginian military genius, tries to sack 
Rome from the rear. That scene is replaced by the Roman general 
Scipio leading his legions across the sands of Africa to attack Car- 
thage and defeat Hannibal himself. Perhaps the most vivid scenes 
are those of the life of Julius Caesar (102-44 B.c.): Caesar building 
a bridge across the Rhine River in what is now Germany, Caesar 
looking out across the marshy land that is now London, Caesar 
writing in his Commentaries that “all Gaul is divided into three 
parts.” We think of Caesar counseling the young Egyptian queen 
Cleopatra; finally, we think of Caesar the world-conqueror assassi- 
nated in Rome. 

After Caesar, Octavian declared himself Caesar Augustus (“re- 
vered and majestic one”) and began the Augustan Age, the golden 
age of Rome. The Republic became a memory, but Augustus and 
his successors gave the world peace for the next two hundred 
years. Dramatic changes set in around a.pD. 180. Barbarian forces be- 
gan a series of wars on Rome, especially in its far-flung provinces. 
By 410 the Visigoths were able to march on Rome itself and sack 
it. By 476 the western part of the Roman Empire had ceased to be. 
The eastern part, the Byzantine Empire, was able to remain alive 
for another thousand years. As we watch the history of Rome un- 
fold, we realize that we are seeing scene after scene of war, with 
Rome acquiring more and more power and land. We see Rome ar- 
riving in foreign lands with fire and sword and then staying to 
bring its civilization to the conquered masses. That civilization be- 
gan as a stern and hard way of life; later it became more luxurious, 
more cosmopolitan, more self-destructive. 


Life in Ancient Rome 


Roman life began with a commitment to deities who were 
thought to inhabit everything in nature. To the early Romans reli- 
gion was a contract: If people fulfilled their religious obligations, 
the gods would help them. Thus ritual became important and dom- 
inated public and private life. 

In public life the focal unit was the army; after victories, com- 
manders made majestic offerings to the gods. The army was highly 
trained, strictly disciplined; it was, after all, the means of control- 
ling the world. In private life the family was the center. Children 
were taught obedience and respect for their parents and devotion 
to the gods. The early Romans produced men who were vigorous, 
moral, and authoritarian. As the poet Virgil said: “We carry our 
children to the streams and harden them in the bitter, icy water; 
as boys they spend wakeful nights over the chase and tire out the 
whirlwind; but in manhood, unwearied by toil and trained to pov- 
erty, they subdue the soil with their plows and shake towns in 
war.” 

As Rome evolved, the Roman character changed, as did the 
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quality of Roman society. With exposure to the advanced culture 
of Greece and with the enormous wealth won from conquered 
lands, Romans began to demand finer things and expect luxuries— 
statues, paintings, silks, jewelry, gold. Once devoted to the useful, 
Romans became addicted to the decorative and the wasteful. The 
Colosseum, the huge amphitheater, was used for gladiatorial games; 
the Circus Maximus saw chariot races; temples, public baths, pools, 
and gymnasiums made Rome a city of pleasure for the rich, though 
many Romans remained miserably poor, living in tenements that 
were firetraps. All the well-built roads of the empire did indeed 
lead to Rome. However, internally and externally, Rome had over- 
extended itself. 


Roman Literature 

Latin literature may be said to begin about 250 B.c. with the 
translation of Greek works—Homer’s Odyssey, for example—into 
Latin. The poet Graeus Naevius (270—201 B.c.) was the first to pro- 
duce Latin literature that did not lean on a Greek model, and so 
we can formally date the birth of Latin literature with him. How- 
ever, if we recall the influence of the comedies of Plautus (254- 
184 B.c.) and Terence (195-159 B.c.) on English drama, we can 
say that Latin literature began with these two playwrights. 

The comedies of Plautus and Terence burst upon the world 
with a new attitude toward drama—pure entertainment. The com- 
edies of Aristophanes were entertaining, of course, but they were 
also designed to criticize, to satirize, to make a point. Plautus and 
Terence do not dwell on ideas or great themes; they rely on fun 
and on innately hilarious situations involving such stock comic 
characters as the tricky servant, the fake, the boaster. 

Cato the Elder (234-149 B.c.) wrote the first Latin history of 
Rome and also developed the art of public speaking, oratory. This 
major form of Latin literature was later practiced brilliantly by Cic- 
ero (106—43 B.c.). 

Poetry in the Augustan Age is one of the glories of world lit. 
erature. Catullus (84—54 B.c.) produced intense love lyrics. Lucre- 
tius (94-55 B.c.), in De Rerum Natura (“On the Nature of 
Things”), set forth the philosophy of Epicurus, which was based on 
finding individual happiness. The greatest poet of the age was Vir- 
gil, whose Aeneid stands as a monument to Roman civilization. Vir- 
gil also wrote pastoral poems, the Eclogues and Georgics, that are 
as lyrical and charming as the Aeneid is grand. Virgil’s friend Hor- 
ace (65-8 B.c.) produced lyric masterpieces in his Odes, and Ovid 
(43 B.c~—a.D. 17) is remembered for his Metamorphoses, which still 
endures today as an entertaining reference work to both Greek and 
Roman mythology. 
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Virgil 70-19 B.C. 


Rome’s greatest poet, Publius Vergilius Maro (known to us as Virgil), 
was born near the village of Andes’in northern Italy. At the age of 
seventeen, Virgil went to study oratory and philosophy in Rome, 
where he became friends with men who were to play important 
roles in the development of the Roman Empire. Although he himself 
did not participate in military or political affairs, he was throughout 
his life close to those in power. 

Virgil’s first collection, ten pastoral poems called the Eclogues, 
was followed by the Georgics, a poetic account of the countryside 
and rural life that he loved. When he was forty, at the peak of his 
career, Virgil began work on the Aeneid [iné’id], in which he sought 
to express Rome’s greatness and destiny by glorifying its legendary 
origins. Nine years later, with the Aeneid almost completed, he 
contracted a fever while returning from a trip to Greece. Protesting 
that the poem still needed three years of revision, Virgil requested 
before he died that the manuscript be burned. Emperor Augustus 
denied the request and published the Aeneid posthumously. 

Unlike the /liad and the Odyssey, which Homer composed in the 
tradition of oral storytelling, the Aeneid is a consciously literary work, 
written to be read as well as heard. On the other hand, the Aeneid 
resembles the /liad in having a hero who fights battles and the 
Odyssey in having a hero who undertakes long journeys. 
Furthermore, Virgil imitated Homer’s meter, use of epithets, and 
portrayal of the gods as manipulative. The Aeneid fuses elements of 
the Homeric epics to create the story of Aeneas, the legendary Trojan 
prince who escapes from Troy when it is destroyed by the Greeks. 
Directed by the gods to found a new city that will eventually rule 
the world, Aeneas sets off with his aged father and young son. He 
eventually lands on the North African coast, where he is welcomed 
by the queen of Carthage, Dido, who falls in love with him as he 
tells her and her court about the fall of Troy. Despite his love for 
Dido, Aeneas continues his search and finally founds the city that will 
fulfill his and his people’s destiny. The following excerpt tells of how 
the Greeks destroyed Troy and of Aeneas’ departure from Troy. 
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The Trojan Horse, print after a painting by Henri Motte. 


Virgil 


from the Aeneid 
Translated by C. Day Lewis 


CHARACTERS 


Greeks 


ACHILLES: leader of the Myrmidons, greatest of the Greek warriors 
ULYSSES [0 lis’éz]: Latin name for Odysseus, Greek leader and hero of the Trojan War 


Trojans 


AENEAS [i né/as]: Trojan warrior who tells the story in first person 
ANCHISES: Aeneas’ father 

ASCANIUS: son of Aeneas and Creusa 

CASSANDRA: Trojan princess whose prophecies are not believed 
CREUSA: Aeneas’ wife 

LAOCOON [14 ok’6 on’): Trojan priest 

PRIAM: Troy’s king 


Goddesses 


ATHENA: Greek goddess of war and wisdom 
JUNO: queen of the gods and enemy of the Trojans 
MINERVA: Roman goddess of wisdom, identified with the Greek goddess Athena 


20 


25 


from Book II 


All fell silent now, and their faces were all attention 
When from his place of honor Aeneas began to speak: 


O queen, the griefs you bid me reopen are inexpressible— 

The tale of Troy, a rich and a most tragic empire 

Erased by the Greeks; most piteous events I saw with my own 
eyes 

And played no minor part in. What Myrmidon or Thessalian,’ 

What soldier of fell Ulysses” could talk about such events 

And keep from tears? Besides, the dewy night drops fast 

From heaven, and the declining stars invite to sleep. 

But if you want so much to know what happened to us 

And hear in brief a recital of Troy’s last agony, 

Although the memory makes me shudder, and shrink from its 
sadness, 

I will attempt it. 


Broken in war and foiled by fate, 
With so many years” already slipping away, the Greek staff 
Constructed a horse, employing the craft of the goddess Athena*— 
It was high as a hill, and its ribs were made from planks of 
pinewood— 
To pay for their safe return to Greece, they pretended: this 
rumor 
Got round. But, choosing warriors by lot, they secretly 
Put them in on the blind side of the horse, until its vast 
And cavernous belly was crammed with a party of armed men. 


In sight of Troy there’s an island, a well-known island, Tenedos— 
Rich and powerful it was, while Priam’s empire’ stood; 

Now, little but a bay, a roadstead unsafe for shipping. 

Thither the Greeks sailed out, and hid on its desolate coast. 

This was evacuation, we thought—they had sailed for Greece. 

So all Troy threw off the chains of her long anguish. 

We opened the gates, we enjoyed visiting the Greek camp, 
Viewing the derelict positions on the abandoned beaches. 

Here the Dolopes® camped; there, ferocious Achilles: 


1. Myrmidon [mur’mo don’] or Thessalian [the s4’lé an]: Greek soldiers from 
armies of Thessaly in northern Greece; the Myrmidons were led by the great 
warrior Achilles. 

2. Ulysses [i lis’ éz]: Latin form of Odysseus, Greek leader and hero of the 
Trojan War, described here as fell, cruel or savage. 

3. SO many years: It is the tenth and last year of the Trojan War. 

4. Athena: Greek goddess of wisdom and war. 

5. Priam’s empire: Troy, of which Priam was king. 

6. Dolopes [d6’lo péz|: Greeks from Dolopians, a region bordering Thessaly on 
the southwest. 
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35 


40 


45 


50 


Here was beached their navy, and here the battle raged. 

Some of us gaped at the gift—so deadly—the Greeks had left for 

Minerva,’ and its stupendous bulk. Thymoetes’ first, 

Either from treachery or because Troy’s fate now was sealed, 

Urged that the horse be brought through the walls and placed in 
our citadel. 

But Capys’ and all those of sounder views recommended 

Hurling it into the sea or setting fire to it, as some 

Booby-trap of the Greeks and not to be trusted—or else 

Boring holes in its belly to see what might be inside it. 

So the rank and file were violently torn between contraries. 

Then out in front of them all, hundreds straggling behind him, 

In a great temper Laocoon” came tearing down from the citadel, 

Crying from far: 


Citizens, are you all stark mad? 

Do you really believe our foes are gone? Do you imagine 

Any Greek gift is guileless? Is that your idea of Ulysses? 

This thing of wood conceals Greek soldiers, or else it is 

A mechanism designed against our walls—to pry into 

Our homes and to bear down on the city; sure, some trick 

Is there. No, you must never feel safe with the horse, Trojans. 

Whatever it is, I distrust the Greeks, even when they are 
generous. 

He spoke: he put forth his strength, and spun his huge great 
spear 

At the flank of the monster, right into its belly’s rounded frame. 

The spear stuck quivering; the hollow womb of the creature 

Grunted at the concussion and rumbled hollowly. 

If destiny, if our own will had not been so contrary, 

Laocoon would have made us rip open that cache of Greek 
troops— 

There’d still be a Troy—O topless towers, you'd be standing 
now!... 


“Bring the horse to Minerva’s shrine! Pray for her goodwill!” 
All of our people shouted. 


7. Mimerva: Roman goddess of wisdom, identified with the Greek goddess 
Athena. ~~ 

8. Thymoetes [thi mé’téz]: Trojan elder and adviser of Priam. 

9. Capys [kap’is]: Trojan suspicious of the wooden horse; he later fled from 
Troy with Aeneas. 

10. Laocoon [14 ok’6 on’]: After warning the Trojans against the wooden horse, 
Laocoon, a Trojan priest, was killed with his two sons by two enormous sea 
serpents. 
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75 


8G 


85 


We cut into our walls,"’ laid open the heart of the city. 

Everyone set about the task: we inserted rollers 

Under its hooves, put hawsers of hemp around its neck, 

And strained. The disastrous engine’? was jockeyed over our walls, 

An army in its womb. Boys and unmarried maidens 

Escorted it, singing psalms, joyfully gripping the traces. 

The menace mounts, comes trundling into the city center. 

O, my country! O Ilium,’® home of the gods! O Troy town, 

Famous through war! Four times the monster stopped, just where 
the entrance 

Was, and every time the accouterments”* clanged in its belly. 

Yet we persevered, with never a thought—we were madly 
blind— 

Until we had lodged the ominous thing in our holy place. 

Then, to cap all, Cassandra'* opened her mouth for prophecy— 

She whom her god had doomed to be never believed by the 
Trojans. 

But we poor fools, whose very last day it was, festooned 

The shrines of the gods with holiday foliage all over the city. 


So now the sky rolled round, and night raced up from the ocean 

Voluminously shrouding the earth and heaven’s vault 

And the villainous scheme of the Greeks. Not a sound from the 
Trojans, supine 

Along the walls, tired out, in the embrace of sleep. 

And now the main Greek army was moving from Tenedos 

In fleet formation, under the favoring silences 

Of a quiet moon, toward the coast they knew so well. 

Their leading galley had signaled with flame: Sinon, protected 

By fate’s injustice, stealthily unlocked the wooden horse 

And let the Greeks out from its belly. The horse disgorged, the 
men 

Burst reveling forth from its hollow flank into the fresh air— 

Thessander and Sthenelus in the lead, with Ulysses the terrible, 

Sliding down a rope they had lowered—Acamas, Thoas, 

Neoptolemus son of Peleus, Machaon and Menelaus, 

And Epeus—the man who had actually built the clever 
contraption. 


11. We . . . walls: The Trojans had been convinced by Sinon (si/non], a 
pretended Greek deserter, that if they could succeed in getting the huge horse 
into their city, Troy would rule Europe. 

12. engine: here, evil contrivance. 

13. Hium [il’é 9m]: another name for Troy. 

14. accouterments [9 kO0’tar monts]}: arms and armor. 

15. Cassandra: Trojan princess, sister of Hector; when she rejected the love of 
Apollo, he punished her by giving her the gift of prophecy with the curse that 
she would never be believed. 
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190 


105 


110 


115 


They broke out over a city drowned in drunken sleep; 
They killed the sentries and then threw open the gates, admitting 
Their main body, and joined in the prearranged plan of attack. .. . 


The Trojan Hector, bloodied and mutilated after being killed 
by the Greek Achilles, appears to Aeneas in a dream. He advises 
Aeneas to take his family and flee because the fall of Troy is in- 
evitable and imminent. Awakening to find Troy in flames, 
Aeneas arms himself and rushes out to fight. Following the Greek 
soldiers to Priam’s palace, he witnesses the destruction of the pal- 
ace and the murder of Priam on his own altar by Pyrrbus, 
Achilles’ son, Before he dies, Priam reminds Aeneas of his father, 
to whose house he now returns in an effort to save his family. 


When I reached the door of my father’s house, the ancestral 
Home, my father Anchises, whom first I looked for, wishing 
To get him away first to the safety of the hills—Anchises 
Flatly refused to prolong his life, now Troy was finished, 
Or to endure exile. He said: 


O you, whose blood 

Is in the prime, who are strong enough to stand on your own 
feet, 

Do you try for escape! 

But as for me, if the gods had meant me to go on living, 

They’d have preserved this place. Enough, more than enough 

To have seen Troy ruined once and once have survived her 
capture. 

Bid me farewell and leave, O leave this body of mine 

Where it is! I shall find death in action. The foe will slay me 

For pity, or spoils. And to bury me—that will not cost them 
much. 

For years now I have been lingering, obnoxious to heaven and 
useless 

To mankind, ever since the ruler of gods and men 

Blasted me with the searing breath of his levin-flash.'° 


So he went on saying. We could not shift him, although 

We implored him with floods of tears—I, and my wife Creusa, 
Ascanius'’ and the whole household—not to ruin everything, 
Not to add his weight to the doom which was heavy upon us, 
He refused: obstinately he clung to his house and his purpose. 
Once again I am moved to fight, yearning for death in my misery, 
Since neither luck nor forethought offered a way out now. 


16. levin-flash: lightning-flash. 
17. Ascanius [as ka’né as]: son of Aeneas and Creusa. 
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“Father,” I said, “did you really think I could run away 

And leave you? Did so shameful a notion escape your lips? 

If it’s the will of heaven that nothing be left of our city, 

And if your mind’s made up that you and your family 

Shall perish, as well as Troy, a door to that death is wide open: 

Pyrrhus is coming, all bathed in Priam’s blood; he loves 

Butchering sons in front of their fathers, fathers at the altar. 

Was it for this, dear mother, you fetched me through fire and 
steel, 

That I should witness the enemy right in our house, witness 

Ascanius and my father and my Creusa beside them 

Lying slaughtered here in one another’s blood? 

To arms, my men! To arms! Their last hour calls the conquered. 

Send me back to the Greeks! Let me go back and renew 

The fight! It must never be said we died unavenged this day!” 


My sword was at my side again; I was fitting my left arm 
Through the strap of my shield, and on my way out of the house, 
When Creusa clung to me at the door, gripping my ankles, 
Holding littke Ascanius up to his father, and crying: 


If it’s deathwards you go, take us with you! O take us, and 
come what may! 


But if your experience tells you that something is to be gained by 
Fighting, protect this house first! Think what you’re leaving 
us to— 
Ascanius, your father, and me who loved to be called your wife 
once! 


Loudly she cried these words, and filled the house with her crying. 
Just then a miracle happened, a wonderful miracle. 

Imagine it!—our hands and our sad eyes were upon 

Ascanius, when we beheld a feathery tongue of flame 

Luminously alight on his head, licking the soft curls 

With fire that harmed them not, and playing about his temples. 
Anxious, in great alarm, his mother and I hurried to 

Beat out, put out with water, that holy blaze on his hair. 

But father Anchises, greatly heartened, lifted his eyes up, 

Stretched up his hands to heaven, with words of prayer, saying: 


O god omnipotent, if any prayers can sway you, 
Give ear to mine. One thing I ask: if by our goodness 
We have deserved it, grant your aid, confirm this omen! 


The old man had hardly spoken when from our left hand came 
A sudden crash of thunder, and a shooting star slid down 
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The sky’s dark face, drawing a trail of light behind it. 

We watched that star as it glided high over the palace roof, 

And blazing a path, buried its brightness deep in the woods of 

Ida;'® when it was gone, it left in its wake a long furrow 

Of light, and a sulphurous smoke spread widely over the terrain. 

That did convince my father. He drew himself upright, 

Addressed the gods above, and worshipped the heaven-sent star: 

No more, no more lingering! I follow, I’m there, where you guide 
me! 

Gods of our fathers, guard this family, guard my grandson! 

This sign is yours, and Troy is still in your heavenly keeping. 

Yea, I consent. I refuse no longer, my son, to go with you. 


He had spoken; and now more clearly over the town the fire’s roar 

Was heard, and nearer rolled the tide of its conflagration. 

“Quick, then, dear father,” I said, ‘‘climb onto my back, and J will 

Carry you on my shoulders—that’s a burden will not be 
burdensome. 

However things turn out, at least we shall share one danger, 

One way of safety, both of us. Let little Ascanius walk 

Beside me, and Creusa follow my steps at a distance. 

And you, servants, pay careful attention to what I shall tell you. 

AS you go out of the city, you come to a mound with an ancient 

Temple of Ceres’? upon it, secluded; nearby, an old cypress 

Stands, which for many years our fathers preserved in reverence. 

Let this be our rendezvous: we'll get there by different routes. 

Do you, my father, carry the sacred relics and home-gods: 

Sinful for me to touch them, when I have just withdrawn 

From battle, with blood on my hands, until in running water 

I am purified. 


With these words, I laid the pelt of a tawny lion 

For covering over my broad shoulders and bowed neck; 
Then stooped to lift my burden: Ascanius twined his fingers 
In mine, hurrying to keep up with his father’s longer stride. 
My wife came on behind. We fared on, hugging the shadows. 


I, who just now had faced the enemy volleys, the Greeks’ 
Concentrated attack, without turning a hair—I was scared by 
Every breeze, alarmed by every sound, so strung up 

Was I with anxiety for my burden and my companion. 


18. Ida [i/da]: mountain in a region near Troy, from which Zeus, the king of the 
gods, often watched and directed the progress of the Trojan War. 

19. Ceres [sé’réz]: Roman goddess of grain and harvest; associated with the 
Greek goddess Demeter. 
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And now I was nearing the gates and thinking that we had made it, 
When on a sudden there came to my ears the sound of many 
Footsteps—or so it seemed. Then, peering into the gloom, 
My father exclaimed: 
Run! They’re upon us! Run, Aeneas! 
I can see the shine of their shields and the bronze accoutrements winking. 


Well, I panicked. My wits were fuddled, were snatched away 
By some malignant prompting. For even as I darted off 

Into byways, off my course among streets I knew not—O god, 
The anguish of it!—_my wife Creusa, fate took her—did she 
Stop there? or lose her way? Did she sink down in exhaustion? 
We never knew. We never set eyes on her again. 

I did not look back for the lost one, I did not give her a thought 
Until we had reached the mound, the ancient, hallowed place 
Of Ceres. Here at last, when all were assembled, one was 
Missing, one had denied husband and son her company. 

I was out of my mind. What mortal, what god did I not curse? 
In all the city’s ruin what bitterer thing did I see? 
Commending Ascanius, Anchises and the Teucrian*’ home-gods 
To my friends’ care, and hiding them deep in the hollow vale, 
I put on my shining armor, I made for the city once more. 

To reconstruct those events, to retrace our path through Troy 
And expose my life to its perils again—that was my purpose. 


For a start, I returned to the shadowed gate in the city wall 

By which I had sallied forth, noting my tracks and following them 
Back through the night, straining my eyes to scan them. Everywhere 
Dread and the sheer silence reduced my courage to nothing. 

Next, I went home, in case—just on the chance that she might have 
Gone there. The Greeks had broken in, the whole house was occupied. 
That instant, gluttonous fire was fanned by the draught right up to 
The roof top; flames burst out there, the blast of the heat roared skywards. 
I went on, to revisit Priam’s house and the citadel. 

Here, in the empty colonnades of Juno’s”’ sanctuary, 

Phoenix” and fell Ulysses were engaged on the duty allotted them, 
Guarding the loot. To this point from all over Troy had plunder, 
Salvaged from burning shrines, been brought: tables of gods, 

Solid gold bowls and looted vestments were being piled up here 

In heaps. Children and frightened mothers were standing about 

In a long queue. 


20. Teucrian [too’kré an]: another name for Trojan, from Teucer, first king of 
Troy. 

21. Juno: queen of the gods and enemy of the Trojans; she is a most appropriate 
guardian for the triumphant Greeks. 

22. Phoenix [fé’niks]: Greek warrior and foster father of Achilles. 
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I dared (you will hardly believe it) to call out loud through the gloom 
And fill the streets with shouting: sadly I cried “Creusa!’’— 
Called to her over and over again, but it was no good. 


As I roamed on that endless, frenzied search through the city buildings, 
There appeared before my eyes a piteous phantom, yes, 

The very ghost of Creusa—a figure larger than life. 

I was appalled: my hair stood on end, and my voice stuck 

In my throat. It was she who spoke then, and thus relieved my pain: 


Darling husband, it’s madness of you to indulge your grief 
Like this. These happenings are part of the divine 

Purpose. It was not written that you should bring Creusa 
Away with you; the great ruler of heaven does not allow it. 
For you, long exile is destined, broad tracts of sea to be furrowed; 
Then you will reach Hesperia,’> where Lydian Tiber?’ flows 
Gently through a land in good heart, and good men live. 
There, your affairs will prosper; a kingdom, a royal bride 
Await you. No more tears now for your heart’s love, Creusa: 
I shall not see the proud halls of the Myrmidons or Dolopes, 
Nor work as a slave for Greek women—I, who am Dardan”* 
And daughter-in-law to the goddess Venus.”° 

No, the great Mother of the gods is going to keep me here. 
Good-by, Aeneas. Cherish our love in the son it gave us. 


With these words, though I wept and had so much to say 

To her, she left me, fading out into thin air. 

Three times I tried to put my arms round her neck, and three times 
The phantom slipped my hands, my vain embrace: it was like 
Grasping a wisp of wind or the wings of a fleeting dream. 

So in the end I went back to my friends, the night being over. 

I was astonished to find, when I got there, a great number 

Of new arrivals come in, both women and men, a sorry 

Concourse of refugees assembled for exile. From all sides 

They’d rendezvous’d, their minds made up, their belongings ready 
For me to lead them wherever I wished across the sea. 

And now was the dawn star rising over the ridges of Ida, 

Bringing another day. The Greeks were holding the gates of 

The city in force. Troy was beyond all hope of aid. 

I accepted defeat, picked up my father and made for the mountains. 


23. Hesperia [hes pér’é 4]: land of the evening or land in the west; Italy. 

24. Lydian Tiber: Tiber River, second longest in Italy. It bordered a territory 
settled by people from ancient Lydia and was therefore often called Lydian. 

25. Dardan [dar’doan]: Trojan, that is, one of the race of Trojans begun by 
Dardanus, founder of Troy. 

26. Venus: Roman goddess of love, counterpart of the Greek goddess Aphrodite; 
mother of Aeneas. 
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STUDY QUESTIONS 


Recalling 

1. Describe in detail how the Greeks used the 
wooden horse to defeat Troy. 

2. List all the Trojan opinions in favor of and op- 
posed to letting the wooden horse into Troy. 

3. What two courses of action are open to 
Aeneas when he returns to his home? What 
decision does he finally make? What event 
sways him at the last moment? 

4. What and whom does Aeneas take with him 
from Troy? Who is left behind? Why? 


Interpreting 

5. Why does the Greek strategy involving the 
wooden horse work? 

6. How does fate influence Aeneas’ departure? 


Extending 

7. When Aeneas again prepares to fight the 
Greeks on the night of Troy’s fall, his wife, 
Creusa, begs him to consider first her and 
their young son, Ascanius. Compare this 
scene with the scene in the //iad where An- 
dromache pleads with Hector. What values 
and feelings do the two scenes have in com- 
mon? How do they differ? 


VIEWPOINT 


The classics scholar Wendell Clausen argues 
that we are moved by the Aeneid in part because 


its larger structure . . . enlists our sympa- 
thy on the side of loneliness, suffering, and 
defeat. For it is the paradox of the Aeneid, 
the surprise of its greatness, that a poem 
which celebrates the achievement of an ex- 
emplary hero and the founding of Rome it- 
self should be a long history of defeat and 
loss. Aeneas finally wins—for that is his 
fate—but he wins at a terrible cost... . 


1. As Aeneas telis of the fall of Troy, do you feel 
sympathy for him? Why or why not? 


2. Does your feeling change with the knowledge 
that Aeneas himself will live to found Rome? 

3. Referring to particular details, tell how this se- 
lection supports the theme of ultimate victory 
through defeat and terrible loss. 


VOCABULARY 


Word Origins 

Many words come to English from Latin, the 
language of the Romans who occupied Britain 
and, later, of the medieval church. Using a good 
dictionary, look up the following words from the 
translation of the Aeneid, and explain their ori- 
gins. Also explain their meanings as they are 
used in the selection. 


1. derelict 7. obstinately 

2. ferocious 8. luminously 

3. concussion 9. omnipotent 

4. voluminously 10. conflagration 

5. supine 11. malignant 

6. obnoxious 12. sanctuary 
COMPOSITION 


Writing About Theme 

& Show how Virgil illuminates his theme in the 
excerpt from the Aeneid. First write a sentence 
that states the excerpt’s theme. Then explain 
how Virgil develops that theme through char- 
acterization, setting, events, point of view, 
and tone. For help with this assignment, see 
Lesson 6 in the Writing About Literature Handbook 
at the back of this book. 


Writing a First-Person Narrative 

@ Tell a story from the point of view of one of 
the soldiers inside the wooden horse when it 
is dragged into Troy. Imagine that soldier’s 
feelings as the Trojans debate whether to 
destroy the horse or to take it into Troy. 
Describe the atmosphere inside the horse as 
the soldiers feel the Trojans pulling them into 
the city, where the surprise attack will occur. 
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Ovid 435 B.C.-A.D. 17 


Born in the later years of the Augustan Empire into a wealthy 
landowning family, Publius Ovidius Naso (Ovid) studied law and 
rhetoric in Rome, where he later did considerable public service. 
Preferring society and poetry to politics and law, however, Ovid 
delighted the Roman socialites with his brilliant and forthright love 
poetry. The Amores and the Art of Love provided advice and 
described strategies for lovers’ intrigues. The Heroides, fictitious love 
letters from legendary women, revealed Ovid’s sensitivity to women’s 
feelings and his sympathetic understanding of love. Ovid's auspicious 
career came to an abrupt halt in a.p. 8, when, for reasons that 
remain obscure, Emperor Augustus exiled him to the remote town of 
Tomis on the Black Sea. 

At the time of his exile, Ovid was completing the Metamorphoses 
[met’a mdr’ fa séz], his great poem based on the Greek and Roman 
myths. He continued to write poetry, including some efforts to 
persuade Augustus to pardon him. In these he failed; he died in 
exile at the age of sixty without ever seeing his beloved Rome again. 

Ovid said of himself at the end of the Metamorphoses, “1 shall be 
read, and through all centuries,/If prophecies of bards are ever to 
be truthful,/1 shall be living, always.” The prophecy was correct: The 
Metamorphoses has been a source of inspiration for poets and 
painters from the Middle Ages to the present; Chaucer, Dante, 
Shakespeare, Milton, Dryden, and, more recently, modern poets such 
as Yeats and Eliot all acknowledge Ovid's influence. A poem of 
nearly twelve thousand lines, the Metamorphoses is a collection of 
stories about all kinds of transformations, or metamorphoses, that 
occur in the myths. These stories begin with the transformation of 
chaos into an ordered universe and end with Ovid’s fanciful 
transformation of Julius Caesar into a blazing star. One of the most 
touching metamorphoses occurs in the story of Daedalus, which 
follows. Daedalus [ded’alas] is the legendary craftsman and architect 
who has been held prisoner with his son, Icarus, on the island of 
Crete in the Mediterranean. They are prisoners of King Minos, who 
wants to prevent them from revealing the secret of the labyrinth, or 
maze, that Daedalus had built for the king. 
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Ovid 


from the Metamorphoses 


Translated by Rolphe Humphries 


from Book 8, The Story of Daedalus and Icarus 


Homesick for homeland, Daedalus hated Crete 
And his long exile there, but the sea held him. 
“Though Minos blocks escape by land or water,” 
Daedalus said, “surely the sky is open, 
& And that’s the way we’ll go. Minos’ dominion 
Does not include the air.” He turned his thinking 
Toward unknown arts, changing the laws of nature. 
He laid out feathers in order, first the smallest, =\\ 
A little larger next it, and so continued, | Ss 
i) The way that panpipes’ rise in gradual sequence. 
He fastened them with twine and wax, at middle, 
At bottom, so, and bent them, gently curving, 
So that they looked like wings of birds, most surely. 
_ And Icarus, his son, stood by and watched him, “Vy ‘ 
is Not knowing he was dealing with his downfall, y ik 
Stood by and watched and raised his shiny face 
To let a feather, light as down, fall on it, 
Or stuck his thumb into the yellow wax, 


1. panpipes: primitive musical instruments consisting of a series of 
reeds or pipes of increasing length. 
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Fooling around, the way a boy will, always, 
Whenever a father tries to get some work done. 
Still, it was done at last, and the father hovered, 
Poised, in the moving air, and taught his son: 

“I warn you, Icarus, fly a middle course: 

Don’t go too low, or water will weigh the wings down; 
Don’t go too high, or the sun’s fire will burn them. 
Keep to the middle way. And one more thing, 

No fancy steering by star or constellation, 

Follow my lead!” That was the flying lesson. 

And now to fit the wings to the boy’s shoulders. 
Between the work and warning the father found 
His cheeks were wet with tears, and his hands trembled. 
He kissed his son (Good-by, if he had known it), 
Rose on his wings, flew on ahead, as fearful 

As any bird launching the little nestlings 

Out of high nest into thin air. Keep on, 

Keep on, he signals, follow me! He guides him 

In flight—O fatal art!—and the wings move 

And the father looks back to see the son’s wings moving. 
Far off, far down, some fisherman is watching 

As the rod dips and trembles over the water, 

Some shepherd rests his weight upon his crook, 
Some plowman on the handles of the plowshare, 
And all look up, in absolute amazement, 

At those airborne above. They must be gods! 

They were over Samos,’ Juno’s® sacred island, 
Delos and Paros toward the left, Lebinthus 

Visible to the right, and another island, 

Calymne, rich in honey. And the boy 

Thought This is wonderful! and left his father, 
Soared higher, higher, drawn to the vast heaven, 
Nearer the sun, and the wax that held the wings 
Melted in that fierce heat, and the bare arms 

Beat up and down in air, and lacking oarage 

Took hold of nothing. Father! he cried, and Father! 
Until the blue sea hushed him, the dark water 

Men call the Icarian now. And Daedalus, 

Father no more, called “Icarus, where are you! 
Where are you, Icarus? Tell me where to find you!” 
And saw the wings on the waves and cursed his talents, 
Buried the body in a tomb, and the land 

Was named for Icarus.* 


2. Samos [sa’mos], Delos [dé’los], Paros [par’os|, Lebinthus [leb in’ thas|, 
Calymne [ko lim/’né]: islands in the Aegean Sea. 

3. Juno’s: referring to the Roman queen of the gods. 

4. land. . . Iearus: the Aegean island of Icaria. 
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STUDY QUESTIONS 


Recalling 

1. Why must Daedalus change the laws of na- 
ture? What means does he employ for his es- 
cape? 

2. What warning does Daedalus give his son? 
What simile in lines 32—35 describes Daeda- 
lus’ paternal feelings? 

3. What does Icarus do in disobedience of his fa- 
ther? Why? What are the consequences of his 
disobedience? 


Interpreting 

4. What two transformations occur in this story? 

5. What moral can be drawn from Daedalus’ ad- 
vice to ‘fly a middle course’? 


Extending 

6. The fisherman, the shepherd, and the plow- 
man, seeing Daedalus and Icarus flying, think 
they must be gods. In what ways is Daedalus 
like a god? What price does he pay for these 
gifts? What does the myth imply about human 
pride and humility? 


LITERARY FOCUS 
Greek Mythology 

A myth is an anonymous traditional story with 
its roots in cultural folk beliefs that rely on the su- 
pernatural to explain the mysteries of the world. 
While not attempting to be rational or scientific, 
myths do help us to grapple with our perceptions 
of humankind and the world. All mythologies re- 
volve around ideas of cosmic creation, supernat- 
ural power, birth, death, and humanity's existence 
in the universe. 

Greek mythology collects stories told by the 
ancient Greeks about their gods, ancestors, and 
legendary heroes. Reflecting the high-spirited and 
beauty-loving character of their creators, the 
Greek myths glorify the best in human beings. Al- 
though the gods, who are represented mainly as 
powerful and immortal men and women, may be 
capricious, they are seldom downright evil. Like 


mortals, they are susceptible to emotions and are 
capable of being flattered or enraged. 

In their gallery of mythological characters and 
stories, the Greeks left a heritage that has been 
a source of artistic inspiration to succeeding gen- 
erations. The first people influenced by the Greek 
myths were the Romans, who adopted the Greek 
gods and goddesses, changing many of their 
names. 


Thinking About Greek Mythology 

© How does the myth of Daedalus reflect at the 
same time the classical admiration for spectac- 
ular human achievement and a wholesome re- 
spect for moderation in all things? 


COMPOSITION 


Applying a Statement About Literature 

i Ovid has been called a master storyteller. 
Show how that evaluation of Ovid applies to 
“Daedalus and Icarus.” First explain what a 
master storyteller must be. Then show Ovid’s 
mastery in this particular story. You might con- 
sider the plot (including the ‘‘hints’’ Ovid drops 
about its conclusion and the buildup to the cli- 
max) and the characters (including qualities 
that make Daedalus and Icarus seem human). 
For help with this assignment, refer to Lesson 
9 in the Writing About Literature Handbook at 
the back of this book. 


Writing Drama 

® Write a dramatic sketch about a person who 
has the opportunity to do something new. Ex- 
amine the conflict that arises between being 
safe and taking a risk. How does one choose? 


COMPARING WRITERS 


& Both Virgil and Ovid are concerned with the 
place and purpose of humanity in the universe 
and with overconfidence. How does each view 
the consequences of too much confidence? 
How do the contexts of their stories differ? 
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EUROPE 


THE 
MEDIEVAL 
PERIOD 


500-1500 


The great civilizations of Ancient Greece 
and Rome are usually taken as the start- 
ing points of western culture. Although 
these civilizations encompassed vast ter- 
ritories, their intellectual, political, and 
creative centers were two cities—Ath- 
ens and Rome. Following the collapse of 
the Roman Empire in the fifth century, 
however, western civilization took a rad- 
ically different course. 

Over the continent of Europe, new 
nations began to emerge, each with a 
distinctive culture. Many different cities 
established themselves; no single one 
maintained absolute control, A variety of 
vernacular languages began to develop. 
These were the languages actually spo- 
ken by the people of a particular re- 
gion—such as French, German, Spanish, 
and Italian—rather than Latin, which had 
been the language of literature and 
learning. As the vernacular languages 
flourished, they produced their own lit- 
eratures. Western civilization entered 
the period we now call the Middle Ages. 

The Middie Ages comprise roughly 
the thousand years between 500 and 
1500, during which Greco-Roman cul- 
ture fused with the Christian religion. 
Beginning with the fall of Rome and 
ending with the turmoil of the Protes- 
tant Reformation, the medieval centuries 
were shaped by the Christian Church 
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and the political and socio- 
economic structures of feudal- 
ism and divine monarchy. 


Castle and Cathedral 


With the fall of Rome, Christian- 
ity became the unifying force in 
western civilization. As no fixed 
national boundaries existed for 
at least another century, a trav- 
eler could still cross the whole 
of Europe with the sense that 
it was a single domain; and, 
throughout the Middle Ages, the 
western world regarded itself as 
a Christian kingdom—“Christen- 
dom.” 

The power and authority of 
the pope in Rome, the power of 
the papacy, came to represent 
the highest earthly authority. 
The papacy took part, directly 
and indirectly, in virtually every 
political and social event 
throughout Europe. When, for 
example, in 962 the German 
King Otto first established rule 
over several European countries, 
he had the pope crown him the 
head of the Holy Roman Empire. 
This attempt at a unification of 
Europe was never successful 
enough to be called a real em- 
pire; nevertheless, Otto needed 
the sanction of the Church to 
give his rule legitimacy as 
“holy” successor to the original 
Roman Empire, and he saw him- 
self as rex et sacerdos, both 
“king and priest.” 

Wars and treaties, laws and 
trials, marriages and funerals, 
taxes and inheritances were all 


Detail from an illuminated medieval 
manuscript depicting the siege of Jerusalem 
during the Crusades. 


overseen and authorized in one 
way or another by the Church. 
Communities of monks became 
havens of culture and learning. 
Latin, the official language of the 
Church, remained the language 
of education, scholarship, and 
law. From the grand scale of ca- 
thedrals to the miniature scale 
of illustrated manuscripts, Chris- 
tianity permeated the arts and 
crafts of the time. Its beliefs and 
philosophy inspired music, art, 
architecture, and literature. 

The principal economic, po- 
litical, and social system in me- 
dieval Europe was feudalism. 
According to the feudal system, 
land was owned by overlords 
and worked by serfs, who were 
legally bound to it. Vassals, or 
tenants, could hold land and 
gain the overlord’s protection if 
they pledged allegiance to him 
and served in his army. 

In the Middle Ages these 
lords of Christendom, with their 
armies of armored knights on ar- 
mored horses, were called on 
for a special kind of war—the 
Crusades—in which Christian 
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soldiers tried to reclaim the 
Holy Land from the Moslems. 
The first Crusade was organized 
in 1095 at the request of Pope 
Urban II. About 30,000 soldiers 
rode toward Palestine under pa- 
pal and royal banners and in 
1099 captured Jerusalem. 

Although subsequent Cr- 
sades were far less successful, 
legends sprang up around them. 
Minstrels told of knightly heroes 
and their triumphant exploits. 
Christianity united in story and 
song with the spirit of chiv- 
alry—the code of life that de- 
fined the qualities of knight- 
hood, such as honor, courage, 
loyalty, and willingness to de- 
fend the weak and _ protect 
women. Chivalry was never in 
fact as glorious as the epic 
poems and romances make it 
seem, but like the Church it was 
an ordering factor during a time 
of frequent war and chaos. 


Life in the Middle Ages 


One of the most moving exam- 
ples of what life was like in the 
Middle Ages may be that of the 
stonemason. During this period 
artisans labored with great effort 
and marvelous skill over long 
periods of time to build the ca- 
thedrals that still grace the Eu- 
ropean fandscape. These arti- 
sans, however, never signed 
their work. It never occurred to 
them to assert their individuality 
in this way; they remain anony- 
mous. They symbolize the me- 
dieval spirit because they [a 
bored for God’s honor and glory. 


| 


Europe in the Middle Ages 
was mostly rural, though it was 
also dotted with castles, monas- 
teries, bell towers, and magnifi- 
cent cathedrals. A few cities 
were famed for a court or a uni- 
versity, but in most cases, towns 
huddled outside castle walls, 
seeking protection and provid- 
ing housing for serfs and store- 
keepers. In the towns living con- 
ditions were poor: Streets were 
no wider than footpaths; sanita- 
tion was inadequate; disease was 
rampant. In twenty years, begin- 
ning in 1334, a plague called the 
Black Death struck down nearly 
three quarters of the European 
population. The common people 
struggled, and the nobility en- 
joyed the fruits of those strug- 
gles, for feudalism allowed for 
very little social mobility. 

Christianity defined the way 
of life. Not only priests but 
poets, soldiers, kings, and em- 
perors were absorbed by the ac- 
tivities of the Church. Scholars, 
theologians, and teachers such 
as Pierre Abélard (1079-1142) 
in France and Thomas Aquinas 
(1225?~-1274) in Italy were 
among the best known and most 
respected men of their time. Al- 
most all people looked heaven- 
ward in the Middle Ages. From 
towers across the land, bells 
rang out the hours—a constant 
reminder of duty and devotion. 


Literature in Medieval 
Europe 


latin, the language of ancient 
Rome, remained during the Mid- 


Page from an illuminated manuscript of 
Dante’s Divine Comedy, fourteenth century. 


dle Ages the language of the 
Church, of monasteries, and of 
schools. Scholars thought, read, 
and wrote in Latin; literature 
was composed in Latin. Simulta- 
neously, however, vernaculars— 
French, German, Spanish, and 
Italian—were evolving into lit- 
erary languages. 

The first truly French me- 
dieval literature was stimulated 
by the emperor Charlemagne 
(A.D. 742-814), who established 
a vibrant court life and attracted 
artists, scholars, musicians, and 
poets. Poems called chansons de 
geste—songs about the deeds of 
heroes—became popular and 
were sung in public squares and 
in castle halls. The greatest of 
the chansons de geste is the 
Song of Roland (Chanson de 
Roland), an epic poem concern- 
ing a Christian hero who is 
killed in action but whose hero- 
ism inspires Charlemagne him- 
self. Other national epics were 
written about the same time: the 
Nibelungenlied (Song of the 
Niebelungs) in Germany and El 
Cid in Spain. France also became 


the center of the ideal of chiv- 
alry and of the chivalric tra- 
dition in literature. Provencal 
(southern French) culture de- 
veloped an extraordinary body 
of lyric poetry: Traveling poets 
called troubadours wrote and 
sang their poems in praise of fair 
ladies and idealized love. 

Among those writing in Ger- 
man, chivalry produced one of 
the supreme works of medieval 
literature, Wolfram von Eschen- 
bach’s Parzival, the story of 
a perfect knight. The German 
lyric poets of this time were, like 
the troubadours, masters of the 
love song. The finest of these 
poet-singers, or minnesingers, 
was Walther von der Vogelweide, 
noted for his minnelieder 
(songs of idealized courtly 
love ). In Spain the same interest 
in chivalry inspired poets to 
compose cantares de gesta in 
the eleventh century. 

In Italy Latin was so perva- 
sive that the vernacular was 
slower to develop than else- 
where in Europe. Latin literature 
persisted into the thirteenth 
century. Yet in its full flowering 
the Italian vernacular language 
produced the masterpiece of the 
Middle Ages, Dante’s Divine 
Comedy, in which all of the in- 
tellectual, theological, and liter- 
ary currents of the Middle Ages 
were blended into one grand vi- 
sion. Like the ringing of cathe- 
dral bells, the Divine Comedy 
celebrated the particularly me- 
dieval blend of religious devo- 
tion and consummate artistic 
skill. 
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Dante =. 1265-1321 


Of all medieval literature Dante’s epic poem, The Divine Comedy, is 
the best known and the most dearly loved. Few other poems of any 
time have had so much influence or have been the subject of such 
thorough study. The modern poet T. S. Eliot said, “Dante and 
Shakespeare divide the world between them; there is no third.” 

Born in Florence, Dante Alighieri received a traditional medieval 
education, spending some time at the University of Bologna and 
studying copiously on his own as well. As was customary, he was 
betrothed at the age of twelve to Gemma Donati, with whom he 
later had at least three children. However, when Dante was nine, he 
met the true love of his life, Beatrice Portinari, who would become 
the poet’s lifelong inspiration. 

Active in civil affairs as well as in letters, Dante fought at the 
battle of Campaldino in 1289. In 1295 he held public office and in 
1300 served as an ambassador for Florence. During the same year, as 
one of the priors, or religious officials, of Florence, he was obliged 
to exile one of his best friends, the poet Guido Cavalcanti, for 
inciting a street riot—an exile that caused Guido’s death. After further 
serving his city, Dante was himself exiled when a rival faction took 
power. He never returned to Florence, and for the next twenty years 
he moved all over Italy, spending time in Verona, particularly with 
Bartolomeo della Scala and his son Can Grande, who became his 
great friend and patron. In 1321 Dante died and was buried in 
Ravenna, where his remains still rest. 

Dante’s minor works alone would have assured him a place in 
literary history. His first work, La Vita Nuova, completed around 
1293, tells of his great love for Beatrice in a series of poems with 
prose introductions. Beatrice is represented alternately as an ideal 
woman—an angel sent by God to comfort men—and as a very 
lovely, desirable human woman. // Convivio and De Monarchia, 
written in order to inform and to persuade fellow Florentines of the 
virtues of knowledge and restraint of power, are works in which 
logic and reason prevail. 
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Introducing The Divine Comedy 


Dante’s supreme work and the masterpiece of the Middle Ages is his 
Commedia. Dante called his work The Comedy because it had a happy 
ending, not because it was humorous. The word divine was not added to 
the title until the sixteenth century. The poem, which begins in misery 
and ends in happiness, is divided into three parts of thirty-three cantos 
each—Inferno (Hell), Purgatorio (Purgatory), and Paradiso (Paradise). The 
poem is composed in the Italian vernacular in terza rima, a difficult verse 
form of three-line stanzas in which the first and third lines rhyme and the 
second line rhymes with the first line of the following stanza. The 
translation of a portion of Dante’s work, which begins on the following 
page, is not in terza rima. 

In a letter to Can Grande, Dante explained that the first meaning of 
The Divine Comedy was the literal one: The cantos tell the story, 
according to the beliefs of medieval Christianity, of the state of souls after 
death, brought to that point by choices made during life. The Divine 
Comedy may also be read on other levels; on an allegorical level its 
purpose is to turn the living to the path of salvation. 

In the /nferno the damned souls occupy nine circles and are 
divided into three main groups: those lacking self-restraint, those 
committing violence against themselves, others, nature, or God; and 
those guilty of all types of fraudulence. Purgatory is divided into nine 
levels of the penitent and Paradise into nine heavens of the virtuous. 

The Divine Comedy ends with the vision of a human’s attainable 
unity with God, which is the final destination of the entire journey of 
the soul. 

Dante makes himself the central character who undertakes the 
soul's long and arduous journey. As his guide he takes Virgil, the 
poet he most loved, who was regarded in the Middle Ages as a 
magician of sorts. Since Virgil is not a Christian, he must abandon 
Dante at the end of the journey through Purgatory. Thereafter, it is 
Beatrice herself, who had sent Virgil to bring Dante to her, who 
becomes Dante’s guide. 

Dante’s journey begins on the night before Good Friday in 1300, 
when he finds himself lost in a dark wood. As Dante struggles to 
find his way out, he meets three terrifying animals who refuse to let 
him leave the wood. Just as he is about to give up hope of ever 
escaping, Dante meets the poet Virgil, who leads him from the forest. 
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Dante 


from The Divine Comedy 


Translated by John Ciardi 


from Canto I, Virgil 

Midway in our life’s journey, I went astray 
from the straight road and woke to find myself 
alone in a dark wood. How shall I say 


what wood that was! I never saw so drear, 
5 so rank, so arduous a wilderness! 
Its very memory gives a shape to fear. 


Death could scarce be more bitter than that place! 
But since it came to good, I will recount 
all that I found revealed there by God’s grace. 


10 How I came to it I cannot rightly say, 
so drugged and loose with sleep had I become 
when I first wandered there from the True Way. 


But at the far end of that valley of evil 
whose maze had sapped my very heart with fear 
15 J found myself before a little hill 


and lifted up my eyes. Its shoulders glowed 
already with the sweet rays of that planet’ 
whose virtue leads men straight on every road, 


and the shining strengthened me against the fright 
20. whose agony had wracked the lake of my heart 
through all the terrors of that piteous night. 


Just as a swimmer, who with his last breath 
flounders ashore from perilous seas, might turn 
to memorize the wide water of his death— 


25 so did I turn, my soul still fugitive 
from death’s surviving image, to stare down 
that pass that none had ever left alive. 


And there I lay to rest from my heart’s race 
till calm and breath returned to me. Then rose 
30 and pushed up that dead slope at such a pace 


1. that planet: The sun, which symbolizes God, was considered 
a planet in medieval astronomy. 
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each footfall rose above the last. And lo! 
almost at the beginning of the rise 
I faced a spotted Leopard,’ all tremor and flow 


and gaudy pelt. And it would not pass, but stood 
so blocking my every turn that time and again 
I was on the verge of turning back to the wood. 


This fell at the first widening of the dawn 
as the sun was climbing Aries’ with those stars 
that rode with him to light the new creation. 


Thus the holy hour and the sweet season 
of commemoration did much to arm my fear 
of that bright murderous beast with their good omen. 


Yet not so much but what I shook with dread 
at sight of a great Lion that broke upon me 
raging with hunger, its enormous head 


held high as if to strike a mortal terror 
into the very air. And down his track, 
a She-Wolf drove upon me, a starved horror 


ravening and wasted beyond all belief. 
She seemed a rack for avarice, gaunt and craving. 
Oh many the souls she has brought to endless grief! 


She brought such heaviness upon my spirit 
at sight of her savagery and desperation, 
I died from every hope of that high summit. 


And like a miser—eager in acquisition 
but desperate in self-reproach when Fortune’s wheel 
turns to the hour of his loss—all tears and attrition 


I wavered back; and still the beast pursued, 
forcing herself against me bit by bit 
till I slid back into the sunless wood. 


And as I fell to my soul’s ruin, a presence 
gathered before me on the discolored air, 
the figure of one who seemed hoarse from long silence. 


2. Leopard: along with the Lion and the She-Wolf, one of three beasts 
representing types of worldliness and sin: the Leopard represents 

malice and greed; the Lion, violence and pride; and the She-Wolf, 
self-indulgence. 

3. Aries: the first sign of the zodiac, here representing spring, the Easter 
season, and rebirth. 


Fans TQ 


At sight of him in that friendless waste I cried: 
“Have pity on me, whatever thing you are, 
whether shade or living man.” And it replied: 


“Not man, though man I once was, and my blood 
was Lombard, both my parents Mantuan.* 
I was born, though late, sub Julio,> and bred 


in Rome under Augustus in the noon 
of the false and lying gods. I was a poet 
and sang of old Anchises’ noble son® 


who came to Rome after the burning of Troy. 
But you—why do you return to these distresses 
instead of climbing that shining Mount of Joy 


which is the seat and first cause of man’s bliss?” 
“And are you then that Virgil and that fountain 
of purest speech?” My voice grew tremulous: 


“Glory and light of poets! now may that zeal 
and love’s apprenticeship that I poured out 
on your heroic verses serve me well! 


For you are my true master and first author, 
the sole maker from whom I drew the breath 
of that sweet style whose measures have brought me honor. 


See there, immortal sage, the beast I flee. 
For my soul’s salvation, I beg you, guard me from her, 
for she has struck a mortal tremor through me.” 


And he replied, seeing my soul in tears: 
“He must go by another way who would escape 
this wilderness, for that mad beast that fleers’ 


before you there, suffers no man to pass. 
She tracks down all, kills all, and knows no glut, 
but, feeding, she grows hungrier than she was... . 


Therefore, for your own good, I think it well 


you follow me and I will be your guide 
and lead you forth through an eternal place.® 
There you shall see the ancient spirits tried 


4. Lombard . . . Mantuan: Virgil was born in Mantua, a city in the 

region of Lombardy in northern Italy. 

. Sub Julio: during the reign of Julius Caesar (1007-44 B.c.). 

. Anchises’ [an ké’séz] . . . son: Aeneas, hero of Virgil's Aenedd. 
fleers: sneers at. 

. an eternal place: Hell. 


ONAW 
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in endless pain, and hear their lamentation 
as each bemoans the second death of souls. 
Next you shall see upon a burning mountain” 


souls in fire and yet content in fire, 
knowing that whensoever it may be 
they yet will mount into the blessed choir. 


To which, if it is still your wish to climb, 
a worthier spirit shall be sent to guide you. 
With her shall I leave you, for the King of Time, 


who reigns on high, forbids me to come there’® 
since, living, I rebelled against his law. 
He rules the waters and the land and air 


and there holds court, his city and his throne. 
Oh blessed are they he chooses!” And I to him: 
“Poet, by that God to you unknown, 


lead me this way. Beyond this present ill 
and worse to dread, lead me to Peter’s gate" 
and be my guide through the sad halls of Hell.” 


And he then: “Follow.” And he moved ahead 
in silence, and I followed where he led. 


9. a burning mountain: Purgatory, where souls may be redeemed. 

10. forbids . . . there: Because Virgil lived before the Christian Era, he missed 
salvation through Christ, which, according to Dante’s theology, was necessary for 
entry into Heaven. 

11. Peter’s gate: the gate of Purgatory. 


Dante and Beatrice depicted in an 
illustration from a thirteenth-century 
manuscript of The Divine Comedy. 
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from Canto III, The Gate of Hell 

Dante, after spending a whole day trying to climb the moun- 
tain, gets discouraged and makes excuses to Virgil. Virgil then ex- 
plains that Saint Lucy and the Virgin Mary sent Beatrice to Pur- 
gatory to beg him to go to Dante’s rescue. Thus encouraged, 
Dante prepares to follow Virgil without further complaint. The 
poets then arrive at the Gate of Hell, upon which they read an 
ominous inscription. 


I AM THE WAY INTO THE CITY OF WOE. 
I AM THE WAY TO A FORSAKEN PEOPLE. 
I AM THE WAY INTO ETERNAL SORROW. 


SACRED JUSTICE MOVED MY ARCHITECT. 
5 I WAS RAISED HERE BY DIVINE OMNIPOTENCE, 
PRIMORDIAL LOVE AND ULTIMATE INTELLECT. 


ONLY THOSE ELEMENTS TIME CANNOT WEAR’ 
WERE MADE BEFORE ME, AND BEYOND TIME I STAND.'? 
ABANDON ALL HOPE YE WHO ENTER HERE.'* 


10 These mysteries I read cut into stone 
above a gate. And turning I said: “Master, 
what is the meaning of this harsh inscription?” 


And he then as initiate to novice: 
“Here must you put by all division of spirit 
15 and gather your soul against all cowardice. 


This is the place I told you to expect. 
Here you shall pass among the fallen people, 
souls who have lost the good of intellect.” 


So saying, he put forth his hand to me, 
20 and with a gentle and encouraging smile 
he led me through the gate of mystery. 


Here sighs and cries and wails coiled and recoiled 
on the starless air, spilling my soul to tears. 
A confusion of tongues and monstrous accents toiled 


12. ELEMENTS. . . WEAR: the highest heavens, the first matter created, and 

the angels. 

13. BEYOND. . . STAND: Just punishment for sins is endless. 

14. ABANDON . . . HERE: For the soul entering Hell there is no return. Dante is 
naturally fearful; however, since he is still alive, he is entering not Hell itself but 
the vision of Hell and may escape if he keeps his faith. 
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in pain and anger. Voices hoarse and shrill 
and sounds of blows, all intermingled, raised 
tumult and pandemonium that still 


whirls on the air forever dirty with it 
as if a whirlwind sucked at sand. And I, 
holding my head in horror, cried: “Sweet Spirit, 


what souls are these who run through this black haze?” 
And he to me: “These are the nearly soulless 
whose lives concluded neither blame nor praise. 


They are mixed here with that despicable corps 
of angels who were neither for God nor Satan, 
but only for themselves. The High Creator 


scourged them from Heaven for its perfect beauty, 
and Hell will not receive them since the wicked 
might feel some glory over them.” And I: 


“Master, what gnaws at them so hideously 
their lamentation stuns the very air?” 
“They have no hope of death,” he answered me, 


“and in their blind and unattaining state 
their miserable lives have sunk so low 
that they must envy every other fate. 


No word of them survives their living season. 
Mercy and Justice’® deny them even a name. 
Let us not speak of them: look, and pass on.” 


from Canto XXVI, Ulysses 

From here on Dante, guided by Virgil, proceeds to descend 
through the various levels of Hell. Despite the difficulties they en- 
counter along the way, they eventually arrive in the Eighth Circle. 
With Virgil’s instruction and encouragement, Dante overcomes 
the barriers to their passage, and the travelers enter the eighth 
chasm of the Eighth Circle, where evil counselors wrapped in tall 
flames are punished. Here the poets talk to Ulysses (the Latin 
form of Odysseus) and Diomede, the Greeks responsible for the 
treachery of the wooden horse. 


As many fireflies as the peasant sees 
when he rests on a hill and looks into the valley 
(where he tills or gathers grapes or prunes his trees) 


15. Mercy and Justice: Heaven and Hell. 
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in that sweet season when the face of him 
5 who lights the world rides north, and at the hour 
when the fly yields to the gnat and the air grows dim— 


such myriads of flames I saw shine through 
the gloom of the eighth abyss when I arrived 
at the rim from which its bed comes into view. .. . 


30 I stood on the bridge, and leaned out from the edge; 
so far, that but for a jut of rock I held to 
I should have been sent hurtling from the ledge 


without being pushed. And seeing me so intent, 
my Guide said: “There are souls within those flames; 
15 each sinner swathes himself in his own torment.” 


“Master,” I said, ‘‘your words make me more sure, 
but I had seen already that it was so 
and meant to ask what spirit must endure 


the pains of that great flame which splits away 
20 + in two great horns, as if it rose from the pyre 
where Eteocles and Polynices lay?”’® 


He answered me: “Forever round this path 
Ulysses and Diomede*’ move in such dress, 
united in pain as once they were in wrath; 


25 there they lament the ambush of the Horse 
which was the door through which the noble seed 
of the Romans issued from its holy source; 


there they mourn that for Achilles slain 
sweet Deidamia weeps even in death; 
30 ~=there they recall the Palladium in their pain.” 


“Master,” I cried, “I pray you and repray 
till my prayer becomes a thousand—if these souls 
can still speak from the fire, oh let me stay 


16. pyre . . . lay: Sons of Oedipus, the brothers Eteocles and Polynices killed 
each other in combat over who would rule Thebes. According to one version of 
the legend, their mutual hatred was so great that even the flames of their funeral 
pyre drew apart. 

17. Ulysses and Diomede: in the war against Troy, Greek heroes who are being 
punished for their joint guilt in three acts considered evil by Dante: devising the 
stratagem of the Wooden Horse by which Troy was destroyed; coercing Achilles 
into going to Troy, thus causing his love, Deidamia, to die of grief; and stealing 
the Palladium, the sacred statue of Pallas Athena, on which the safety of Troy 
depended. 
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until the flame draws near! Do not deny me: 
You see how fervently I long for it!” 
And he to me: “Since what you ask is worthy, 


it shall be. But be still and let me speak; 
for I know your mind already, and they perhaps 
might scorn your manner of speaking, since they were Greek.”"® 


And when the flame had come where time and place 
seemed fitting to my Guide, I heard him say 
these words to it: “O you two souls who pace 


together in one flame!—if my days above 
won favor in your eyes, if I have earned 
however much or little of your love 


in writing my High Verses, do not pass by, 
but let one of you be pleased to tell where he, 
having disappeared from the known world, went to die.” 


As if it fought the wind, the greater prong’® 
of the ancient flame began to quiver and hum; 
then moving its tip as if it were the tongue 


that spoke, gave out a voice above the roar. 
“When I left Circe,”*° it said, “who more than a year 
detained me near Gaeta”' long before 


Aeneas came and gave the place that name, 
not fondness for my son, nor reverence 
for my aged father, nor Penelope’s” claim 


to the joys of love, could drive out of my mind 
the lust to experience the far-flung world 
and the failings and felicities of mankind. 


I put out on the high and open sea 
with a single ship and only those few souls 
who stayed true when the rest deserted me. 


As far as Morocco and as far as Spain 
I saw both shores; and I saw Sardinia 
and the other islands of the open main. 


18. since they were Greek: The Greek heroes might have more respect for 
Virgil, whose poetry commemorates their fame, than for Dante, who, as an 
[talian, is a descendant of Aeneas and the conquered Trojans. 

19. the greater prong: As both warrior and leader, Ulysses bore a greater guilt. 
20. Circe [ser’sé]: enchantress who detained Ulysses on her island. 

21. Gaeta [gi 4'to}: coastal town in southeastern Italy, named for Aeneas’ nurse. 
22. Penelope: Ulysses’ faithful wife. 
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I and my men were stiff and slow with age 
when we sailed at last into the narrow pass 
where, warning all men back from further voyage, 


70 Hercules’ Pillars?* rose upon our sight. 
Already I had left Ceuta’ on the left; 
Seville?? now sank behind me on the right. 


‘Shipmates,’ I said, ‘who through a hundred thousand 
perils have reached the West, do not deny 
75 +to the brief remaining watch our senses stand 


experience of the world beyond the sun. 
Greeks! You were not born to live like brutes, 
but to press on toward manhood and recognition!’ 


With this brief exhortation I made my crew 
80 so eager for the voyage I could hardly 
have held them back from it when I was through; 


and turning our stern toward morning, our bow toward night, 
we bore southwest out of the world of man; 
we made wings of our oars for our fool’s flight. 


85 That night we raised the other pole ahead”° 
with all its stars, and ours had so declined 
it did not rise out of its ocean bed. 


Five times since we had dipped our bending oars 
beyond the world, the light beneath the moon 
90 had waxed and waned, when dead upon our course 
we sighted, dark in space, a peak so tall?” 
I doubted any man had seen the like. 
Our cheers were hardly sounded, when a squall 


broke hard upon our bow from the new land: 
95 three times it sucked the ship and the sea about 
as it pleased Another to order and command. 


At the fourth, the poop rose and the bow went, down 
till the sea closed over us and the light was gone.” 


23. Hercules’ Pillars: now called the straits of Gibraltar, once presumed to 
be the western limit beyond which no one could navigate. 

24. Ceuta [soo’ta]: town on the African coast opposite Gibraltar. 

25. Seville: region of southwestern Spain. With Seville and Ceuta behind 
them, the sailors had passed into the Atlantic Ocean. 

26. raised . . . ahead: had sailed south across the equator. 

27. a peak so tall: the Mount of Purgatory, sighted after five months’ sailing. 
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STUDY QUESTIONS 

Recalling 

1. In Canto | what three beasts does Dante en- 
counter? How does he behave when he 
meets each? Which one threatens him most? 

2. How does Dante come to recognize Virgil? 
What is Dante’s reaction to Virgil’s presence? 

3. What does Dante ask of Virgil? 

4, How far will Virgil be able to take Dante? 
Why will Dante later need “a worthier spirit’ 
to take him further? 

5. Where does Dante ask Virgil to lead him? 

6. What does the inscription at the Gate of Hell 
mean, according to the “Master”? 

7. What is the fault of those souls Dante first 
encounters after passing through the Gate of 
Heli? What is their fate? 

8. Who are the sinners who share the dual 
flame? Who responds to Dante’s questions? 

9. How did Ulysses die, according to his own re- 
telling of the story in Canto XXVI? 


Interpreting 

10. Given the description of the She-Wolf, why 
might Dante be fearful of her? 

11. Considering the nature of their sin, why is the 
punishment accorded those souls just within 
the Gate of Hell appropriate? 

12. What did Ulysses hope to achieve by his voy- 
age? Would he have made the voyage if he 
had foreseen its end? 


VIEWPOINT 


Literary critic Erich Auerbach argues that 
Dante’s vision of reality, in which the individual is 
important, provides a link between the medieval 
(God-centered) and the Renaissance (human-cen- 
tered) views of the world. 


In the history of modern European culture, 
there is, indeed, a constant . . . which is 
first discernible in Dante; namely, the idea 
(whatever its basis may be) that individual 
destiny is not meaningless, but is necessar- 
ily tragic and significant. . . . 


ff How does The Divine Comedy embody a belief 
that individual destiny is important? Do these 
selections from Dante’s work imply a tragic 
view of human destiny? Explain your answer. 


LITERARY FOCUS 


meen ENSUES ENA 


Allegory 

Allegory is a form of extended metaphor in 
which the events, objects, and persons in a nar- 
rative represent moral qualities or specific ab- 
stract ideas, such as love, fear, and virtue. In 
Dante’s allegory every element corresponds first 
to a literal reality; the allegorical reality then ex- 
presses a significance that is separate and co- 
herent in itself. 

For example, on the literal level Dante is the 
poet going on a journey, guided by Virgil, the 
poet of Rome. Beatrice is the beautiful woman 
adored by Dante. On the allegorical level, how- 
ever, Dante represents the mortal soul experienc- 
ing after death the consequences of choices 
made in life. Virgil represents human reason and 
moral wisdom, and Beatrice at the end of the 
poem is an image of Christian wisdom illuminated 
by grace. Although The Divine Comedy is com- 
pletely understandable on the literal level, Dante’s 
purpose in writing it—to teach people the conse- 
quences of worldly actions in the hereafter—can 
best be appreciated through recognition of his 
masterful use of allegory. 


Thinking About Allegory 

#@ As The Divine Comedy begins, Dante recounts 
being lost in a dark wood and is trying to climb 
up a hill toward the light. What do you think is 
the allegorical significance of this beginning? 


COMPOSITION 


Writing a Comparison/Contrast 

=) In Canto XXVI ancient Greek values are juxta- 
posed against medieval Christian values. First 
define and then compare and contrast the val- 
ues represented by Ulysses and by Dante, as 
you understand them. What is important to 
each? What kind of immortality does each 
seek? For help with this assignment, refer to 
Lesson 2 in the Writing About Literature Hand- 
book at the back of this book. 


Writing a Narrative 

& Compose a narrative in which you meet a fa- 
vorite historical person who asks to spend the 
afternoon with you. First decide what you are 
going to do. Then describe your activities and 
the reactions of the person with you. 
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Troubadours and Minnesingers 


Among the most beautiful, haunting, and puzzling of all medieval 
poetry are the love lyrics of the Provengal troubadours of southern 
France, many of whom remain anonymous. This poetry followed the 
highly stylized formal convention now called courtly love poetry. In 
courtly love poetry the lady is described as the perfection of 
womanhood. She is always married and therefore unattainable to the 
poet, who lives in hope of a word or smile from her. The poet 
always assumes the voice of an unworthy admirer, and, although 
stung by her cruelty, he can never give up the love for this woman, 
which exalts him and makes him capable of the noblest deeds, 
Certain images and concepts recur in this formalized poetry—the 
wound of love, the danger from the lady’s eyes (whose very light 
arouses love), the lady’s cruelty, the need for mercy, and the ecstasy 
of love. With such rigid conventions, the poems sometimes 
degenerate into strings of clichés; however, in the best examples the 
nature of love is explored. 

By the mid-twelfth century in Germany the minnesingers 
[min’i sing’arz], or singers of love, were imitating the Provencal 
poets. The German poets, however, transformed the conventions of 
courtly love by making the praise of the lady formal and short; what 
was now more important was the analysis of the lover's feelings. One 
of the most important minnesingers was Walther von der Vogelweide 
(c. 1170-c. 1228). Walther so altered the conventions of courtly love 
in his poems that the lady needed the love song to glorify her, to so 
endow her with beauty that the whole courtly world would admire 
her. In one poem Walther says, “her life receives glory from my life: 
and if I should perish, she is dead.” 

It is important to remember that the love lyrics of the 
troubadours and minnesingers are but a part of an elaborate tradition 
that included music, dramatized actions, and vocal inflections, all 
familiar to the specialized medieval audience who attended the 
performances of courtly love poetry. Aside from the lvrics, all else is 
lost to the modern reader, who is in a position analogous to that of 
a planetary alien who discovers a scrap of paper containing a few 
lines of a popular rock song. Therefore, when reading courtly love 
poetry, use your imagination to supply the appropriate settings and 
coloration that would complete the atmosphere of courtly love. 


Opposite page, detail depicting the sense 
of hearing from The Lady and the Unicom 
Tapestry, late fifteenth century. 
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The Intimations Kill Me 


Translated by Paul Blackburn 


The intimations kill me 
that my lady gives me 
when her handsome eyes 
are bright and full of love. 


If I fail the closeness 
and have no part of her 
the intimations kill me/that my lady gives me 
I shall go before her 
hands folded like a beggar 
the intimations kill me/that my lady gives me 
to request that she 
make consolation for me, 
a soft kiss at least. 
The intimations kill me/that my lady gives me 
when her handsome eyes/are bright and full of love. 


Her body’s white as snow is 
fallen upon ice 
the intimations kill me/that my lady gives me 
and her color is so fresh 
as, in May, a rose 
the intimations kill me/that my lady gives me. 
Above her face the ashen gold 
of hair that pleases me 
is softer and more lovely 
than my words can say. 
The intimations kill me/that my lady gives me 
when her handsome eyes/are bright and full of love. 


God has made no other 
as beautiful as she is 


- tac: intimations kill me/that my lady gives me 


nor will make another 
and besides I love her 
the intimations kill me/that my lady gives me 
I love her for her straight and slender 
body while I live, 
and I shall die, believe it, 
if I cannot have her love. 


The intimations kill me 
that my lady gives me 
when her handsome eyes 
are bright and full of love. 


10 


is 
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Walther von der Vogelweide 


The Oracle of Straw 


Translated by lan G. Colvin 


I sat in a despairful mood, 
And said I wanted to be free, 
And would have left my servitude, 
Had not a comfort hindered me. 
Comfort, alas, it cannot rightly be; 
So small and frail it is, I fear 
You will deride me when you hear. 
But none can hope without credulity. 


A wisp of straw has cheered my heart; 
It says much Luck to me is due. 
So with one straw [Ul make a start, 
As often I see children do. 
See if she loves, and listen too! 
“She loves, loves not, a win, a balk, 
She toves,” I hold a single stalk! 
This comforts me—for I take hope anew. 


She is unto my heart so dear, 
That though I often may perceive 
How many nobles court her near, 
I view their throng and do not grieve. 
She would not (this I do believe) 
Bring me from happiness to woe, 
And I would have these gazers know; 
It is their own conceit doth them deceive. 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


The Intimations Kill Me 


Recalling 

1. What does the poet request from his lady? 
2. What are the lady’s attributes of beauty? 

3. What will be the poet’s fate if he is rejected? 


Interpreting 

4. What do you learn about the lady’s personality 
from the poet’s description? 

5. To what extent can the poet be taken seriously 
about his love? Will he indeed die if he cannot 
have the lady’s love? Why does he Say this? 


Extending 

6. Strong emotions like love can affect our per- 
ceptions of a person. How do you think the 
poet would describe the lady if he were not in 
love with her? Create such a description based 
on the details the poet provides. 


The Oracle of Straw 


Recalling 

1. In the first stanza what does the poet say that 
he wanted? 

2. According to the second stanza, what has 
cheered the poet’s heart? Why? 

3. For what two reasons does the poet not grieve 
about the many nobles that court his beloved? 


Interpreting 

4. In the first stanza how does the poet make his 
“comfort” appear negligible? Is it indeed great 
or small? 

5. What is a modern equivalent of the wisp of 
straw? Is the poet sensible in using the laws 
of probability to help him in his decision? 


Extending 

6. How does the poet’s source of assurance dif- 
fer from that of the nobles? In what way does 
this contribute to your understanding of the 
poem? 


COMPOSITION 


Writing a Comparison/Contrast 

= Compare and contrast the poet's point of view 
toward his lady in each of these poems. Con- 
sider in each case the pose that the lover 
takes in talking about his lady. Also consider 
the role of the woman, the extent of her physi- 
cal description, and her individuality. Finally, 
tell which of the two poems you prefer, and 
give reasons for your preference. For help with 
this assignment, refer to Lesson 2 in the Writ- 
ing About Literature Handbook at the back of 
this book. 


Writing a Poem 

| Write a poem in which you express a strong 
interest or desire for something. Address the 
poem to an imagined sympathetic friend with a 
similar interest. 


COMPARING ENGLISH AND WESTERN 


Roem ANI ARN RR RAIN ee ARE OEE 


WRITERS 


“eka sete acne arcane 


Compare the medieval Scottish and English 
ballads on pages 39-40 with the lyrics of the 
medieval troubadours and minnesingers here. 
What differences can you see in content and in 
form? Which poems do you think appear more 
spontaneous? Which poems show characteris- 
tics of folk origins, and which poems are pure 
artifice? 
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Key to Illustrations appears on page 922. 


EUROPE 


THE 
RENAISSANCE 


1350—1600 


The Renaissance is a period of about 
250 years in western civilization that 
marks the end of what we call the Mid- 
dle Ages. It is the era of European cul- 
ture that saw the death of feudalism and 
the growth of nationalism. It witnessed 
the end of the unilateral power of the 
medieval church and the beginning of 
the modern nation-state. Yet the word 
renaissance is French for “rebirth,” and 
in examining the Renaissance we must 
first consider what, precisely, was re- 
born. 

First, many of the ideas and attitudes 
of classical Greece and Rome were re- 
born (see page 649). Ancient manu- 
scripts were rediscovered and salvaged, 
and they became models for Renaissance 
writers. Second, an interest in the phys- 
ical world itseif was reborn. The medi- 
eval European had been deeply con- 
cerned with preparing for the afterlife. 
The Renaissance European, while still 
aware of spiritual concerns, was also fas- 
cinated by the realities of this world— 
how objects really looked, how nature 
really functioned, how things really 
worked. This interest gave rise to the 
third rebirth—interest in the sciences 
and humanities, indeed, in all learning. 
Scholarship in medieval monasteries had 
been overwhelmingly concerned with 
one subject—Christianity—and written 
in one language—Latin, the language of 
the Church. In contrast, the Renaissance 
European explored many subjects and 
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often wrote in the vernacular, or 
language of the people—lItalian, 
French, Spanish, German. 

This development brings us 
to the most important rebirth of 
all, the revival of an interest in 
human nature itself. For the 
Renaissance was an age of great 
confidence in the powers and 
capabilities of human beings, an 
age that applauded human diver- 
sity and believed the world 
could be improved through hu- 
man. efforts. 


A Time of Action, 
Invention, and Discovery 


When European Christians re- 
turned from the Crusades to the 
Holy Land (1096—c.1300), they 
brought back the wealth and 
learning of other civilizations. At 
the same time the cities of Italy 
were granted special trade priv- 
ileges for assisting the Crusad- 
ers, and consequently they be- 
came great commercial centers. 
In the 1200s Marco Polo, a 
Venetian merchant, traveled as 
far as the court of Kubla Khan, 
in Beijing, China. The book he 
wrote upon his return brought 
to European attention the fabu- 
lous wealth of the Orient. All of 
these events ushered in a com- 
mercial revolution that spurred 
the collapse of feudalism through- 
out Europe. 

Nationalism flourished, char- 
acterized by strong monarchs 
who unified their countries and 
promoted national trade inter- 
ests. We see the new national- 
ism in the Hundred Years’ War 


Detail, Ferdinand Magellan's ship Victoria, 
map by Belgian geographer Abraham 
Ortelius, 1590. 


an 
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(1337-1453), in which unified 
French forces sought to end for- 
ever English feudal claims to 
French soil. Joan of Arc, a cou- 
rageous peasant girl who led the 
French in many important bat- 
tles, became a symbol of French 
patriotism. We see the new na- 
tionalism in the strength of the 
English monarchy under Henry 
VII, who in 1485 ended the War 
of the Roses (a civil war be- 
tween two branches of the royal 
family, the House of York and 
the House of Lancaster). We see 
it in the campaign of Spain’s 
King Ferdinand and Queen Isa- 
bella to cast out the Moors from 
their country. 

Another antimedieval move- 
ment, the Protestant Reforma- 
tion, swept northern Europe and 
Britain in the 1500s. Led by the 
German monk Martin Luther 
and the French-born theologian 
John Calvin, Protestants “pro- 
tested” the authority of the 
Church in Rome and sought to 
reform what they saw as its 
abuses. Yet many rulers who 
championed Protestantism had 
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more worldly concerns. National 
feeling had given birth to a vio- 
lent dislike of any foreign influ- 
ence, including that of the pope. 
When Henry VIII broke with the 
Church of Rome, which would 
not give him permission for his 
divorce (1534), he was only 
doing what many of the English 
people desired. 

National interests also 
prompted Queen Isabella of 
Spain to finance an expedition 
that resulted in one of the most 
significant events of the Renais- 
sance. Christopher Columbus 
sailed west in search of a trade 
route to the East. He never 
reached the East Indies, but he 
did discover the New World, 
ripe for European commercial 
expansion. Soon not only Spain 
but Portugal, France, Holland, 
and England were setting up 
colonies in the Americas. 

Columbus’ expedition in 
1492 spurred a host of discov- 
eries by European explorers and 
scientists. In 1498 Vasco da 
Gama, sailing for Portugal, found 
an alternate route to the Orient 
around Africa’s Cape of Good 
Hope. In 1519 Ferdinand Magel- 
lan, sailing for Spain, began a 
voyage that would prove forever 
that the world was round. In 
1543 the Polish cleric Nicolaus 
Copernicus took this knowledge 
one step further by proposing 
that the earth revolved around 
the sun, a theory that was con- 
sidered heresy at the time but 
was proved in the early 1600s 
by the Italian scientist Galileo. 

By far the most important 


technological advance of the 
Renaissance, however, was the 
breakthrough in printing. Johann 
Gutenberg, a German, began 
printing with movable type in 
1437. By 1500 there were over 
a thousand printers in Europe, 
spreading the new ideas of the 
Renaissance. 


Art in the Renaissance 


Florence in Italy was the center 
of the early Renaissance, for the 
city’s artists were nurtured by 
the wealthy Medici family. Later, 
Renaissance popes brought the 
spirit of the times to Rome. 
Pope Nicholas V founded the 
Vatican library and filled it with 
classical manuscripts. In 1508 
Pope Julius II commissioned the 
Florentine artist Michelangelo 
Buonarroti to paint the ceiling 
of the Sistine Chapel in the Vat- 
ican. A brilliant painter and 
sculptor, well-versed in human 
anatomy, Michelangelo displays 
in his timeless works the char- 
acteristic Renaissance belief in 
the dignity of humanity. Such 
artists as Raphael and Leonardo 
da Vinci blended religious vi- 
sion, scientific accuracy, and hu- 
man warmth in their works. Da 
Vinci—a_ painter, sculptor, in- 
ventor, architect, and scientist— 
was a true “Renaissance man,” 
someone who is skilled in many 
different arts and sciences. Da 
Vinci studied everything from 
canals to human anatomy. Above 
all he is remembered for his 
paintings, especially The Last 
Supper and Mona Lisa. 


Detail, oracle of Delphi, ceiling of the Sistine 
Chapel, Michelangelo, 1508-1512. 


Literature in the 
Renaissance 


The Renaissance is generally 
considered to have begun in It- 
aly. Spurred by their new-found 
wealth and by the recent ver- 
nacular masterpiece of Dante, 
The Divine Comedy (see page 
738), the fourteenth-century 
Italians began a revival of learn- 
ing that would eventually reach 
Europe’s farthest corners. 

The Italian writer Petrarch— 
sometimes called the father of 
the Renaissance—gave the first 
impetus to the new scholarship 
by reconciling pagan classical 
cultures with Christianity. Pe- 
trarch insisted that human 
beings were rational creatures 
with an innate dignity. His redis- 
covery of manuscripts by Ovid, 
Cicero, and other ancient Ro- 
mans brought to attention works 
that might otherwise be un- 
known to us today. His friend 
Giovanni Boccaccio also un- 
earthed ancient texts and, using 
them as models, elevated ver- 
nacular prose to the stature of 
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classical literature. Another im- 
portant prose writer, Niccolo 
Machiavelli, wrote The Prince 
(1513), a realistic guide to the 
new breed of European ruler. 

The spirit of the Renaissance 
soon flowered throughout Eu- 
rope. In Holland Desiderius 
Erasmus took up the ideas of the 
Italians, stressing the possibili- 
ties of human reason in works 
such as the satirical In Praise of 
Folly (1509). France also ab- 
sorbed Renaissance ideas from 
her neighbors. Among many no- 
table French writers of the pe- 
riod are Francois Rabelais, a 
popular satirist, and Michel de 
Montaigne, who introduced a 
new literary form—the essay 
(see page 275). 

Another new prose form des- 
tined for enormous popularity, 
the novel, was pioneered by 
Spain’s Miguel de Cervantes 
with his masterpiece, Don Qut- 
xote. Spanish literature came late 
to the Renaissance (Don Qui- 
xote was published in the early 
1600s), in part because of the 
political and religious turmoil 
that troubled Spain at the time. 
England too arrived late on the 
scene: Its cultural flowering 
took place from about 1560 
to 1625, during the reigns of 
Elizabeth I and James I (see 
page 83). 

The Renaissance ultimately 
affected every country—and 
every succeeding age as well. 
Even after its historical end, its 
ideas and attitudes, its energy 
and way of thinking about hu- 
man nature, remain alive. 
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Petrarch 1304-1374 


The Italian poet Francesco Petrarca, or Petrarch, the founder of the 
Renaissance, was a devout Christian who sought all his life to 
reconcile his faith in Christianity with his love and admiration of 
classical culture. The son of an exiled Florentine, Petrarch spent his 
early years in France. Although he preferred to write poetry and to 
study Greek and Latin, he studied law at his father’s insistence and 
became a prominent diplomatic figure in Europe. 

Petrarch’s Italian poetry is pervaded by the conflict between the 
ambiguous attractions of mortal beauty on the one hand and a sense 
of worldly sinfulness and vanity on the other. The poems are 
dominated by the figure of Laura, the object and image of Petrarch’s 
poetic love. Laura is a central figure in Sonnet 169, one of 366 
poems in Petrarch’s Canzoniere, or Book of Songs (1366). Sonnet 
169 is typical of the complaint poems common in the Renaissance, 
poems in which the speaker laments the failure of his beloved to 
return his affections. 


Petrarch 


Sonnet 169 


Translated by Anthony Mortimer 


Rapt in the one fond thought that makes me stray 
from other men and walk this world alone, 
sometimes I have escaped myself and flown 

to seek the very one that I should flee; 


so fair and fell I see her passing by 

that the soul trembles to take flight again, 
so many arméd sighs are in her train, 

this lovely foe to Love himself and me! 


And yet, upon that high and clouded brow 
10 I seem to see a ray of pity shine, 
shedding some light across the grieving heart: 


so I call back my soul, and when I vow 
at last to tell her of my hidden pain, 


I have so much to say I dare not start. 
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STUDY QUESTIONS 


Recalling 

1. According to the first stanza, how has being 
“rapt” in his ‘‘one fond thought” made the 
speaker behave toward others? What has he 
sometimes done to escape his isolation? 

2. According to the second stanza, what happens 
to the speaker’s “soul”? Why? 

3. What does the speaker seem to see on “that 
high and clouded brow’? 

4. In the last stanza what does the speaker vow? 
Why can he not keep that vow? 


Interpreting 

5. What is the ‘‘one tond thought” in which the 
speaker is ‘rapt’? Who is the ‘very one” that 
he should flee? 

6. To whose brow do lines 9-11 refer? What 
does the “light” in line 11 represent for the 
speaker? 

7. In your own words explain the conflict in the 
speaker expressed in the first eight lines, the 
decision he makes in the final six lines, and 
the event or action that prompts his decision. 
What is the ironical outcome of his decision? 


LITERARY FOCUS 


Petrarchan Sonnet and Conceit 

Dante (page 736) and later Petrarch perfected 
the sonnet form now called Petrarchan, or Italian, 
in order to distinguish it from the Shakespearean 
or English sonnet (page 90). 

The Petrarchan sonnet is divided into an oc- 
tave and a sestet. The octave consists of eight 
lines that follow the rhyme scheme abbaabba; 
the sestet, or remaining six lines, generally has a 
rhyme sequence of cdecde or cdccdc. (Sonnet 
169 in translation comes close to but does not 
exactly follow that rhyme scheme.) The structure 
of the Petrarchan sonnet usually follows the 
stanza divisions: the octave presents a situation 
or raises a question that is resolved or answered 
in the sestet. Because of these restrictions in 
length, rhythm, rhyme, and structure, the sonnet 
poses a challenge to the artistry of the poet. 

The literary term conceit has come to mean a 
poetic metaphor in which the poet draws an in- 
ventive parallel between two elements having lit- 
tle or nothing in common. The Petrarchan con- 
ceit was introduced by Petrarch in his love 
sonnets to capture the qualities of the suffering 


lover and his beloved. The military imagery in 
lines 7 and 8 of Sonnet 169 —“arméd sighs” and 
“this lovely foe’’—is a typical Petrarchan conceit. 


Thinking About the Petrarchan Sonnet 
and Conceit 


1. Indicate the octave and the sestet in Sonnet 
169. Why do you think Petrarch further divided 
the octave and the sestet? 

2. Find an example of a Petrarchan conceit in the 
first three lines of the sestet. What two things 
are being compared? 


COMPOSITION 


Writing a Comparison/Contrast 

& Compare and contrast the content and themes 
of Dante (page 736) and Petrarch in a brief es- 
say. First compare the characteristics of Be- 
atrice and Laura and the relationship each has 
to the poet. Then consider what each poet re- 
veals about his spiritual beliefs through his 
portrait of and relationship to his beloved. For 
help with this assignment, refer to Lesson 2 in 
the Writing About Literature Handbook at the 
back of this book. 


Writing a Letter of Advice 

Hi Imagine that the speaker in Sonnet 169 is a 
friend of yours. He has decided he is too 
preoccupied with being in love, and has written 
to you for advice. In your response, recom- 
mend three or four new activities or hobbies to 
your friend and explain why they will take his 
mind off love. 


COMPARING ENGLISH AND WESTERN 


Compare Petrarch’s Sonnet 169 to the poetry 
of one or more Elizabethan writers on pages 89— 
102. Your comparison should consider the follow- 
ing questions: 


1. Which poems are love poems? Are these con- 
cerned merely with describing human love, or 
do they extend this topic into a general com- 
ment about human nature or into an expres- 
sion of spiritual faith? Explain your answers. 

2. Which poems are Petrarchan sonnets, and 
which are Shakespearean? How does the sub- 
ject matter of each sonnet reflect the stanza 
breaks? (For a full discussion of the Shake- 
spearean sonnet form, see page 90.) 
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Boccaccio = 1313-1375 


The first great writer of prose in the modern vernacular, Giovanni 
Boccaccio [bd ka’ché 6’], an Italian, was born possibly in Paris, 
possibly in Florence, the child of a French woman and an Italian 
merchant. Boccaccio took an early delight in writing stories and 
poems, but his father, wishing his son to become a businessman like 
himself, sent him to study business and later church law in Naples. 
While these studies were not at all to Boccaccio’s liking, living in 
Naples gave him the chance to attend the court of Robert of Naples, 
active patron of writers and artists. With encouragement from Robert, 
Boccaccio greatly pleased the court with his poetry and stories and 
became a popular figure among the many beautiful women of 
Naples. Unfortunately, this pleasant life came to an end when 
financial reverses forced Boccaccio to return to Florence in 1340. 

Ten years later he met Petrarch, whom he had long admired. 
Under Petrarch’s influence Boccaccio embraced a more religious life 
and turned from writing worldly tales in the Italian vernacular to 
Latin and scholarship. He was instrumental in producing a Latin 
translation of Homer from Greek fragments and also in restoring 
many manuscripts of Roman classics. Never adept at managing his 
finances, Boccaccio spent his later years in poverty and ill health. 
Petrarch’s death in 1374 was a great blow to him, and he died the 
following year. 

Boccaccio’s Italian stories and poetry stand as perhaps the most 
authentic representation of the Renaissance, for they exude 
Renaissance confidence in human ability and delight in the diversity 
of human experience. Boccaccio’s masterpiece, the Decameron 
(written between 1348 and 1358), is a collection of one hundred 
stories that successfully blend the comic and the tragic and succeed 
in raising vernacular prose to the stature of classical literature. The 
stories are set in a historical framework: Retiring to the countryside 
to escape plague-stricken Florence in 1348, ten young people, 
invented by Boccaccio, amuse themselves by telling stories with 
topics determined each day by a presiding “king” or “queen.” While 
Boccaccio varies the tone of the stories according to their subjects, 
his overriding theme asserts that a truly noble individual must accept 
the consequences of his actions and confine his desire to what is 
humanly possible. Yet, in true Renaissance spirit, Boccaccio insists 
that what is humanly possible is frequently a great deal, that a 
human being can often overcome his fortune or even learn to 
exploit it. 

“Federigo’s Falcon,” one of the hundred stories of the 
Decameron, is a good example of Boccaccio’s narrative artistry as 
well as his understanding and sympathy for human aspirations and 
emotions. 
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Giovanni Boccaccio 


fom The Decameron 


Translated by Richard Aldington 


Federigo’s Falcon 


Fifth Day, Ninth Tale 

Filomena had ceased speaking, and the 
queen, seeing that nobody was left to speak ex- 
cept Dioneo (who had his privilege) and her- 
self, began cheerfully as follows: 

It is now my turn to speak, dearest ladies, 
and I shall gladly do so with a tale similar in 
part to the one before, not only that you may 
know the power of your beauty over the gen- 
tle heart but because you may learn yourselves 
to be givers of rewards when fitting, without 
allowing fortune always to dispense them, 
since fortune most often bestows them, not 
discreetly but lavishly. 

You must know then that Coppo di 
Borghese Domenichi, who was and perhaps 
still is one of our fellow citizens, a man of 
great and revered authority in our days both 
from his manners and his virtues (far more 
than from nobility of blood), a most excellent 
person worthy of eternal fame, and in the full- 
ness of his years, delighted often to speak of 
past matters with his neighbors and other men. 
And this he could do better and more orderly 
and with a better memory and more ornate 
speech than anyone else. 

Among other excellent things, he was wont 
to say that in the past there was in Florence’ a 
young man named Federigo, the son of Messer 
Filippo Alberighi, renowned above all other 
young gentlemen of Tuscany for his prowess in 
arms and his courtesy. Now, as most often hap- 
pens to gentlemen, he fell in love with a lady 
named Monna Giovanna, in her time held to be 
one of the gayest and most beautiful women 


1, Florence: largest city in Tuscany, a region in north- 
central Italy. 


ever known in Florence. To win her love, he 
went to jousts and tourneys,’ made and gave 
feasts, and spent his money without stint. But 
she, no less chaste than beautiful, cared noth- 
ing for the things he did for her nor for him 
who did them. 

Now as Federigo was spending far beyond 
his means and getting nothing in, as easily hap- 
pens, his wealth failed and he remained poor 
with nothing but a little farm, on whose pro- 
duce he lived very penuriously, and one falcon 
which was among the best in the world. More 
in love than ever, but thinking he would never 
be able to live in the town anymore as he de- 
sired, he went to Campi where his farm was. 
There he spent his time hawking,’ asked noth- 
ing of anybody, and patiently endured his 
poverty. 

Now while Federigo was in this extremity it 
happened one day that Monna Giovanna’s hus- 
band fell ill, and seeing death come upon him, 
made his will. He was a very rich man and left 
his estate to a son who was already growing 
up. And then, since he had greatly loved 
Monna Giovanna, he made her his heir in case 
his son should die without legitimate children; 
and so died. 

Monna Giovanna was now a widow, and as 
is customary with our women, she went with 
her son to spend the year in a country house 
she had near Federigo’s farm. Now the boy 
happened to strike up a friendship with Feder- 
igo, and delighted in dogs and hawks. He often 
saw Federigo’s falcon fly, and took such great 


2. jousts and tourneys: tilting matches between two 
rival knights at festivals. 
3. hawking: hunting with trained hawks. 
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Greenland Falcon, George Stubbs, 1780. 


delight in it that he very much wanted to have 
it, but did not dare ask for it, since he saw 
how much Federigo prized it. 

While matters were in this state, the boy 
fell ill. His mother was very much grieved, as 
he was her only child and she loved him ex- 
tremely. She spent the day beside him, trying 
to help him, and often asked him if there was 
anything he wanted, begging him to say sa, for 
if it were possible to have it, she would try to 
get it for him. After she had many times made 
this offer, the boy said: 

“Mother, if you can get me Federigo’s fal- 
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con, I think I should soon be better.” 

The lady paused a little at this, and began 
to think what she should do. She knew that 
Federigo had loved her for a long time, and yet 
had never had one glance from her, and she 
said to herself: 

“How can I send or go and ask for this fal- 
con, which is, from what I hear, the best that 
ever flew, and moreover his support in life? 
How can I be so thoughtless as to take this 
away from a gentleman who has no other pleas- 
ure left in life?” 

Although she knew she was certain to have 


the bird for the asking, she remained in embar- 
rassed thought, not knowing what to say, and 
did not answer her son. But at length love for 
her child got the upper hand and she deter- 
mined that to please him in whatever way it 
might be, she would not send, but go herself 
for it and bring it back to him. So she replied: 

“Be comforted, my child, and try to get bet- 
ter somehow. I promise you that tomorrow 
morning I will go for it, and bring it to you.” 

The child was so delighted that he became 
a little better that same day. And on the mor- 
row the lady took another woman to accom- 
pany her and as if walking for exercise went to 
Federigo’s cottage, and asked for him. Since it 
was not the weather for it, he had not been 
hawking for some days and was in his garden 
employed in certain work there. When he 
heard that Monna Giovanna was asking for him 
at the door, he was greatly astonished and ran 
there happily. When she saw him coming, she 
got up to greet him with womanly charm, and 
when Federigo had courteously saluted her, 
she said: 

“How do you do, Federigo? I have come 


here to make amends for the damage you have 


suffered through me by loving me more than 
was needed. And in token of this, I intend to 
dine today familiarly with you and my compan- 
ion here.” 

“Madonna,” replied Federigo humbly, “I do 
not remember ever to have suffered any dam- 
age through you, but received so much good 
that if I was ever worth anything it was owing 
to your worth and the love I bore it. Your gen- 
erous visit to me is so precious to me that I 
could spend again all that I have spent, but you 
have come to a poor host.” 

So saying, he modestly took her into his 
house and from there to his garden. Since 
there was nobody else to remain in her com- 
pany, he said: 

“Madonna, since there is nobody else, this 
good woman, the wife of this workman, will 
keep you company while I go to set the table.” 


v4 


4. Madonna: Italian for “my lady.” 


Now, although his poverty was extreme, he 
had never before realized what necessity he 
had fallen into by his foolish extravagance in 
spending his wealth. But he repented of it that 
morning when he could find nothing with 
which to do honor to the lady, for love of 
whom he had entertained vast numbers of men 
in the past. In his anguish he cursed himself 
and his fortune and ran up and down like a 
man out his senses, unable to find money or 
anything to pawn. The hour was late and his 
desire to honor the lady extreme, yet he would 
not apply to anyone else, even to his own 
workman; when suddenly his eye fell upon his 
falcon, perched on a bar in the sitting room. 
Having no one to whom he could appeal, he 
took the bird, and finding it plump, decided it 
would be food worthy such a lady. So, without 
further thought, he wrung its neck, made his 
little maid servant quickly pluck and prepare it, 
and put it on a spit to roast. He spread the ta- 
ble with the whitest napery, of which he had 
some left, and returned to the lady in the gar- 
den with a cheerful face, saying that the meal 
he had been able to prepare for her was ready. 

The lady and her companion arose and 
went to table, and there together with Feder- 
igo, who served it with the greatest devotion, 
they ate the good falcon, not knowing what it 
was. They left the table and spent some time 
in cheerful conversation, and the lady, thinking 
the time had now come to say what she had 
come for, spoke fairly to Federigo as follows: 

“Federigo, when you remember your for- 
mer life and my chastity, which no doubt you 
considered harshness and cruelty, I have no 
doubt that you will be surprised at my pre- 
sumption when you hear what I have come 
here for chiefly. But if you had children, 
through whom you could know the power of 
parental love, I am certain that you would to 
some extent excuse me. 

“But as you have no child, I have one, and 
I cannot escape the common laws of mothers. 
Compelled by their power, | have come to ask 
you—against my will and against all good man- 
ners and duty—for a gift which I know is 
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something especially dear to you and reason- 
ably so, because I know your straitened fortune 
has left you no other pleasure, no other rec- 
reation, no other consolation. This gift is your 
falcon, which has so fascinated my child that if 
I do not take it to him, I am afraid his present 
illness will grow so much worse that I may 
lose him. Therefore I beg you, not by the love 
you bear me (which holds you to nothing), but 
by your own nobleness, which has shown itself 
so much greater in all courteous usage than is 
wont in other men, that you will be pleased to 
give it me so that through this gift I may be 
able to say that I have saved my child’s life and 
thus be ever under an obligation to you.” 

When Federigo heard the lady’s request and 
knew that he could not serve her because he 
had given her the bird to eat, he began to 
weep in her presence, for he could not speak 
a word. The lady at first thought that his grief 
came from having to part with his good falcon, 
rather than from anything else, and she was al- 
most on the point of retraction. But she re- 
mained firm and waited for Federigo’s reply af- 
ter his lamentation. And he said: 

“Madonna, ever since it has pleased God 
that I should set my love upon you, I have felt 
that fortune has been contrary to me in many 
things, and have grieved for it. But they are all 
light in comparison with what she has done to 
me now, and I shall never be at peace with her 
again when I reflect that you came to my poor 
house, which you never deigned to visit when 
it was rich, and asked me for a little gift, and 
fortune has so acted that I cannot give it to 
you. Why this cannot be, I will briefly tell you. 

“When I heard that you in your gracious- 
ness desired to dine with me and I thought of 
your excellence and your worthiness, I thought 
it right and fitting to honor you with the best 
food I could obtain: so, remembering the fal- 
con you ask me for and its value, I thought it 
a meal worthy of you, and today you had it 
roasted on the dish and set forth as best I 
could. But now I see that you wanted the bird 


762 Western Literature: The Renaissance 


in another form, it is such a grief to me that | 
cannot serve you that I think I shall never be 
at peace again.” 

And after saying this he showed her the 
feathers and the feet and the beak of the bird 
in proof. When the lady heard and saw all this 
she first blamed him for having killed such a 
falcon to make a meal for a woman, and then 
she inwardly commended his greatness of soul 
which no poverty could or would be able to 
abate. But, having lost all hope of obtaining the 
falcon and thus perhaps the health of her son, 
she departed sadly and returned to the child. 
Now, either from disappointment at not having 
the falcon or because his sickness must inevit- 
ably have led to it, the child died not many 
days later, to the mother’s extreme grief. 

Although she spent some time in tears and 
bitterness, yet, since she had been left very 
rich and was still young, her brothers often 
urged her to marry again. She did not want to 
do so, but as they kept on pressing her, she re- 
membered the worthiness of Federigo and his 
last act of generosity, in killing such a falcon to 
do her honor. 

“IT will gladly submit to marriage when you 
please,” she said to her brothers, “but if you 
want me to take a husband, I will take no man 
but Federigo degli Alberighi.” 

At this her brothers laughed at her, saying: 

“Why, what are you talking about, you fool? 
Why do you want a man who hasn’t a penny 
in the world?” 

But she replied: 

“Brothers, I know it is as you Say, but | 
would rather have a man who needs money 
than money which needs a man.” 

Seeing her determination, the brothers, who 
knew Federigo’s good qualities, did as she 
wanted and gave her with all her wealth to 
him, in spite of his poverty. Federigo, finding 
that he had such a woman, whom he loved so 
much, with all her wealth to boot, as his wife, 
was more prudent with his money in the future, 
and ended his days happily with her. 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


Recalling 

1. What caused Federigo to spend his money 
“without stint’? What was Monna Giovanna’s 
reaction to his behavior? 

2. Where did Federigo go after he lost his 
wealth? How did he occupy his time there? 

3. In what financial circumstances was Monna 
Giovanna left after the death of her husband? 

4. Why does Monna Giovanna want to obtain 
the falcon for her son? What does she realize 
about the falcon’s place in Federigo’s life? 

5. Why does Federigo serve Monna Giovanna 
the falcon when she comes to visit? What 
does he do when she tells him why she 
wanted the falcon? 

6. What does he say has been “contrary” to him 
in many things? 

7. In what financial state is Monna Giovanna left 
after the death of her son? Who urges her to 
remarry? What does she remember about 
Federigo that prompts her to choose him as 
her new husband? 


Interpreting 

8. How do Monna Giovanna's feelings for Fed- 
erigo change throughout the story, from her 
reactions to his lavish expenditures to her de- 
cision to marry him? What causes her feel- 
ings to change? 

9. Is Federigo in any way responsible for his 
own eventual happiness? Explain. 

10. Explain how the story illustrates the “moral” 
of giving rewards when they are deserved, as 
stated by the queen in paragraph 2. 

11. What Renaissance ideas or beliefs does the 
story illustrate? 


Extending 

12. What do you think is the role of chance in the 
achievement of happiness? To what extent 
are we responsible for our happiness? 


LITERARY FOCUS 


ete 


Narrative 

A narrative is writing that tells a story, moving 
from event to event, usually in chronological or- 
der. Unlike drama and lyric poetry, which are di- 
rect presentations of actions or emotions, a nar- 
trative requires a narrator, or storyteller. Starting 
with the ancient oral epics, narrative has slowly 


developed into the novel, the dominant form of lit- 
erature in the West for the past two centuries. 

In presenting a fictional narrative, the author 
generally seeks to give his story a ring of truth 
that will help the reader accept the tale. In the 
Decameron Boccaccio does this by using a frame 
story. A frame story is a story within which an- 
other story unfolds. Boccaccio’s frame story is 
factual—plague actually did strike Florence in 
1348, forcing many residents to flee the city. By 
placing his narrators in this historical context, 
Boccaccio gradually eases the reader into ac- 
cepting his fictional tales. 

Boccaccio’s narrative skill goes beyond real- 
istic plot devices, however, A keen observer of 
human behavior, Boccaccio uses internal discus- 
sions, called interior monologues, and com- 
ments by the narrator that explain his characters’ 
personalities or reveal their thoughts. It is Boc- 
caccio’s combination of action and insight that 
sets his narratives apart from the stories of the 
classical and medieval ages and places him at 
the beginning of the modern tradition. 


Thinking About Narrative 

1. “Federigo’s Falcon” actually has two narrators 
in addition to Boccaccio himself. Identify these 
two narrators and explain the function of each. 

2. Indicate three passages where Boccaccio ex- 
plains Monna Giovanna’s personality or re- 
veals her thought. 


COMPOSITION 


Analyzing Characterization 

@ Write a brief essay analyzing Boccaccio’s char- 
acterization of either Monna Giovanna or Fed- 
erigo. Begin with a statement about the char- 
acter’s personality. Then show how Boccaccio 
develops that personality through direct and in- 
direct characterization (see page 62). State 
and explain your opinion of whether or not the 
character resembles a real human being. 


Writing a Modern Version of a Story 

— Write an updated version of ‘“Federigo’s Fal- 
con.” In your frame story make clear why ten 
young narrators have left an American city (of 
your choice) and are now telling stories to 
pass the time. in your story within the frame 
story, use the same basic plot and themes that 
Boccaccio uses, but substitute modern names, 
actions, and settings. 
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Cervantes = 1547-1616 


The Spaniard Miguel de Cervantes [mé gel’ da sar van’téz] created the 
best-known and best-loved knight who ever lived in the pages of a 
book, Don Quixote de la Mancha [don’ ké ho'té da 14 man’cha]. 
Cervantes was born near Madrid to a family of minor nobility who 
moved from place to place in near poverty for most of Cervantes’ 
childhood. In 1571, when he was twenty-four, Cervantes fought under 
Don John of Austria and was wounded at the Battle of Lepanto—''the 
battle of the century’—which drove the Turks from the eastern 
Mediterranean. On his journey back to Spain, Cervantes was captured 
by pirates, and he spent the next five years as a slave in North 
Africa. He made several futile efforts to escape, until at length he was 
ransomed and returned to Spain, where he found his family in 
severe financial difficulties. Cervantes never emerged from these 
financial misfortunes, and even the immediate success of Don 
Quixote did little to relieve his burdens. He died in poverty in 1616, 
the same year that England lost its greatest writer, William 
Shakespeare. 

Author of the greatest work in Spanish literature, Cervantes 
showed only indifferent talent in the traditional literary forms of 
his time. He wrote a quantity of insignificant poetry, moderately 
good prose stories, and twenty or thirty plays, most of which have 
been lost. Yet Don Quixote was an instant best seller and has 
become an enduring classic. It is generally considered the world’s 
first great novel. 

Published in Madrid early in 1605, -Part I of Don Quixote went 
through sixteen editions in Cervantes’ lifetime and was translated 
into French and English. Along with Part II, which appeared in 
1615, it became the world’s most frequently published novel. It 
was widely imitated by many early English novelists who spurred 
the eighteenth-century vogue for picaresque novels, loosely strung 
satiric novels that recount episodes in the lives of adventurers or 
lovable rogues. 

Yet Don Quixote is far more than a picaresque novel. Although 
it sets out to satirize the long and complicated medieval romances 
of chivalry, its title character soon transcends his role as a 
caricature. Along with his faithful squire, Sancho Panza, Don 
Quixote rides forth, carrying the improbable banner of right into a 
world full of probable wrongs. Cervantes allows the reader to 
decide whether it.is better to accept life’s injustices and appear 
sane or to attempt to battle life’s various “windmills” and be 
considered crazy. 


764 Western Literature: The Renaissance 


Miguel de Cervantes 


fom Don Quixote 


Translated by Samuel Putnam 


Chapter 1 


Which treats of the station in life and the 
pursuits of the famous gentleman, Don 
Quixote de la Mancha. 


In a village of La Mancha,’ the name of 
which I have no desire to recall, there lived 
not so long ago one of those gentlemen who 
always have a lance in the rack, an ancient 
buckler, a skinny nag, and a greyhound for the 
chase. A stew with more beef than mutton in 
it, chopped meat for his evening meal, scraps 
for a Saturday, lentils on Friday, and a young 
pigeon as a special delicacy for Sunday went to 
account for three quarters of his income. The 
rest of it he laid out on a broadcloth greatcoat 
and velvet stocking for feast days, with slippers 
to match, while the other days of the week he 
cut a figure in a suit of the finest homespun. 
Living with him were a housekeeper in her for- 
ties, a niece who was not yet twenty, and a lad 
of the field and market place who saddled his 
horse for him and wielded the pruning knife. 

This gentleman of ours was close on to 
fifty, of a robust constitution but with little 
flesh on his bones and a face that was lean and 
gaunt. He was noted for his early rising, being 
very fond of the hunt. They will try to tell you 
that his surname was Quijada or Quesada— 
there is some difference of opinion among 
those who have written on the subject—but 
according to the most likely conjectures we 
are to understand that it was really Quejana. 
But all this means very little so far as our story 
is concerned, providing that in the telling of it 
we do not depart one iota from the truth. 

You may know, then, that the aforesaid gen- 


1. La Mancha: in Cervantes’ time a poor and backward 
region of south-central Spain. 


tleman, on those occasions when he was at lei- 
sure, which was most of the year around, was 
in the habit of reading books of chivalry* with 
such pleasure and devotion as to lead him al- 
most wholly to forget the life of a hunter and 
even the administration of his estate. So great 
was his curiosity and infatuation in this regard 
that he even sold many acres of tillable land in 
order to be able to buy and read the books 
that he loved, and he would carry home with 
him as many of them as he could obtain. 

Of all those that he thus devoured, none 
pleased him so well as the ones that had been 
composed by the famous Feliciano de Silva, 
whose lucid prose style and involved conceits 
were as precious to him as pearls; especially 
when he came to read those tales of love and 
amorous challenges that are to be met with in 
many places, such a passage as the following, 
for example: “The reason of the unreason that 
afflicts my reason, in such a manner ‘weakens 
my reason that I with reason lament me of 
your comeliness.” And he was similarly affected 
when his eyes fell upon such lines as these: 
“ . . the high heaven of your divinity divinely 
fortifies you with the stars and renders you de- 
serving of that desert your greatness doth de- 
serve.” 

The poor fellow used to lie awake nights in 
an effort to disentangle the meaning and make 
sense out of passages such as these, although 
Aristotle’? himself would not have been able to 
understand them, even if he had been resur- 
rected for that sole purpose. He was not at 
ease in his mind over those wounds that Don 


2. books of chivalry: medieval stories of knighthood 
and courtly love. Cervantes refers to many authors, 
characters, and events from such books. 

3. Aristotle: Greek philosopher (384-322 B.c.). 
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Belianis gave and received; for no matter how 
great the surgeons who treated him, the poor 
fellow must have been left with his face and 
his entire body covered with marks and scars. 
Nevertheless, he was grateful to the author for 
closing the book with the promise of an inter- 
minable adventure to come; many a time he 
was tempted to take up his pen and literally 
finish the tale as had been promised, and he 
undoubtedly would have done so, and would 
have succeeded at it very well, if his thoughts 
had not been constantly occupied with other 
things of greater moment. 

He often talked it over with the village cur- 
ate, who was a learned man, a graduate of Si- 
giienza,* and they would hold long discussions 
as to who had been the better knight, Palmerin 
of England or Amadis of Gaul; but Master Ni- 
cholas, the barber of the same village, was in 
the habit of saying that no one could come up 
to the Knight of Phoebus, and that if anyone 
could compare with him it was Don Galaor, 
brother of Amadis of Gaul, for Galaor was 
ready for anything—he was none of your fini- 
cal knights who went around whimpering as 
his brother did, and in point of valor he did 
not lag behind him. 

In short, our gentleman became so im- 
mersed in his reading that he spent whole 
nights from sundown to sunup and his days 
from dawn to dusk in poring over his books, 
until, finally, from so little sleeping and so 
much reading, his brain dried up and he went 
completely out of his mind. He had filled his 
imagination with everything that he had read, 
with enchantments, knightly encounters, bat- 
tles, challenges, wounds, with tales of love and 
its torments, and all sorts of impossible things, 
and as a result had come to believe that all 
these fictitious happenings were true; they 
were more real to him than anything else in 
the world. He would remark that the Cid Ruy 
Diaz had been a very good knight, but there 
was no comparison between him and the 


4. Sigienza [sé gwen’ z4]: insignificant center of 
learning. 
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Knight of the Flaming Sword, who with a single 
backward stroke had cut in half two fierce and 
monstrous giants. He preferred Bernardo del 
Carpio, who at Roncesvalles had slain Roland 
despite the charm the latter bore, availing him- 
self of the stratagem which Hercules employed 
when he strangled Antaeus, the son of Earth, in 
his arms. 

He had much good to say for Morgante 
who, though he belonged to the haughty, over- 
bearing race of giants, was of an affable dispo- 
sition and well brought up. But, above all, he 
cherished an admiration for Rinaldo of Montal- 
ban, especially as he beheld him sallying forth 
from his castle to rob all those that crossed his 
path, or when he thought of him overseas 
stealing the image of Mohammed which, so the 
story has it, was all of gold. And he would have 
liked very well to have had his fill of kicking 
that traitor Gakalon, a privilege for which he 
would have given his housekeeper with his 
niece thrown into the bargain. 

At last, when his wits were gone beyond re- 
pair, he came to conceive the strangest idea 
that ever occurred to any madman in this 
world. It now appeared to him fitting and nec- 
essary, in order to win a greater amount of 
honor for himself and serve his country at the 
same time, to become a knight errant’ and 
roam the world on horseback, in a suit of ar- 
mor; he would go in quest of adventures, by 
way of putting into practice all that he had 
read in his books; he would right every manner 
of wrong, placing himself in situations of the 
greatest peril such as would redound to the 
eternal glory of his name. As a reward for his 
valor and the might of his arm, the poor fellow 
could already see himself crowned Emperor of 
Trebizond at the very least; and so, carried 
away by the strange pleasure that he found in 
such thoughts as these, he at once set about 
putting his plan into effect. 

The first thing he did was to burnish up 
some old pieces of armor, left him by his great- 


5. knight errant: wandering knight in search of 
adventures to add to his reputation. 


grandfather, which for ages had lain in a cor- 
ner, moldering and forgotten. He polished and 
adjusted them as best he could, and then he 
noticed that one very important thing was lack- 
ing: there was no closed helmet, but only a 
morion, or visorless headpiece, with turned-up 
brim of the kind foot soldiers wore. His inge- 
nuity, however, enabled him to remedy this, 
and he proceeded to fashion out of cardboard 
a kind of half-helmet, which, when attached to 
the morion, gave the appearance of a whole 
one. True, when he went to see if it was strong 
enough to withstand a good slashing blow, he 
was somewhat disappointed; for when he drew 
his sword and gave it a couple of thrusts, he 
succeeded only in undoing a whole week’s la- 
bor. The ease with which he had hewed it to 
bits disturbed him no little, and he decided to 
make it over. This time he placed a few strips 
of iron on the inside, and then, convinced that 
it was strong enough, refrained from putting it 
to any further test; instead, he adopted it then 
and there as the finest helmet ever made. 
After this, he went out to have a look at his 
nag; and although the animal had more cuar- 
tos, or cracks, in its hoof than there are quar- 
ters in a real,° and more blemishes than 
Gonela’s’ steed which tantum pellis et ossa 
fuit,® it nonetheless looked to its master like a 
far better horse than Alexander’s Bucephalus or 
the Babieca of the Cid. He spent all of four 
days in trying to think up a name for his 
mount; for—so he told himself—seeing that it 
belonged to so famous and worthy a knight, 
there was no reason why it should not have a 
name of equal renown. The kind of name he 
wanted was one that would at once indicate 
what the nag had been before it came to be- 
long to a knight errant and what its present 
status was; for it stood to reason that, when 
the master’s worldly condition changed, his 


6. real [ra 4l’]: old Spanish coin. There were eight 
quarters in a real. 

7. Gonela’s: referring to a court jester in Italy in the 
fifteenth century. 

8. tantum pellis et ossa fuit (tan’toom pel’ is et’ 
6’s4 £007 it]: Latin for “was just skin and bones.” 


horse also ought to have a famous, high-sound- 
ing appellation, one suited to the new order of 
things and the new profession that it was to 
follow. 

After he in his memory and imagination had 
made up, struck out, and discarded many 
names, now adding to and now subtracting 
from the list, he finally hit upon “Rocinante,”” 
a name that impressed him as being sonorous 
and at the same time indicative of what the 
steed had been when it was but a_ hack, 
whereas now it was nothing other than the 
first and foremost of all the hacks in the world. 

Having found a name for his horse that 
pleased his fancy, he then desired to do as 
much for himself, and this required another 
week, and by the end of that period he had 
made up his mind that he was henceforth to be 
known as Don Quixote,’® which, as has been 
stated, has led the authors of this veracious his- 
tory to assume that his real name must un- 
doubtedly have been Quijada, and not Quesada 
as others would have it. But remembering that 
the valiant Amadis was not content to call him- 
self that and nothing more, but added the 
name of his kingdom and fatherland that he 
might make it famous also, and thus came to 
take the name Amadis of Gaul, so our good 
knight chose to add his place of origin and be- 
come “Don Quixote de la Mancha”; for by this 
means, as he saw it, he was making very plain 
his lineage and was conferring honor upon his 
country by taking its name as his own. 

And so, having polished up his armor and 
made the morion over into a closed helmet, 
and having given himself and his horse a name, 
he naturally found but one thing lacking still: 
he must seek out a lady of whom he could be- 
come enamored; for a knight errant without a 
ladylove was like a tree without leaves or fruit, 
a body without a soul. 

“If,” he said to himself, “as a punishment 
for my sins or by a stroke of fortune I should 
come upon some giant hereabouts, a thing that 


9. Rocinante: literally, a worn-out horse of little 
worth, originating from rocin, a nag. 
10. Quixote: a piece of armor that protects the thigh. 
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very commonly happens to knights errant, and 
if I should slay him in a hand-to-hand encoun- 
ter or perhaps cut him in two, or, finally, if I 
should vanquish and subdue him, would it not 
be well to have someone to whom I may send 
him as a present, in order that he, if he is liv- 
ing, may come in, fall upon his knees in front 
of my sweet lady, and say in a humble and sub- 
missive tone of voice, ‘I, lady, am the giant 
Caraculiambro, lord of the island Malindrania, 
who has been overcome in single combat by 
that knight who never can be praised enough, 
Don Quixote de la Mancha, the same who sent 
me to present myself before your Grace that 
your Highness may dispose of me as you see 
fit??” 

Oh, how our good knight reveled in this 
speech, and more than ever when he came to 
think of the name that he should give his lady! 
As the story goes, there was a very good-look- 
ing farm girl who lived near by, with whom he 
had once been smitten, although it is generally 
believed that she never knew or suspected it. 
Her name was Aldonza Lorenzo, and it seemed 
to him that she was the one upon whom he 
should bestow the title of mistress of his 
thoughts. For her he wished a name that 
should not be incongruous with his own and 
that would convey the suggestion of a princess 
or a great lady; and accordingly, he resolved to 
call her “Dulcinea’’ del Toboso,” she being a 
native of that place. A musical name to his 
ears, Out of the ordinary and significant, like 
the others he had chosen for himself and his 
appurtenances. 


jrom Chapter 2 

Which treats of the first sally that the 
ingenious Don Quixote made from his native 
heath, 


Having, then, made all these preparations, 
he did not wish to lose any time in putting his 
plan into effect, for he could not but blame 
himself for what the world was losing by his 
delay, so many were the wrongs that were to 


11. Dulcinea [dool’sé na’a]: a name meaning “the sweet 
or pleasing one.” 


be righted, the grievances to be redressed, the 
abuses to be done away with, and the duties to 
be performed. Accordingly, without informing 
anyone of his intention and without letting 
anyone see him, he set out one morning before 
daybreak on one of those very hot days in July. 
Donning all his armor, mounting Rocinante, ad- 
justing his ill-contrived helmet, bracing his 
shield on his arm, and taking up his lance, he 
sallied forth by the back gate of his stable yard 
into the open countryside. It was with great 
contentment and joy that he saw how easily he 
had made a beginning toward the fulfillment of 
his desire. 

No sooner was he out on the plain, how- 
ever, than a terrible thought assailed him, one 
that all but caused him to abandon the enter- 
prise he had undertaken. This occurred when 
he suddenly remembered that he had never 
formally been dubbed a knight, and so, in ac- 
cordance with the law of knighthood, was not 
permitted to bear arms against one who had a 
right to that title. And even if he had been, as 
a novice knight he would have had to wear 
white armor, without any device on his shield, 
until he should have earned one by his ex- 
ploits. These thoughts led him to waver in his 
purpose, but, madness prevailing over reason, 
he resolved to have himself knighted by the 
first person he met, as many others had done 
if what he had read in those books that he had 
at home was true. And so far as white armor 
was concerned, he would scour his own the 
first chance that offered until it shone whiter 
than any ermine. With this he became more 
tranquil and continued on his way, letting his 
horse take whatever path it chose, for he be- 
lieved that therein lay the very essence of ad- 
ventures. ... 


As his adventures continue, Don Quixote 
encounters a bewildered innkeeper and per- 
suades the man to “knight” him. He also 
breaks his “helmet” in the course of his ex- 
ploits. His travels are cut short by his friends, 
who trick him into returning home, where he 
is treated like a madman and not permitted 
to read bis “dangerous” books about chivaliry. 


from Chapter 7 
Of the second sally of our good knight, Don 
Quixote de la Mancha. 


. . He remained at home very tranquilly 
for a couple of weeks, without giving sign of 
any desire to repeat his former madness. Dur- 
ing that time he had most pleasant conversa- 
tions with his two old friends, the curate and 
the barber, on the point he had raised to the 
effect that what the world needed most was 
knights errant and a revival of chivalry. The 
curate would occasionally contradict him and 
again would give in, for it was only by means 
of this artifice that he could carry on a con- 
versation with him at all. 

In the meanwhile Don Quixote was bring- 
ing his powers of persuasion to bear upon a 
farmer who lived near by, a good man—f this 
title may be applied to one who is poor—but 
with very few wits in his head. The short of it 
is, by pleas and promises, he got the hapless 
rustic to agree to ride forth with him and serve 
him as his squire. Among other things, Don 
Quixote told him that he ought to be more 
than willing to go, because no telling what ad- 
venture might occur which would win them an 
island, and then he (the farmer) would be left 
to be the governor of it. As a result of these 
and other similar assurances, Sancho Panza for- 
sook his wife and children and consented to 
take upon himself the duties of squire to his 
neighbor. 

Next, Don Quixote set out to raise some 
money, and by selling this thing and pawning 
that and getting the worst of the bargain al- 
ways, he finally scraped together a reasonable 
amount. He also asked a friend of his for the 
loan of a buckler and patched up his broken 
helmet as well as he could. He advised his 
squire, Sancho, of the day and hour when they 
were to take the road and told him to see to 
laying in a supply of those things that were 
most necessary, and, above all, not to forget 
the saddlebags. Sancho replied that he would 
see to all this and added that he was also 
thinking of taking along with him a very good 
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ass that he had, as he was not much used to 
going on foot. 

With regard to the ass, Don Quixote had to 
do a little thinking, trying to recall if any 
knight errant had ever had a squire thus asi- 
ninely mounted. He could not think of any, but 
nevertheless he decided to take Sancho with 
the intention of providing him with a nobler 
steed as soon as occasion offered; he had but 
to appropriate the horse of the first discour- 
teous knight he met. Having furnished himself 
with shirts and all the other things that the 
innkeeper had recommended, he and Panza 
rode forth one night unseen by anyone and 
without taking leave of wife and children, 
housekeeper or niece. They went so far that by 
the time morning came they were safe from 
discovery had a hunt been started for them. 

Mounted on his ass, Sancho Panza rode 
along like a patriarch, with saddlebags and 
flask, his mind set upon becoming governor of 
that island that his master had promised him. 
Don Quixote determined to take the same 
route and road over the Campo de Montiel 
that he had followed on his first journey; but 
he was not so uncomfortable this time, for it 
was early morning and the sun’s rays fell upon 
them slantingly and accordingly did not tire 
them too much. 

“Look, Sir Knight errant,” said Sancho, 
“your Grace should not forget that island you 
promised me; for no matter how big it is, Pll 
be able to govern it right enough.” 

“I would have you know, friend Sancho 
Panza,” replied Don Quixote, “that among the 
knights errant of old it was a very common 
custom to make their squires governors of the 
islands or the kingdoms that they won, and I 
am resolved that in my case so pleasing a 
usage shall not fall into desuetude. I even mean 
to go them one better; for they very often, per- 
haps most of the time, waited until their 
squires were old men who had had their fill of 
serving their masters during bad days and 
worse nights, whereupon they would give 
them the title of count, or marquis at most, of 
some valley or province more or less. But if 
you live and I live, it well may be that within 
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a week I shall win some kingdom with others 
dependent upon it, and it will be the easiest 
thing in the world to crown you king of one 
of them. You need not marvel at this, for all 
sorts of unforeseen things happen to knights 
like me, and I may readily be able to give you 
even more than I have promised.” 

“In that case,” said Sancho Panza, “if by one 
of those miracles of which your Grace was 
speaking I should become king, I would cer- 
tainly send for Juana Gutiérrez,'? my old lady, 
to come and be my queen, and the young ones 
could be infantes.”’* 

“There is no doubt about it,’ Don Quixote 
assured him. 

“Well, I doubt it,” said Sancho, “for I think 
that even if God were to rain kingdoms upon 
the earth, no crown would sit well on the head 
of Mari Gutiérrez, for I am telling you, sir, as a 
queen she is not worth two maravedis.’* She 
would do better as a countess, God help her.” 

“Leave everything to God, Sancho,’ said 
Don Quixote, “and he will give you whatever 
is most fitting; but I trust you will not be so 
pusillanimous as to be content with anything 
less than the title of viceroy.” 

“That I will not,” said Sancho Panza, “es- 
pecially seeing that I have in your Grace so il- 
lustrious a master who can give me all that is 
suitable to me and all that I can manage.” 


from Chapter 8 

Of the good fortune which the valorous Don 
Quixote had in the terrifying and never. 
before-imagined adventure of the windmills, 
along with other events that deserve to be 
suitably recorded. 


At this point they caught sight of thirty or 
forty windmills which were standing on the 
plain there, and no sooner had Don Quixote 
laid eyes upon them than he turned to his 
squire and said, “Fortune is guiding our affairs 


12. Juana Gutiérrez [hw4/n4 goo té ar’ez]: Sancho's 
wife, also referred to as Mari Gutiérrez and other names, 
13. infantes [én fan’tas]: Spanish princes and princesses. 
14. maravedis [ma'ra va’dés]: copper coins of little 
value. 


better than we could have wished; for you see 
there before you, friend Sancho Panza, some 
thirty or more lawless giants with whom I 
mean to do battle. I shall deprive them of their 
lives, and with the spoils from this encounter 
we shall begin to enrich ourselves; for this is 
righteous warfare, and it is a great service to 
God to remove so accursed a breed from the 
face of the earth. 

“What giants?” said Sancho Panza. 

“Those that you see there,” replied his mas- 
ter, ‘those with the long arms, some of which 
are as much as two leagues in length.” 

“But look, your Grace, those are not giants 
but windmills, and what appear to be arms are 
their wings which, when whirled in the breeze, 
cause the millstone to go.” 

“It is plain to be seen,” said Don Quixote, 
“that you have had little experience in this 
matter of adventures. If you are afraid, go off 
to one side and say your prayers while I am 
engaging them in fierce, unequal combat.” 

Saying this, he gave spurs to his steed Ro- 
cinante, without paying any heed to Sancho’s 
warning that these were truly windmills and 
not giants that he was riding forth to attack. 
Nor even when he was close upon them did he 
perceive what they really were, but shouted at 
the top of his lungs, “Do not seek to flee, cow- 
ards and vile creatures that you are, for it is 
but a single knight with whom you have to 
deal!” 

At that moment a little wind came up and 
the big wings began turning. 

“Though you flourish as many arms as did 
the giant Briareus,” said Don Quixote when he 
perceived this, “you still shall have to answer 
to me.” 

He thereupon commended himself with all 
his heart to his lady Dulcinea, beseeching her 
to succor him in this peril; and, being well 
covered with his shield and with his lance at 
rest, he bore down upon them at a full gallop 
and fell upon the first mill that stood in his 
way, giving a thrust at the wing, which was 
whirling at such a speed that his lance was 
broken into bits and both horse and horseman 
went rolling over the plain, very much bat- 


tered indeed. Sancho upon his donkey came 
hurrying to his master’s assistance as fast as he 
could, but when he reached the spot, the 
knight was unable to move, so great was the 
shock with which he and Rocinante had hit the 
ground. : 

“God help us!” exclaimed Sancho, “did I 
not tell your Grace to look well, that those 
were nothing but windmills, a fact which no 
one could fail to see unless he had other mills 
of the same sort in his head?” 

“Be quiet, friend Sancho,” said Don Qui- 
xote. “Such are the fortunes of war, which more 
than any other are subject to constant change. 
What is more, when I come to think of it, I am 
sure that this must be the work of that magi- 
cian Frest6n, the one who robbed me of my 
study and my books, and who has _ thus 
changed the giants into windmills in order to 
deprive me of the glory of overcoming them, 
so great is the enmity that he bears me; but in 
the end his evil arts shall not prevail against 
this trusty sword of mine.” 

“May God’s will be done,” was Sancho Pan- 
za’s response. And with the aid of his squire 
the knight was once more mounted on Rocin- 
ante, who stood there with one shoulder half 
out of joint. And so, speaking of the adventure 
that had just befallen them, they continued 
along the Puerto Lapice highway; for there, 
Don Quixote said, they could not fail to find 
many and varied adventures, this being a 
much-traveled thoroughfare. The only thing 
was, the knight was exceedingly downcast over 
the loss of his lance. 

“I remember,” he said to his squire, “having 
read of a Spanish knight by the name of Diego 
Pérez de Vargas, who, having broken his sword 
in battle, tore from an oak a heavy bough or 
branch and with it did such feats of valor that 
day, and pounded so many Moors,"* that he 
came to be known as Machuca, and he and his 
descendants from that day forth have been 
called Vargas y Machuca.'® I tell you this be- 
cause I, too, intend to provide myself with just 


15. Moors: Moslems of North Africa who invaded Spain. 
16. Machuca [m4 choo’k4]: the Hammerer. 
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such a bough as the one he wielded, and with 
it I propose to do such exploits that you shall 
deem yourself fortunate to have been found 
worthy to come with me and behold and wit- 
ness things that are almost beyond belief.” 

“God’s will be done,’ said Sancho. “I be- 
lieve everything that your Grace says; but 
straighten yourself up in the saddle a little, for 
you seem to be slipping down on one side, ow- 
ing, no doubt, to the shaking up that you re- 
ceived in your fall.” 

“Ah, that is the truth,” replied Don Qui- 
xote, “and if I do not speak of my sufferings, it 
is for the reason that it is not permitted 
knights errant to complain of any wound what- 
soever, even though their bowels may be drop- 
ping out.” 

“If that is the way it is,” said Sancho, “I 
have nothing more to say; but, God knows, it 
would suit me better if your Grace did com- 
plain when something hurts him. I can assure 
you that | mean to do so, over the least little 
thing that ails me—that is, unless the same rule 
applies to squires as well.” 

Don Quixote laughed long and heartily over 
Sancho’s simplicity, telling him that he might 
complain as much as he liked and where and 
when he liked, whether he had good cause or 
not; for he had read nothing to the contrary in 
the ordinances of chivalry. Sancho then called 
his master’s attention to the fact that it was 
time to eat. The knight replied that he himself 
had no need of food at the moment, but his 
squire might eat whenever he chose. Having 
been granted this permission, Sancho seated 
himself as best he could upon his beast, and, 
taking out from his saddlebags the provisions 
that he had stored there, he rode along lei- 
surely behind his master, munching his victuals 
and taking a good, hearty swig now and then 
at the leather flask in a manner that might well 
have caused the biggest-bellied tavernkeeper of 
Malaga to envy him. Between draughts he gave 
not so much as a thought to any promise that 
his master might have made him, nor did he 
look upon it as any hardship, but rather as 
good sport, to go in quest of adventures how- 
ever hazardous they might be. 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


Recalling 

1. What physical description of Don Quixote is 
provided in the second paragraph of Chapter 
1? What does he read in his leisure time? 

2. What strange idea does Don Quixote con- 
ceive when his wits are “gone beyond re- 
pair’? What does he plan to “right”? 

3. What does Don Quixote wear on his journey? 
What does he rename his horse, and why? 
What does he call himself? 

4. Whom does Don Quixote choose as his lady? 
Why does he believe he needs a lady? What 
name does he give her? 

5. How is Sancho Panza described in the sec- 
ond paragraph of Chapter 7? For what reason 
does he agree to accompany Don Quixote? 

6. In Chapter 8 identify three phrases that Don 
Quixote uses to describe the windmills. 

7. What does Sancho Panza exclaim after Don 
Quixote falls to the ground? How does Don 
Quixote explain the windmills after his fall? 


Interpreting 

8. What aspects of Don Quixote’s character are 
mildly mocked in the first chapter? What else 
does the chapter criticize? 

9. Compare Don Quixote and Sancho Panza 
with respect to their stations in life, their mo- 
tives in sallying forth, and their general atti- 
tudes toward life. 

10. What might the windmills represent? 

11. What virtues does Don Quixote possess? 
What does the fact that he is considered mad 
suggest about his society? 


Extending 
12. What parallels can you draw between Don 
Quixote’s time and today’s society? 


VIEWPOINT 


Joseph Wood Krutch, a noted literary critic, 
explains the value of the developing relationship 
between Don Quixote and Sancho Panza: 


Conceived at first as no more than a sim- 
ple-minded foil to his extravagant master, 
the latter [Sancho Panza] grows wiser in 
one kind of wisdom as the Don grows wiser 
in another until, though the one is mad and 
the other a clown, they have come to rep- 
resent the two types of human wisdom— 


that which knows how things really are and 
that which knows how they ought to be. 
—Five Masters 


Explain in your own words the two types of 
wisdom Krutch is talking about. Do you agree 
that Don Quixote and Sancho Panza each rep- 
resents one of these types of wisdom? Support 
your answer using evidence from the selection. 


LITERARY FOCUS 


Caricature 

A caricature is a humorous picture that ex- 
aggerates or distorts certain qualities of a person 
in order to create a ridiculous effect. In literature 
caricature is frequently associated with satire or 
Parody. Its true intent is not to criticize just one 
individual but rather to ridicule a societal group or 
a social practice. The ultimate aim of caricature is 
to ridicule in order to correct a weakness. 


Thinking About Caricature 

1. In what sense is Don Quixote a caricature? 
What things is Cervantes parodying or satiriz- 
ing in Don Quixote’s character? 

2. In what sense is Don Quixote not a caricature? 


VOCABULARY STUDY 


Words from Fictional Names 

From the famous fictional character Don Qui- 
xote comes the English word quixotic, which 
means “idealistic but impractical.” Using a good 
dictionary, explain the meanings and origins of 
the following words. 


1. babbitt 6. malapropism 
2. braggadocio 7. pantaloons 
3. chanticleer 8. ragamuffin 
4. ignoramus 9. scrooge 

5. knickerbocker 10. yahoo 


COMPARING ENGLISH AND WESTERN 
WRITERS 


& Just as Shakespeare is frequently named the 
greatest writer in English, Cervantes is often 
cited as the most famous writer in Spanish. 
What do these two authors have in common 
that would warrant such evaluations? Consider 
especially the understanding of human nature 
that each author displays. 
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EUROPE 


THE 
SEVENTEENTH 
AND 
EIGHTEENTH 
CENTURIES 


1600—1800 


Politically, spiritually, and artistically, the 
beginning of the seventeenth century 
marked the end of the Renaissance. The 
death of Elizabeth I in 1603 and of 
Shakespeare and Cervantes in 1616 sig- 
naled the passing of an age of extraordi- 
nary human accomplishment. From our 
modern perspective, it seems as if Eu- 
rope needed to stop and take stock, con- 
solidating what it had created. 

One force continued into the seven- 
teenth century: Religion and religious 
conflict played dominant and unsettling 
roles in Europe. Wars were waged for 
religious ends, and the greatest writer of 
the age, John Milton, composed his ma- 
jor work, Paradise Lost, to “justify the 
ways of God to men.” Yet also charac- 
teristic of the new century was a fiery 
determination to discover and settle 
new lands across the oceans. By the 
middle of the seventeenth century, Eu- 
ropean colonists had established them- 
selves in the New World, and a new 
chapter of western civilization had 
begun. 

The eighteenth century is sometimes 
called the Classical, or Neoclassical, 
Age because its artists emulated the 
beauty and proportion of ancient Greek 
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and Roman art. They created 
works of balance and harmony, 
though they were also capable 
of sparkling wit and bristling sat- 
ire, like that of England’s Alex- 
ander Pope and Jonathan Swift. 
The time is also called the 
Age of Reason, or the Enlight- 
enment, a period when people 
believed in the possibilities of 
the light of reason to improve 
the world. In France the leaders 
of the Enlightenment, known as 
the philosophes, were inspired 
by the learning and the crea- 
tions of the Renaissance. The 
greatest of these brilliant think- 
ers and writers gave still another 
name to the eighteenth cen- 
tury—the Age of Voltaire. 


Politics and Power 


Religious conflict in seventeenth 
century Europe took its most vi- 
olent form in the Thirty Years’ 
War (1618-1648), actually a se- 
ries of wars fought over a num- 
ber of political and religious is- 
sues. Beginning in Germany as a 
conflict between Catholics and 
Protestants, the war eventually 
involved France, Spain, and Swe- 
den. The Peace of Westphalia in 
1648 ended the struggle by al- 
lowing the head of each state 
the right to determine the 
state’s religion, with certain 
other freedoms being granted to 
the citizens. The overall effect 
was the official establishment of 
religious toleration in Europe. 
During the seventeenth cen- 
tury France emerged as the lead- 
ing political and cultural power 


Detail, King Louis XIV of France, Charles 
Le Brun (1619-1690). 


in Europe under the absolute 
monarchies of the first three rul- 
ers in the Bourbon dynasty— 
Henry IV, Louis XIII, and Louis 
XIV. Louis XIV was the so-called 
Sun King, whose dazzling reign 
(1643-1715) produced a mag- 
nificent flowering of French cul- 
ture. The most effective political 
figure of the age, however, was 
Cardinal Richelieu [rish’a loo’ ], 
who, as chief minister to Louis 
XIII from 1624 to 1642, made 
himself one of the most power- 
ful men in Europe. Richelieu 
was largely successful in his two 
primary goals—to ensure abso- 
lute power for the monarchy 
and to make France the strong- 
est continental power. 
Nevertheless, in the eight- 
eenth century the structure of 
the French monarchy and all of 
French society began to weaken. 
While rulers and aristocrats con- 
tinued to live luxuriously at 
such locations as the splendid 
royal palace at Versailles [vor 
si’], peasants in the countryside 
and commoners in Paris labored 
and starved and worried—and 
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waited. As the gap between rich 
and poor increased, it became 
apparent even to some in power 
that a great change was immi- 
nent. On his deathbed in 1774, 
Louis XV warned of “the del- 
uge” to come. Fifteen years 
later, in 1789, it arrived—the 
culminating event of the eight- 
eenth century, the turbulent 
French Revolution. The Revolu- 
tion changed drastically not only 
France, but all of Europe. In an 
age of order, it was the ultimate 
disorder. It altered the relation- 
ships among the classes, leading 
especially to the downfall of the 
upper class and the rise of the 
middle class. It propelled 
changes in attitudes toward sci- 
ence, religion, nature, literature, 
art, and every aspect of culture 
as Europe plunged into the nine- 
teenth century. 


The Literature of 
Order and Light 


In the course of western civili- 
zation, literature has often flour- 
ished where political power was 
great and the sense of national 
pride and security was strong. 
For example, stable and prosper- 
ous Elizabethan England pro- 
duced, in Shakespeare and his 
contemporaries, the finest dram- 
atists since the ancient Greeks. 
Another towering national dra- 
ma arose in seventeenth-cen- 
tury France, where monarchy 
thrived. During this time several 
great French playwrights dedi- 
cated themselves to purifying 
the language and melding medi- 


eval drama with classical ele- 
ments. Dignity and nobility were 
exalted in the plays of Pierre 
Corneille [kér na’] (1606— 
1684) and Jean Baptiste Racine 
[ra sén’] (1639-1699). Laughter 
and satire flowed from the pen 
of the master of French com- 
edy, Moliére [mol yar’] (1622-— 
1673). 

French prose became a so- 
phisticated tool in the hands of 
the mathematician-philosophers 
Blaise Pascal [pas kal’] (1623— 
1662) and René Descartes [da 
kart’] (1596-1650). During the 
eighteenth century philosophical 
and historical writings domi- 
nated French literature. Working 
in the tradition of the essayist 
Montaigne (see page 275), the 
historian Montesquieu [mon’tos 
kyoo’] (1689-1755) wrote wit- 
ty, philosophical essays to enter- 
tain and instruct his sophisti- 
cated readers. 

The dominant literary figure 
of eighteenth-century France, 
however, was Voltaire [vol tar’] 
(1694-1778), a writer who 
combined the philosophical 
acuteness of Pascal and Des- 
cartes with the wit of Montaigne 
and Montesquieu. It is Vol- 
taire—poet, playwright, novelist, 
philosopher, scientist, essayist, 
historian—who stands as_ the 


Eighteenth-century artist's conception of 
Voltaire and Rousseau walking to the temple 
of glory and immortality. 


culmination of the Enlighten- 
ment spirit. His long life and 


many writings manifest his 
strong sense of morality, his vi- 
sion of a balance between lib- 
erty and order, his faith in ex- 
periment and scientific progress, 
and, above all, his belief in hu- 
man. possibilities. 

The most remarkable literary 
project of the eighteenth cen- 
tury was the Encyclopedia, ed- 
ited and organized by Denis Di- 
derot [dé’da r6’] and published 
from 1751 to 1765. This enor- 
mous undertaking attempted to 
record the vast body of knowl- 
edge that had accumulated since 
the Renaissance. The Encyclope- 
dia can be considered the liter- 
ary symbol of its time: Its goal 
was to put all the world’s 
knowledge in rational order. It 
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is helpful to remember that at 
the same time Samuel Johnson 
(see page 291) was working on 
the great Age of Reason under- 
taking of English letters. His 
exceptional Dictionary was pub- 
lished in 1755. 

Throughout the seventeenth 
and eighteenth centuries the 
dominant literary and artistic 
mode was classicism, a style 
that strove to recreate the order 
and harmony of the civilizations 
of ancient Greece and Rome. In 
hopes of resurrecting the gran- 
deur of the past, the writers of 
the seventeenth and eighteenth 
centuries insisted on balance, 
purity of form, and above all 
clarity of thought through the 
exercise of logic and reason. 
The age embraces the grandeur 
of Milton’s poetry and the re- 
freshing directness of Addison 
and Steele’s prose (see page 
268). It encompasses the hilar- 
ious comedy of Moliére and the 
subtle wit of Voltaire’s philo- 
sophical fiction. Yet in all its 
manifestations, the literature of 
the seventeenth and eighteenth 
centuries expressed hope in the 
ability of humankind to improve, 
even to perfect, itself. The tools 
for that formidable task were 
the sense of order and the light 
of reason. 
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Moliere 1622-1673 


The great comic playwright Moliére took to task all that was false, 

affected, and excessive in his society. So inventive was Moliére as a 
dramatist that present-day comedy has found little to improve upon 
in his work. 

Born in Paris into an affluent bourgeois, or middle-class, family, 
Jean Baptiste Poquelin, who later took the stage name Moliére, 
received a solid education from the liberal and scholarly Jesuits. He 
studied law for a time, but his early fascination with the theater led 
him to establish his own acting troupe at the age of twenty-one. With 
no experience, he soon went bankrupt and joined a company of 
traveling actors. Becoming director of the group in 1650, Moliére 
wandered through France, learning the vast repertoire of tragedy and 
comedy and observing a great deal about human nature. Returning to 
Paris in 1658, Moliére gained favor at the court of Louis XIV, the Sun 
King. For the next fifteen years he managed his company, acted 
leading roles, directed, and found time to write twenty-nine plays. 
Among Moliére’s greatest works are Tartuffe, or The Imposter (1664), 
The Misanthrope (1666), The Miser (1668), and The Imaginary Invalid 
(1673). On February 17, 1673, during the final scene of a 
performance of The Imaginary Invalid, Moliére, long ailing, suffered 
a hemorrhage on stage; he finished the performance and died shortly 
thereafter. 

The basis of Moliére’s comedy is realism, which portrays human 
nature on stage with all the little quirks, graces, flaws, and 
inconsistencies that can be observed in real life. Yet to gain dramatic 
effectiveness, Moliére simplifies psychology, creating universal types 
and exaggerating the dominant characteristics of those whose 
behavior he exposes. Knowing that he could not openly attack the 
settled opinions of either noble or bourgeois audiences, Moliére 
flattered his spectators by praising the common sense of the average 
individual while mocking stereotypical characters such as the miser. 
In several plays, including The Flying Doctor, he attacks the 
pretensions of physicians and of the learned, suggesting that nature 
may be the better and wiser healer. 
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Moliére 


The Flying Doctor 


Translated by Albert Bermel 


CHARACTERS 


GORGIBUs: respectable, comfortable, but 
simple-minded citizen 

LUCILE: Gorgibus’ daughter 

SABINE [sa bén’]: Gorbigus’ niece 


A Street in a small French town. 


[VALERE, @ young man, is talking to SABINE, 
a young woman, in front of the house of 
GORGIBUS, ber uncle. | 


VALERE. Sabine, what do you advise me to do? 


SABINE: We'll have to work fast. My uncle is de- 
termined to make Lucile marry this rich man, 
Villebrequin, and he’s pushed the preparations 
so far that the marriage would have taken 
place today if my cousin were not in love with 
you. But she is—she has told me so—and since 
my greedy uncle is forcing our hand, we've 


a recent production of The Flying Doctor. 


VALERE [va lar’]: young man in love with Lucile 
SGANARELLE [sga’na rel’]: servant to Valére 
GROS-RENE [grd’ra na’]: servant to Gorgibus 

A LAWYER 


come up with a device for putting off the wed- 
ding. Lucile is pretending to be ill, and the old 
man, who'll believe almost anything, has sent 
me for a doctor. If you have a friend we can 
trust, I'll take him to my uncle and he can sug- 
gest that Lucile is not getting nearly enough 
fresh air. The old boy will then let her live in 
the pavilion’ at the end of our garden, and you 
can meet her secretly, marry her, and leave my 
uncle to take out his anger on Villebrequin. 


VALERE. But where can I find a doctor who will 
1. pavilion: summer house. 
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be sympathetic to me and risk his reputation? 
Frankly, I can’t think of a single one. 


SABINE. I was wondering if you could disguise 
your valet? Itll be easy for him to fool the 
old man. 


VALERE. If you knew my valet as I do—He’s so 
dense he’ll ruin everything. Still, I can’t think 
of anybody else. I'll try to find him. [SABINE 
leaves.| Where can I start to look for the half- 
wit? [SGANARELLE comes in, playing intently 
with a yo-yo.| Sganarelle, my dear boy, I’m de- 
lighted to see you. I need you for an impor- 
tant assignment. But I don’t know what you 
can do— 


SGANARELLE. Don’t worry, Master, I can do any- 
thing. I can handle any assignment, especially 
important ones. Give me a difficult job. Ask me 
to find out what time it is. Or to check on the 
price of butter at the market. Or to water your 
horse. You’ll soon see what I can do. 


VALERE. This is more complicated. | want you 
to impersonate a doctor. 


SGANARELLE. A doctor! You know I'll do any- 
thing you want, Master, but when it comes to 
impersonating a doctor, I couldn’t do it if I 
tried—wouldn’t know how to start. I think 
you’re making fun of me. 


VALERE. If you care to try, Ill give you one 
hundred francs.” 


SGANARELLE. One hundred whole francs, just 
for pretending to be a doctor? No, Master, it’s 
impossible. You see I don’t have the brains for 
it. 'm not subtle enough; I’m not even bright. 
So that’s settled. I impersonate a _ doctor. 
Where? 


VALERE. You know Gorgibus? His daughter is 
lying in there ill—No, it’s no use; you'll only 
confuse matters. 


SGANARELLE, I bet I can confuse matters as well 
as all the doctors in this town put together. Or 


2. francs: A franc is the French monetary unit, now 
worth about twenty cents. 


kill patients as easily. You know the old saying, 
“After you’re dead, the doctor comes.” When | 
take a hand there’ll be a new saying: “After the 
doctor comes, you’re dead.” Now I think it 
over, though, it’s not that easy to play a doc- 
tor. What if something goes wrong? 


VALERE. What can go wrong? Gorgibus is a sim- 
ple man, not to say stupid, and you can dazzle 
him by talking about Hippocrates and Galen.’ 
Put on a bold front. 


SGANARELLE. In other words, talk about philos- 
ophy and mathematics and the like. Leave it to 
me, Master; if he’s a fool, as you say, I think I 
can swing it. All I need is a doctor’s cloak and 
a few instructions. And also my license to prac- 
tice, or to put it another way, those hundred 
francs. [They go out together. | 


[GoRGIBUS enters with his fat valet, Gros. 
RENE. | 


GORGIBUS. Hurry away and find a doctor. My 
daughter’s sick. Hurry. 


GROS-RENE. The trouble is you're trying to 
marry her off to an old man when she wants a 
young man; that’s the only thing making her 
sick. Don’t you see any connection between 
the appetite and the illness? 


GORGIBUS. I can see that the illness will delay 
the wedding. Get a move on. 


GROS-RENE. All this running about and my stom- 
ach’s crying out for a new inner lining of food 
and now I have to wait for it. I need the doc- 
tor for myself as much as for your daughter. 
I’m in a desperate state. [He lumbers off | 


[SABINE comes in with SGANARELLE behind 
her. | 


SABINE. Uncle, I have good news. I’ve brought 
a remarkably skilled doctor with me, a man 
who has traveled across the world and knows 
the medical secrets of Asia and Africa. He'll 
certainly be able to cure Lucile. As luck would 


3. Hippocrates [hi pok’ra téz] (460-370 B.c.) and 
Galen |[ga!lan] (a.p. 130-200): Ancient Greek physicians. 
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have it, somebody pointed him out to me and 
I knew you'd want to meet him. He’s so clever 
that I wish I were ill myself so that he could 
cure me. 


GoRGIBUS. Where is he? 


SABINE. Standing right behind me. [She moves 
away.| There he is. 


GORGIBUS. Thank you so much for coming, 
Doctor. Pll take you straight to my daughter, 
who is unwell. Pm putting all my trust in you. 


SGANARELLE. Hippocrates has said—and Galen 
has confirmed it with many persuasive argu- 
ments—that when a girl is not in good health 
she must be sick. You are right to put your 
trust in me, for I am the greatest, the most 
brilliant, the most doctoral physician in the 
vegetable, mineral, and animal kingdoms. 


GORGIBUS. I’m overjoyed to hear it. 


SGANARELLE. No ordinary physician am I, no 
common medico. In my opinion, all others are 
quacks, I have peculiar talents. I have secrets. 
Salamalec and shalom aleichem. Nil nisi 
bonum? Si, Signor. Nein, mein Herr. Para 
siempre.* But let us begin. [He takes GORGIBUS’ 
pulse. | 


SABINE. He’s not the patient. His daughter is. 
She may be up by now. I'll bring her out. [She 
goes into the house and brings \uciLE back 
with her. | 


SGANARELLE. How do you do, Mademoiselle? So 
you are sick? 


LUCILE. Yes, Doctor. 


SGANARELLE. That is a striking sign that you are 
not well. Do you feel pains in your head, in 
your kidneys? 


LUCILE. Yes, Doctor. 


SGANARELLE. Very good. As one great physician 
has said in regard to the nature of animal life— 


4. Salamalec . . . stempre: series of unconnected 
phrases in Arabic, Hebrew, Latin, Italian, German, and 
Spanish. 


well—he said many things. We must attribute 
this to the interconnections between the hu- 
mors and the vapors.’ For example, since mel- 
ancholy is the natural enemy of joy, and since 
the bile that spreads through the body makes 
us turn yellow, and since there is nothing 
more inimical to good health than sickness, we 
may conclude with that great man that your 
daughter is indisposed. Let me write you a pre- 
scription. 


GORGIBUS. Quick! A table, paper, some ink— 


SGANARELLE. Is there anybody here who knows 
how to write? 


GORGIBUS. Don’t you? 


SGANARELLE. I have so many things to think of 
I forget half of them. Now it’s obvious to me 
that your daughter needs fresh air and open 
prospects. 


GORGIBUS. We have a very beautiful garden and 
a pavilion with some rooms that look out on it. 
If you agree, I can have her stay there. 


SGANARELLE. Let us examine this dwelling. 
[They start to go out. The LAwYER appears. | 


LAWYER. Monsieur Gorgibus— 
GORGIBUS. Your servant, Monsieur. 


LAWYER. I hear that your daughter is sick. May 
I offer my services, as a friend of the family? 


GORGIBUS. I have the most scholarly doctor 
you ever met looking into this. 


LAWYER. Really? I wonder if I might be able to 
meet him, however briefly? 


[GORGIBUS beckons tO SGANARELLE, LUCILE and 
SABINE have moved offstage. | 


GORGIBUS. Doctor, I would like you to meet 
one of my dear friends, who is a lawyer and 
would like the privilege of conversing with 
you. 


SGANARELLE. I wish I could spare the time, 


5. the humors and the vapors: body fluids and gases 
once thought to control health and disposition. 
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Monsieur, but I dare not neglect my patients. 
Please forgive me. 


[He tries to go. The LAWYER holds his sleeve. | 


LAWYER. My friend Gorgibus has intimated, 
Monsieur, that your learning and abilities are 
formidable, and I am honored to make your ac- 
quaintance. I therefore take the liberty of sa- 
luting you in your noble work, and trust that it 
may resolve itself well. Those who excel in any 
branch of knowledge are worthy of all praise, 
but particularly those who practice medicine, 
not only because of its utility, but because it 
contains within itself other branches of knowl- 
edge, all of which render a perfect familiarity 
with it almost impossible to achieve. As Hip- 
pocrates so well observes in his first aphorism, 
“Life is short, art is long, opportunity fleeting, 
experiment perilous, judgment difficult: Vita 
brevis, ars vero longa, Occasio autem prae- 
ceps, experimentum peritculosum, jfudicitum 
difficile.’”° 


SGANARELLE. [Confidentially to GorRGIBUS.] Fi- 
cile, bicile, uptus, downtus, inandaboutus, wrig- 
glo, gigolo.’ 

LAWYER. YOu are not one of those doctors who 
apply themselves to so-called rational or dog- 
matic medicine, and I am sure that you con- 
duct your work with unusual success. Experi- 
ence is the great teacher: experientia magistra 
rerum. The first men who practiced medicine 
were so esteemed that their daily cures earned 
them the status of gods on earth. One must not 
condemn a doctor who does not restore his 
patients to health, for healing may not be ef- 
fected by his remedies and wisdom alone. 
Ovid® remarks, “Sometimes the ill is stronger 
than art and learning combined.” Monsieur, I 
will not detain you longer. I have enjoyed this 


6. Vita brevis. . . difftctle: translation in Latin of 
what the lawyer has just said. 

7. Ficile . . . gigolo: Sganarelle’s response to the 
lawyer is a series of nonsense words with Latin-sounding 
endings. 

8. Ovid (43 B.c.~a.D. 17): classical Roman poet famous 
for his writings about Iove. 


dialogue and am more impressed than before 
with your percipience and breadth of knowl- 
edge. I take my leave, hoping that I may have 
the pleasure of conversing with you further at 
your leisure. I am sure that your time is pre- 
cious, and... 


[He goes off walking backwards, still talk- 
ing, waving good-bye. | 


GORGIBUS. How did he strike you? 


SGANARELLE. He’s moderately well informed. If 
I had more time I could engage him in a spir- 
ited discussion on some sublime and elevated 
topic. However, I must go. What is this? 


[GorGIBUS is tucking some money into bis 
hand. | 


GORGIBUS. Believe me, Doctor, I know how 
much I owe you. 


SGANARELLE. YOu must be joking, Monsieur 
Gorgibus. I am no mercenary. [He takes the 
money.| Thank you very much. 


[GORGIBUS goes Off, and SGANARELLE drops his 
doctor's cloak and hat at the edge of the 
Stage, just AS VALERE reappears. | 


VALERE. Sganarelle, how did it go? I’ve been 
worried. I was looking for you. Did you ruin 
the plan? 


SGANARELLE. Marvel of marvels. I played the 
part so well that Gorgibus thought I knew 
what I was talking about—and paid me. | 
looked at his home and told him that his 
daughter needed air, and he’s moved her into 
the little house at the far end of his garden. 
You can visit her at your pleasure. 


VALERE. You've made me very happy, Sgana- 
relle. ’m going to her now. [He rushes away, | 


SGANARELLE. That Gorgibus is a bigger dimwit 
than I am to let me get away with a trick like 
that. Save me—here he comes again. I'll have 
to talk fast. 


[GORGIBUS returns. | 


GORGIBUS. Good morning, Monsieur. 
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SGANARELLE. Monsieur, you see before you a 
poor lad in despair. Have you come across a 
doctor who arrived in town a short while ago 
and cures people miraculously? 


GORGIBUS. Yes, I’ve met him. He just left my 
house. 


SGANARELLE. ] am his brother. We are identical 
twins and people sometimes take one of us for 
the other. 


GORGIBUS. Heaven help me if I didn’t nearly 
make the same mistake. What is your name? 


SGANARELLE. Narcissus, Monsieur, at your ser- 
vice. I should explain that once, when I was in 
his study, I accidentally knocked over two con- 
tainers perched on the edge of his table. He 
flew into such a rage that he threw me out and 
swore he never wanted to see me again. So 
here I am now, a poor boy without means or 
connections. 


GORGIBUS. Don’t worry; I'll put in a good word 
for you. I’m a friend of his; I promise to bring 
you together again. As soon as I see him, Pll 
speak to him about it. 


SGANARELLE, I am very much obliged to you, 
Monsieur. 


[He goes out and reappears in the cloak 
and hat, playing the doctor again and talk- 
ing to himself: | 


When patients refuse to follow their doctor’s 
advice and abandon themselves to debauchery 
and— 


GORGIBUS. Doctor, your humble servant. May I 
ask a favor of you? 


SGANARELLE: What can I do for you, Monsieur 
Gorgibus? 


GORGIBUS. I just happened to meet your 
brother, who is quite distressed— 


SGANARELLE. He’s a rascal, Monsieur Gorgibus. 


GORGIBUS. But he truly regrets that he made 
you so angry, and— 


SGANARELLE. He’s a scoundrel, Monsieur Gor- 
gibus. 


GORGIBuS. But surely, Doctor, you’re not going 
to give the poor boy up? 


SGANARELLE. Not another word about him. The 
impudence of the rogue, seeking you out to in- 
tercede for him! I implore you not to mention 
him to me. 


GORGIBUS. In God’s name, Doctor, and out of 
respect for me, too, have pity on him. Pll do 
anything for you in return. I promised— 


SGANARELLE. YOu plead so insistently that, even 
though I swore a violent oath never to forgive 
him—well, [ll shake your hand on it; I forgive 
him. You can be assured that I am doing my- 
self a great injury and that I would not have 
consented to this for any other man. Good-bye, 
Monsieur Gorgibus. 
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GORGIBUS. Thank you, Doctor, thank you. I'll go 
off and look for the boy to tell him the glad 
news. 


|He walks off, SGANARELLE takes off the doc- 
tor’s cloak and hat. VALERE appears. | 


VALERE. I never thought Sganarelle would do 
his duty so magnificently. Ah, my dear boy, I 
don’t know how to repay you. I’m so happy I— 


SGANARELLE, It’s easy for you to talk. Gorgibus 
just ran into me without my doctor’s outfit, 
and if I hadn’t come up with a quick story 
we'd have been sunk. Here he comes again. 
Disappear. 


[VALERE runs away. GORGIBUS returns. | 


GORGIBUS. Narcissus, I’ve been looking every- 
where for you. I spoke to your brother and he 
forgives you. But to be safe, I want to see the 
two of you patch up your quarrel in front of 
me. Wait here in my house, and I'll find him. 


SGANARELLE. I don’t think you’ll find him, Mon- 
sieur. Anyhow, I wouldn’t dare to wait; I’m ter- 
rified of him. 


GORGIBUS. [Pushing SGANARELLE inside.] Yes, 
you will stay. I'm locking you in. Don’t be 
afraid of your brother. I promise you that he’s 
not angry now. 


[He slams the door and locks it, then goes 
off to look for the doctor.| 


SGANARELLE. [At the upstairs window.] Serves 
me right; I trapped myself and there’s no way 
out. The weather in my future looks threaten- 
ing, and if there’s a storm I’m afraid Ill feel a 
rain of blows on my back. Or else they'll brand 
me across the shoulders with a whip—not ex- 
actly the brand of medicine any doctor ever 
prescribed. Yes, I'm in trouble. But why give 
up when we’ve come this far? Let’s go the 
limit. I can still make a bid for freedom and 
prove that Sganarelle is the king of swindlers. 


[He holds his nose, closes his eyes, and 
jumps to the ground, just as GROS-RENE 
comes back. Then he darts away, picking up 


the cloak and hat. GROS-RENE Stands star- 
ing. | 


GROS-RENE. A flying man! What a laugh! Ill wait 
around and see if there’s another one. 


[GORGIBUS reenters with SGANARELLE following 
him in the doctor's outfit. | 


GORGIBUS. Can’t find that doctor. Where the 
devil has he hidden himself? 


[He turns and SGANARELLE walks into him] 


There you are. Now, Doctor, I know you said 
you forgive your brother, but that’s not 
enough. I won't be satisfied until I see you em- 
brace him. He’s waiting here in my house. 


SGANARELLE. You are joking, Monsieur Gorgi- 
bus. Have I not extended myself enough al- 
ready? I wish never to see him again. 


GORGIBUS. Please, Doctor, for me. 


SGANARELLE. I cannot refuse when you ask me 
like that. Tell him to come down. 


[As GORGIBUS goes into the house, SGANARELLE 
drops the clothes, clambers swiftly up to the 
window again, and scrambles inside. | 


GORGIBUS. [At the window.| Your brother is 
waiting for you downstairs, Narcissus. He said 
he’d do what I asked. 


SGANARELLE. [At the window.| Couldn’t you 
please make him come up here? I beg of you— 
let me see him in private to ask his forgive- 
ness, because if I go down there he’ll show me 
up and say nasty things to me in front of ev- 
erybody. 


GorGIBus. All right. Let me tell him. 


[He leaves the window, and SGANARELLE leaps 
out, swiftly puts on his outfit again, and 
stands waiting for GORGIBUS Outside the 
door. | 


Doctor, he’s so ashamed of himself he wants to 
beg your forgiveness in private, upstairs. Here’s 
the key. Please don’t refuse me. 


SGANARELLE. There is nothing I would not do 
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for you, Monsieur Gorgibus. You will hear how 
I deal with him. 


[He walks into the house and soon appears 
at the window. GORGIBUS has his ear cocked 
at the door below. SGANARELLE alternates his 
voice, playing the characters one at a time. | 


SGANARELLE. So there you are, you scoundrel! 
—Brother, listen to me, please. I’m sorry I 
knocked those containers over— 

—You clumsy ox! 

—It wasn’t my fault, I swear it. 

—Not your fault, you bumpkin? I'll teach you 
to destroy my work. 

—Brother, no, please— 

—I’ll teach you to trade on Monsieur Gorgibus’ 
good nature. How dare you ask him to ask me 
to forgive you! 

—Brother, I’m sorry, but— 

—Silence, you dog! 

—I never wanted to hurt you or— 

—Silence, I say— 


GROS-RENE. What exactly do you think is going 
on up there? 


GORGIBUS. It’s the doctor and his brother, Nar- 
cissus. They had a little disagreement, but now 
they're making it up. 


GROS-RENE. Doctor and his brother? But there’s 
only one man. 


SGANARELLE. [At the window.] Yes, you scoun- 
drel, ['1l thump some good behavior into you. 
[Pretends to strike a blow.| Ah, he’s lowering 
his eyes; he knows what he’s done wrong, the 
jailbird. And now this hypocrite wants to play 
the good apostle— 


GROS-RENE. Just for fun, tell him to let his 
brother appear at the window. 


GORGIBUS. I will. [To SGANARELLE.] Doctor, let 
me see your brother for a moment. 


SGANARELLE. He is not fit to be seen by an hon- 
est gentleman like yourself. Besides, I cannot 
bear to have him next to me. 


GORGIBUS. Please don’t say no, after all you’ve 
done for me. 


SGANARELLE. Monsieur Gorgibus, you have such 
power over me that I must grant whatever you 
wish. Show yourself, beast! 


[He appears at the window as Narcissus. | 


Monsieur Gorgibus, I thank you for your kind- 
ness. 


[He reappears as the doctor. | 


Well, Monsieur, did you take a good look at 
that image of impurity? 


GROS-RENE. There’s only one man there, Mon- 
sieur. We can prove it. Tell them to stand by 
the window together. 


GORGIBUS. Doctor, I want to see you at the 
window embracing your brother, and then I'll 
be satisfied. 


SGANARELLE. To any other man in the world I 
would return a swift and negative answer, but 
to you, Monsieur Gorgibus, I will yield, al- 
though not without much pain to myself. But 
first I want this knave to beg your pardon for 
all the trouble he has caused you. 


[He comes back as Narcissus. | 


Yes, Monsieur Gorgibus, I beg your pardon for 
having bothered you, and I promise you, 
brother, in front of Monsieur Gorgibus there, 
that I'll be so good from now on that you'll 
never be angry with me again. Please let by- 
gones be bygones. 


[He embraces the cloak and bat.| 


GORGIBuUS. There they are, the two of them to- 
gether. 


GROS-RENE. The man’s a magician. 


[He hides; SGANARELLE comes out of the 
house, dressed as the doctor. | 


SGANARELLE. Here is your key, Monsieur. I have 
left my brother inside because I am ashamed of 
him. One does not wish to be seen in his com- 
pany now that one has some reputation in this 
town. You may release him whenever you 
think fit. Good-bye, Monsieur. 
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[He strides off, then as GORGIBUS goes into 
the house he wheels, dropping the cloak 
and hat, and climbs back through the win- 
dow. | 


GoRGiBUS. [Upstairs.| There you are, my boy, 
you're free. I am pleased that your brother for- 
gave you, although I think he was rather hard 
on you. 


SGANARELLE. Monsieur, I cannot thank you 
enough. A brother’s blessing on you. I will re- 
member you all my life. 


[While they are upstairs, GROS-RENE has 
picked up the cloak and hat, and stands 
waiting for them. They come out of the 
door. | 


GROS-RENE,. Well, where do you think your doc- 
tor is now? 


GORGIBUs. Gone, of course. 


GROS-RENE. He’s right here, under my arm. And 
by the way, while this fellow was getting in 
and out of the cloak, the hat, and the window, 
Valére ran off with your daughter and married 
her. 


GoORGIBUS. I’m ruined! I'll have you strung up, 


you dog, you knave! Yes, you deserve every 
name your brother called you—What am I say- 
ing? 


SGANARELLE. You don’t really want to string me 
up, do you, Monsieur? Please listen for one sec- 
ond. It’s true that I was having a game with 
you while my master was with Mademoiselle 
Lucile. But in serving him I haven’t done you 
any harm. He’s a most suitable partner for her, 
by rank and by income. Believe me, if you 
make a row about this you’ll only bring more 
confusion on your head. As for that porker 
there, let him get lost and take Villebrequin 
with him. Here come our loving couple. 


[VALERE enters contritely with LUCILE. They 
kneel to GORGIBUS. | 


VALERE. We apologize to you. 


GORGIBUS. Well, perhaps it’s lucky that I was 
tricked by Sganarelle; he’s brought me a fine 
son-in-law. Let’s go out to celebrate the mar- 
riage and drink a toast to the health of all the 
company. 


[They dance off in couples: VALERE with .W.- 
CILE, GORGIBUS with GROS-RENE, @nd SGANA- 
RELLE With SABINE. | 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


Recalling 

1. Why does Valére need advice, and what ad- 
vice does Sabine give him? 

2. Who is Sganarelle, and what does Valére 
think of him? Relate Sganarelle’s conflicting 
opinions about his ability to impersonate a 
doctor. 

3. Describe how Sganarelle deceives Gorgibus 
into believing that he is a doctor. 

4. After his initial success what further trick 
does Sganarelle play on Gorgibus, and why? 

5. Explain how Sganarelle is finally found out. 
What arguments does he then use to con- 
vince Gorgibus to condone the marriage? 


Interpreting 

6. What various character traits does Sganarelle 
reveal? Does he disprove Valére’s opinion of 
him? Explain. 

7. What aspects of the medical profession does 
Moliére mock in this play, and how does he 
mock them? 

8. Which characters represent exaggerations or 
stereotypes? What elements of society and 
human nature does Moliére ridicule through 
these characters? 

9. What makes The Flying Doctor funny? What 
truths about life might it make an audience 
remember? 
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Extending 

10. What sorts of weaknesses and wrongs might 
lend themselves especially well to ridicule? 
Suggest one specific present-day problem 
that might be effectively satirized, and give 
two or three reasons for your choice. 


VIEWPOINT 


‘scmmmrreemcrarnonsmnncadeaiaentatts 


In his introduction to an English translation of 
Moliére’s comedies, Professor F. C. Green ob- 
serves: 


The author [of comedy] must seize and fix 
the universal and eternal truth which lies at 
the roots of human conduct. This Moliére 
achieved. He does more than just reflect 
life: he interprets its hidden significance. 


i@ What, in your opinion, is the “hidden signifi- 
cance” of Sganarelle’s triumph over Gorgibus? 


LITERARY FOCUS 


ar senopm mise e snes senar iret wR 


Farce 

Farce is a type of comedy that relies largely 
on improbable situations, broad characters, and 
slapstick action. The object of farce is to provoke 
the spectator to laugh through surprise and ex- 
aggeration. Farce usually includes broad physical 
“gags,’”’ such as pratfalls, fast action, and exag- 
gerated facial expressions. The situations in farce 
often involve mistaken identity; characters fre- 
quently wear outrageous disguises that would fool 
no one in real life. The characters in a farce are 
simple and straightforward; generally they are ei- 
ther tricksters or fools. 

Moliére is a master of the art of farce. He 
uses the devices of farce for two purposes: to 
amuse his audience and, more important, to 
make his audience reflect on the absurdities of 
extreme social custom and human behavior. 


Thinking About Farce 

i Identify three farcical elements in the situation, 
characters, and action of The Flying Doctor. 
Explain how these elements are both amusing 
and thought-provoking. 


VOCABULARY 


Antonyms 
Antonyms are words that have opposite, or 
nearly opposite, meanings. Gently and harshly 


are antonyms. The words in capitals below are 
from The Flying Doctor. Choose the word that is 
most nearly the opposite of each word in capitals 
as the word is used in the play. Write the number 
of each item and the letter of your choice on a 
separate sheet. 


1. CREDULOUS: (a) gullible (b) dangerous 
(c) skeptical (d) unimaginative 

2. INIMICAL: (a) amazing (b) hostile 
(c) unbeatable (d) helpful 

3. FORMIDABLE: (a) slight (b) formal 
(c) lovely (d) considerable 

4. poamatic: (a) traditional (b) feline 
(c) worldly (d) improvised 

5. PERCIPIENCE: (a) keenness (b) dullness 
(c) wit (d) confusion 

6. SUBLIME: (a) boring (b) low 
(c) intellectual (d) temperamental 

7. MERCENARY: (a) volunteer (b) hostage 
(c) messenger (d) demigod 

8. IMPUDENCE: (a) weakness (b) putridness 
(c) timidity (d) arrogance 

9. INTERCEDE: (a) withdraw (b) separate 
(c) mix (d) forget 

10. CONTRITELY: (a) sadly (b) clumsily 
(c) generously (d) defiantly 


COMPOSITION 


en en 


Writing a Comparison/Contrast 

&| Compare and contrast Cervantes’ use of hu- 
mor in Don Quixote (page 765) with Moliere’s 
use of humor in The Flying Doctor. First point 
out the major similarities and differences be- 
tween the comic circumstances created by 
each author. Then compare and contrast the 
satiric purposes to which both authors put hu- 
mor. For help with this assignment, refer to 
Lesson 2 in the Writing About Literature Hand- 
book at the back of this book. 


Writing a Drama Review 

@ Imagine that you have just attended the open- 
ing night performance of The Flying Doctor. 
Write a review of the play, either positive or 
negative. Your review should concentrate on 
evaluating the effectiveness of the farcical mo- 
ments and the leading characters. End by tell- 
ing your readers whether or not they should 
see the play, and why. 
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Voltaire 1694-1778 


Voltaire came to epitomize the entire intellectual life of the 
eighteenth century. Poet, historian, and philosopher, he ceaselessly 
questioned the basis of belief; mocker of falsehood, superstition, and 
tyranny, he valued human reason above everything else. 

Born in Paris as Francois Marie Arouet, Voltaire received an 
excellent education and gained early success with his witty and 
satirical verses. Charged with writing some poetry that was too 
political, he was exiled from Paris and later imprisoned in the 
Bastille, the huge French state prison. After leaving prison Voltaire 
moved to England for three years, associating with the leading 
writers of the Enlightenment—Swift and Pope (pages 258, 276). 
Impressed with England’s parliamentary government and widespread 
religious tolerance, Voltaire resolved to show his countrymen that 
their political system was repressive and backward. 

Returning to France, Voltaire soon regained his popularity. He 
studied history, science, mathematics, and philosophy and wrote 
poems, tragedies, short stories, and philosophical journals. Upon the 
death of his friend Madame du Chatelet, Voltaire joined the court of 
his longtime admirer Frederick the Great of Prussia. He eventually 
settled back in France in the small town of Ferney near the Swiss 
border, to which he could flee whenever he was hounded by French 
censors. The great, the wise, and the oppressed all made pilgrimages 
to Ferney. At eighty-four Voltaire attended the opening of his newest 
tragedy in Paris, where he was hailed as “the king Voltaire” with a 
huge ovation, and his statue was crowned on the stage with a laurel 
wreath. He died shortly after this triumph. 

Voltaire was one of the leading philosophes of the period. 
Although the word literally means “philosophers,” the eighteenth- 
century philosopbes were diverse and individualistic thinkers who 
wanted to bring to their age the light of knowledge and rationality. 
All of Voltaire’s work aimed at replacing a society based on blind 
obedience and supersitition with one founded on reason. A tireless 
author, he wrote letters, poems, dramas, stories (which he called 
“philosophical poems’), and essays; he revolutionized historical 
writing by basing broad philosophical interpretations on careful 
research. Some of his best-known works are the Philosophical Letiers, 
which record his impressions of England, and his novella Candide. 
Throughout his works the same ideas recur: the role of chance, the 
evil of extremism, the pettiness and blindness of ignorance. As a 
storyteller, Voltaire avoids excess and commentary, choosing only 
those details that express character. Mixing indignation and irony 
with subtle humor, “Jeannot and Colin” exemplifies Voltaire’s art. 
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Voltaire 


Jeannot and Colin: 


Translated by R. Bruce Boswell 


Many trustworthy persons have seen Jean- 
not and Colin when they went to school at Is- 
soire in Auvergne,’ a town famous all over the 
world for its college and its kettles. Jeannot 
was the son of a dealer in mules, a man of con- 
siderable reputation; Colin owed his existence 
to a worthy husbandman who dwelt in the out- 
skirts of the town, and cultivated his farm with 
the help of four mules, and who, after paying 
tolls and tallage, scutage and salt-duty, pound- 
age, poll-tax, and tithes,’ did not find himself 
particularly well off at the end of the year. 

Jeannot and Colin were very handsome lads 
for natives of Auvergne; they were much at- 
tached to each other, and had little secrets to- 
gether and private understandings, such as old 
comrades always recall with pleasure when 
they afterwards meet in a wider world. 

Their schooldays were drawing near their 
end, when a tailor one day brought Jeannot a 
velvet coat of three colors with a waistcoat of 
Lyons* silk to match in excellent taste; this suit 
of clothes was accompanied by a letter ad- 
dressed to Monsieur de la Jeannotiére. Colin 
admired the coat, and was not at all jealous; 
but Jeannot assumed an air of superiority 
which distressed Colin. From that moment 
Jeannot paid no more heed to his lessons, but 
was always looking at his reflection in the 
glass, and despised everybody but himself. 
Some time afterwards a footman arrived post- 
haste, bringing a second letter, addressed this 
time to His Lordship the Marquis de la Jean- 
notiére; it contained an order from his father 
for the young nobleman, his son, to be sent to 
Paris. AS Jeannot mounted the chaise to drive 


1. Jeannot [zhao nd’ | and Colin [ko lan‘ } 

2. Auvergne [6 varn’]: region of south-central France. 
3. tolls . . . tithes: various civil and church taxes. 

4. Lyons [lé 6n’): French city known for its fine silk. 


off, he stretched out his hand to Colin with a 
patronizing smile befitting his rank. Colin felt 
his own insignificance, and wept. So Jeannot 
departed in all his glory. 

Readers who like to know all about things 
may be informed that Monsieur Jeannot, the fa- 
ther, had rapidly gained immense wealth in 
business. You ask how those great fortunes are 
made? It all depends upon luck. Monsieur Jean- 
notiére had a comely person, and so had his 
wife; moreover her complexion was fresh and 
blooming. They had gone to Paris to prosecute 
a lawsuit which was ruining them, when For- 
tune, who lifts up and casts down human 
beings, at her pleasure, presented them with an 
introduction to the wife of an army-hospital 
contractor, a man of great talent, who could 
boast of having killed more soldiers in one 
year than the cannon had destroyed in ten. 
Jeannot took the lady’s fancy, and Jeannot’s 
wife captivated the gentleman. Jeannot soon 
became a partner in the business, and entered 
into other speculations. When one is in the 
current of the stream it is only necessary to let 
oneself drift, and so an immense fortune may 
sometimes be made without any trouble. The 
beggars who watch you from the bank, as you 
glide along in full sail, open their eyes in as- 
tonishment; they wonder how you have man- 
aged to get on; they envy you at all events, and 
write pamphlets against you which you never 
read. That was what happened to Jeannot sen- 
ior, who was soon styled Monsieur de la Jean- 
notiére, and, after buying a marquisate’ at the 
end of six months, he took the young noble- 
man his son away from school, to launch him 
into the fashionable world of Paris. 

Colin, always affectionately disposed, wrote 


5. marquisate [mar/kwi zit}: title of a marquis, a 
nobleman ranking below a duke and above a count. 
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a kind letter to his old schoolfellow in order to 
offer his congratulations. The little marquis 
sent him no answer, which grieved Colin 
sorely. 

The first thing that his father and mother 
did for the young gentleman was to get him a 
tutor. This tutor, who was a man of distin- 
guished manners and profound ignorance, 
could teach his pupil nothing. The marquis 
wished his son to learn Latin, but the 
marchioness® would not hear of it. They con- 
sulted the opinion of a certain author who had 
obtained considerable celebrity at that time 
from some popular works which he had writ- 
ten. He was invited to dinner, and the master 
of the house began by saying: 

“Sir, as you know Latin, and are conversant 
with the manners of the Court—” 

“J, sir! Latin! J don’t know a word of it,” an- 
swered the man of wit; “and it is just as well 
for me that I don’t, for one can speak one’s 
own language better, when the attention is not 
divided between it and foreign tongues. Look 
at all our ladies; they are far more charming in 
conversation than men, their letters are written 
with a hundred times more grace of expres- 
sion. They owe that superiority over us to 
nothing else but their ignorance of Latin.” 

“There now! Was I not right?” said the lady. 
“I want my son to be a man of wit, and to 
make way in the world. You see that if he 
were to learn Latin, it would be his ruin. Tell 
me, if you please, are plays and operas per- 
formed in Latin? Are the proceedings in court 
conducted in Latin, when one has a lawsuit on 
hand? Do people talk of love in Latin?” 

The marquis, confounded by these argu- 
ments, passed sentence, and it was decided 
that the young nobleman should not waste his 
time in studying Cicero, Horace, and Virgil.’ 

“But what is he to learn then? For still, I 
suppose, he will have to know something. 
Might he not be taught a little geography?” 


6. marchioness [mir’sha nes’ ]: wife of the marquis. 

7. Cicero (106—43 B.c.), Horace (65-8 B.c.), and 
Virgil (70-19 B.c.): three of the greatest classical Roman 
writers. 


“What good will that do him?’ answered 
the tutor. “When my lord marquis goes to visit 
his country-seat, will not his postillions know 
the roads? There will be no fear of their going 
astray. One does not want a sextant® in order 
to travel, and it is quite possible to make a 
journey between Paris and Auvergne without 
knowing anything about the latitude and lon- 
gitude of either.” 

“Very true,” replied the father; “but I have 
heard people speak of a noble science, which 
is, I think, called astronomy.” 

“Bless my soul!” rejoined the tutor. “Do we 
regulate our behavior in this world by the 
stars? Why should my lord marquis wear him- 
self out in calculating an eclipse, when he will 
find it predicted correctly to a second in the 
almanac, which will moreover inform him of 
all the movable feasts,’ the age of the moon, 
and that of all the princesses in Europe?” 

The marchioness was quite of the tutor’s 
opinion, the little marquis was in a state of the 
highest delight, and his father was very unde. 
cided. 

“What then is my son to be taught?” said 
he. 

“To make himself agreeable,” answered the 
friend whom they had consulted; “for, if he 
knows the way to please, he will know every- 
thing worth knowing; it is an art which he will 
learn from her ladyship, his mother, without 
the least trouble to either of them.” 

The marchioness, at these words, smiled 
graciously upon the courtly ignoramus, and 
said: 

“It is easy to see, sir, that you are a most 
accomplished gentleman; my son will owe all 
his education to you. I imagine, however, that 
it will not be a bad thing for him to know a 
little history.” 

“Nay, madame—what good would that do 
him?” he answered. “Assuredly the only enter- 
taining and useful history is that of the passing 


8. sextant: navigational instrument. 
9. movable feasts: religious holidays that fall on 
different dates from year to year; for example, Easter. 
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hour. All ancient histories, as one of our clever 
writers has observed, are admitted to be noth- 
ing but fables; and for us moderns it is an inex- 
tricable chaos. What does it matter to the 
young gentleman, your son, if Charlemagne’® 
instituted the twelve Paladins of France,’ or if 
his successor had an impediment in _ his 
speech?”’? 

“Nothing was ever said more wisely!” ex- 
claimed the tutor. “The minds of children are 
smothered under a mass of useless knowledge; 
but of all sciences that which seems to me the 
most absurd, and the one best adapted to ex- 
tinguish every spark of genius, is geometry. 
That ridiculous science is concerned with sur- 
faces, lines, and points which have no exis- 
tence in nature. In imagination a hundred thou- 
sand curved lines may be made to pass 
between a circle and a straight line which 
touches it, although in reality you could not in- 
sert so much as a straw. Geometry, indeed, is 
nothing more than a bad joke.” 

The marquis and his lady did not under- 
stand much of the meaning of what the tutor 
was saying; but they were quite of his way of 
thinking. 

“A nobleman like his lordship,” he contin- 
ued, “should not dry up his brain with such 
unprofitable studies. If, some day, he should re- 
quire one of those sublime geometricians to 
draw a plan of his estates, he can have them 
measured for his money. If he should wish to 
trace out the antiquity of his lineage, which 
goes back to the most remote ages, all he will 
have to do will be to send some learned Bene- 
dictine.'* It is the same with all the other arts. 
A young lord born under a lucky star is neither 
a painter, nor a musician, nor an architect, nor 
a sculptor; but he may make all these arts 


10. Charlemagne [shir’la man] (742-814): Charles the 
Great, king of France from 768 and emperor of the Holy 
Roman Empire from 800 to 814. 

11. twelve . . . France: the legendary twelve peers of 
the court of Charlemagne. 

12. successor . . . speech: referring to Louis II (846— 
879), known as the Stammerer, great-grandson of 
Charlemagne and king of France from 877 to 879. 

13. Benedictine: monk of the order of St. Benedict. 


flourish by encouraging them with his gener- 
ous approval. Doubtless it is much better to 
patronize than to practice them. It will be 
quite enough if my lord the young marquis has 
taste; it is the part of artists to work for him, 
and thus there is a great deal of truth in the 
remark that people of quality (that is, if they 
are very rich) know everything without learn- 
ing anything, because, in point of fact and in 
the long run, they are masters of all the know!l- 
edge which they can command and pay for.” 

The agreeable ignoramus then took part in 
the conversation, and said: 

“You have well remarked, madame, that the 
great end of man’s existence is to succeed in 
society. Is it, forsooth, any aid to the attain- 
ment of this success to have devoted oneself to 
the sciences? Does anyone ever think in select 
company of talking about geometry? Is a well- 
bred gentleman ever asked what star rises to- 
day with the sun? Does anyone at the supper 
table ever want to know if Clodion the Long- 
Haired’ crossed the Rhine?” 

“No, indeed!” exclaimed the Marchioness 
de la Jeannotiére, whose charms had been her 
passport into the world of fashion; “and my 
son must not stifle his genius by studying all 
that trash. But, after all, what is he to be 
taught? For it is a good thing that a young lord 
should be able to shine when occasion offers, 
as my noble husband has said. I remember 
once hearing an abbé remark that the most en- 
tertaining science was something the name of 
which I have forgotten—it begins with a b.” 

“With a b, madame? It was not botany, was 
it?” , 

“No, it certainly was not botany that he 
mentioned; it began, as I tell you, with a b, and 
ended in omry.” 

“Ah, madame, I understand! It was blazonry 
or heraldry.’” That is indeed a most profound 
science; but it has ceased to be fashionable 


14. Clodion the Long-Haired: legendary fifth-century 
chief of the Franks, a Germanic tribe living on the banks 
of the Rhine River. 

15. blazonry or heraldry: art of describing coats of 
arms. 
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since the custom has died out of having one’s 
coat of arms painted on the carriage doors; it 
was the most useful thing imaginable in a well- 
ordered state. Besides, that line of study would 
be endless, for at the present day there is not 
a barber who is without his armorial bearings, 
and you know that whatever becomes common 
loses its attraction.” 

Finally, after all the pros and cons of the 
different sciences had been examined and dis- 
cussed, it was decided that the young marquis 
should learn dancing. 

Dame Nature, who disposes everything at 
her own will and pleasure, had given him a tal- 
ent which soon developed itself with prodi- 
gious success; it was that of singing street-bal- 
lads in a charming style. His youthful grace, 
accompanying this superlative gift, caused him 
to be regarded as a young man of the highest 
promise. He was a favorite with the ladies, and, 
having his head crammed with songs, he had 
no lack of mistresses to whom to address his 
verses. He stole the line, “Bacchus’® with the 
Loves at play,” from one ballad; and made it 
rhyme with “night and day” taken out of an- 
other, while a third furnished him with 
“charms” and “alarms.” But inasmuch as there 
were always some feet more or less than were 
wanted in his verses, he had them corrected at 
the rate of twenty sovereigns'’ a song. And 
The Literary Year placed him in the same rank 
with such sonneteers as La Fare, Chaulieu, 
Hamilton, Sarrasin, and Voiture.'® 

Her ladyship the marchioness then believed 
that she was indeed the mother of a genius, 
and gave a supper to all the wits of Paris. The 
young man’s head was soon turned upside 
down, he acquired the art of talking without 
knowing the meaning of what he said, and per- 
fected himself in the habit of being fit for noth- 
ing. When his father saw him so eloquent, he 


16. Bacchus [bak’as]: in Roman mythology the god of 
revelry. 

17. sovereigns: French gold coins. 

18. La Fare [1a far’ ], Chaulieu [sho lyoe’ ], Hamilton, 
Sarrasin [sar 4 zan’ |], and Voiture [vw4 tur’ ]: minor 
French poets of the seventeenth century. 


keenly regretted that he had not had him 
taught Latin, or he would have purchased some 
high appointment for him in the Law. His 
mother, who was of more heroic sentiments, 
took upon herself to solicit a regiment for her 
son. He squandered his money freely, while his 
parents drained their purses and credit to a 
lower and lower ebb by living in the grandest 
style. 

A young widow of good position in their 
neighborhood, who had only a moderate in- 
come, was well enough disposed to make some 
effort to prevent the great wealth of the Mar- 
quis and Marchioness de la Jeannotiére from 
going altogether, by marrying the young mar- 
quis and so appropriating what remained. She 
enticed him to her house, allowed him to see 
that she was not quite indifferent to him, led 
him on by degrees, enchanted him, and made 
him her devoted slave without the least diffi- 
culty. She would give him at one time com- 
mendation and at another time counsel; she be- 
came his father’s and mother’s best friend. An 
old neighbor proposed marriage; the parents, 
dazzled with the splendor of the alliance, joy- 
fully fell in with the scheme, and gave their 
only son to their most intimate lady friend. 
The young marquis was thus about to wed a 
woman whom he adored, and by whom he was 
beloved in return. The friends of the family 
congratulated him, the marriage settlement was 
on the point of being signed, the bridal dress 
and the epithalamium’’ were both well under 
way. 

One morning our young gentleman was on 
his knees before the charmer whom fond affec- 
tion and esteem were so soon to make his 
own; they were tasting in animated and tender 
converse the first fruits of future happiness, 
they were settling how they should lead a life 
of perfect bliss, when one of his lady mother’s 
footmen presented himself, scared out of his 
wits. 

“Here’s fine news which may surprise you!” 


19. epithalamium [ep's the la’mé am]: song composed 
in honor of a bride and groom. 
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said he; “the bailiffs are in the house of my 
lord and lady, removing the furniture. All has 
been seized by the creditors. They talk of per- 
sonal arrest, and I am going to do what I can 
to get my wages paid.” 

“Let us see what has happened,” said the 
marquis, “and discover the meaning of all this.” 

“Yes,” said the widow, “go and punish 
those rascals—go, quick!” 

He hurried homewards, he arrived at the 
house, his father was already in prison, all the 
servants had fled, each in a different direction, 
carrying off whatever they could lay their 
hands upon. His mother was alone, helpless, 
forlorn, and bathed in tears; she had nothing 
left her but the remembrance of her former 
prosperity, her beauty, her faults, and her fool- 
ish extravagance. 

After the son had condoled with his mother 
for a long time, he said at last: 

“Let us not despair; this young widow loves 
me to distraction; she is even more generous 
than she is wealthy, I can assure you; IJ will fly 
to her for succor, and bring her to you.” 


So he returns to his mistress, and finds her 
conversing in private with a fascinating young 
officer. ; 

“What! Is that you, my Lord de la Jeanno- 
tiére? What business have you with me? How 
can you leave your mother by herself in this 
way? Go, and stay with the poor woman, and 
tell her that she shall always have my good 
wishes. I am in want of a waiting-woman now, 
and will gladly give her the preference.” 

“My lad,” said the officer, “you seem pretty 
tall and straight; if you would like to enter my 
company, I will make it worth your while to 
enlist.” 

The marquis, stupefied with astonishment, 
and secretly enraged, went off in search of his 
former tutor, confided to him all his troubles, 
and asked his advice. He proposed that he 
should become, like himself, a tutor of the 
young. 

“Alas! I know nothing; you have taught me 
nothing whatever, and you are the primary 
cause of all my unhappiness.” And as he spoke 
he began to sob. 


Painting by Antoine Watteau 
(1684-1721). 
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“Write novels,” said a wit who was present; 
“jt is an excellent resource to fall back upon at 
Paris.” 

The young man, in more desperate straits 
than ever, hastened to the house of his moth- 
er’s father confessor; he was a Theatine monk” 
of the very highest reputation, who directed 
the souls of none but ladies of the first rank in 
society. As soon as he saw him, the reverend 
gentleman rushed to meet him. 

“Good gracious! My lord marquis, where is 
your carriage? How is your honored mother, 
the marchioness?” 

The unfortunate young fellow related the 
disaster that had befallen his family. As he ex- 
plained the matter further the Theatine as- 
sumed a graver air, one of less concern and 
more self-importance. 

“My son, herein you may see the hand of 
Providence; riches serve only to corrupt the 
heart. The Almighty has shown special favor 
then to your mother in reducing her to beg- 
gary. Yes, sir, so much the better!—she is now 
sure of her salvation.” 

“But, father, in the meantime are there no 
means of obtaining some succor in this world?” 

“Farewell, my son! There is a lady of the 
Court waiting for me.” 

The marquis felt ready to faint. He was 
treated after much the same manner by all his 
friends, and learned to know the world better 
in half a day than in all the rest of his life. 

As he was plunged in overwhelming de- 
spair, he saw an old-fashioned traveling chaise, 
more like a covered tumbril*’ than anything 
else, and furnished with leather curtains, fol- 
lowed by four enormous wagons all heavily 
laden. In the chaise was a young man in rustic 
attire; his round and rubicund face had an air 
of kindness and good temper. His little wife, 
whose sunburnt countenance had a pleasing if 
not a refined expression, was jolted about as 
she sat beside him. The vehicle did not go 


20. Theatine monk: member of a religious order 
established in Italy in the sixteenth century. 
21. tumbril: farm wagon. 


quite so fast as a dandy’s chariot, the traveler 
had plenty of time to look at the marquis, as 
he stood motionless, absorbed in his grief. 

“Oh! good Heavens!” he exclaimed; “I be- 
lieve that is Jeannot there!” 

Hearing that name the marquis raised his 
eyes—the chaise stopped. 

‘“°Tis Jeannot himself! Yes, it is Jeannot!” 

The plump litthke man with one leap sprang 
to the ground, and ran to embrace his old 
companion. Jeannot recognized Colin; signs of 
sorrow and shame covered his countenance. 

“You have forsaken your old friend,’ said 
Colin; “but be you as grand a lord as you like, 
I shall never cease to love you.” 

Jeannot, confounded and cut to the heart, 
told him with sobs something of his history. 

“Come into the inn where I am lodging, 
and tell me the rest,” said Colin; “kiss my little 
wife, and let us go and dine together.” 

They went, all three of them, on foot, and 
the baggage followed. 

“What in the world is all this paraphernalia? 
Does it belong to you?” 

“Yes, it is all mine and my wife’s; we are 
just come from the country. I am at the head 
of a large tin, iron, and copper factory, and 
have married the daughter of a rich tradesman 
and general provider of all useful commodities 
for great folks and small. We work hard, and 
God gives us his blessing. We are satisfied with 
our condition in life, and are quite happy. We 
will help our friend Jeannot. Give up being a 
marquis; all the grandeur in the world is not 
equal in value to a good friend. You will return 
with me into the country; I will teach you my 
trade, it is not a difficult one to learn; I will 
give you a share in the business, and we will 
live together with light hearts in that corner of 
the earth where we were born.” 

Jeannot, overcome by this kindness, felt 
himself divided between sorrow and joy, ten- 
derness and shame; and he said within himself: 

“All my fashionable friends have proved 
false to me, and Colin, whom I despised, is the 
only one who comes to my succor. What a 
lesson!” 
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Colin’s generosity developed in Jeannot’s 
heart the germ of that good disposition which 
the world had not yet choked. He felt that he 
could not desert his father and mother. 

“We will take care of your mother,” said 
Colin; “and as for the good man your father, 
who is in prison—I know something of busi- 
ness matters—his creditors, when they see that 
he has nothing more, will agree to a moderate 
composition. I will see to all that myself.” 


Colin was as good as his word, and suc- 
ceeded in effecting the father’s release from 
prison. Jeannot returned to his old home with 
his parents, who resumed their former occu- 
pation. He married Colin’s sister, who, being 
like her brother in disposition, rendered her 
husband very happy. And so Jeannot the father, 
and Jeannotte the mother, and Jeannot the son 
came to see that vanity is no true source of 
happiness. 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


Recalling 

1, How does Jeannot’s father gain his wealth? 

2. Relate the tutor’s opinion of four of the sub- 
jects considered for Jeannot’s education. 

3. What does Jeannot finally study? How does 
he become successful? 

4. What happens to Jeannot’s family just before 
his wedding? How do the widow, tutor, priest, 
and officer respond to this turn of events? 
How does Colin respond? 

5. According to the last sentence in the story, 
what have Jeannot and his family come to see? 


Interpreting 

6. What values does Voltaire ridicule in the tu- 
tor’s dismissal of serious education? 

7. What does the story imply about the relation- 
ship between wealth and merit? What does it 
imply about the relationship between wealth 
and happiness? 

8. What do you think Voltaire means by the term 
vanity in the last sentence? Explain how the 
Jeannot family’s rise and fall demonstrates 
the dangers of vanity. 

9. Contrast Colin’s response to Jeannot’s mis- 
fortune to the responses of the widow, officer, 
tutor, and priest. What points does Voltaire 
make about “high society” and about friend- 
ship? 


Extending 

10. If you were a modern-day Voltaire, what spe- 
cific aspects of today’s society would you sat- 
irize? 


COMPOSITION 


Writing About Literature and Its Period 

1 Write an essay showing how Voltaire’s ‘“Jean- 
not and Colin” exemplifies the Age of Enlight- 
enment (see page 776). First identify some of 
the major characteristics of the Enlightenment. 
Then, using specific examples from the story, 
show how Voltaire’s satirical portrayal of the 
changing fortunes of the Jeannot family dem- 
onstrates these characteristics. For help with 
this assignment, refer to Lesson 10 in the Writ- 
ing About Literature Handbook at the back of 
this book. 


Writing a Satirical Sketch 

# Write a sketch or an outline for a story that 
satirizes some aspect of society today. De- 
scribe in detail the settings you would use and 
the characters who would embody your criti- 
cisms. Be as thorough and fair-minded in your 
satire as you can be. 


COMPARING ENGLISH AND WESTERN 


WRITERS a : 


@ Compare Pope’s satire in The Rape of the 
Lock (page 277) with Moliére’s in The Flying 
Doctor and Voltaire’s in “Jeannot and Colin.” 
Which author seems to you most subtle? 
Which would you choose to write a satire 
against something you wished to criticize? 
Why? Remember that satire is constructive in 
that it is meant not simply to ridicule but also 
to instruct and to correct. 
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Key to Illustrations appears on page 923. 


EUROPE 


THE 
NINETEENTH 
CENTURY 


1800—1900 


The eighteenth century and much of 
what it stood for came to an explosive 
end with the French Revolution in 1789. 
The Revolution changed much more 
than a nation’s government: It changed 
all of Europe’s way of thinking. It thrust 
the entire continent into a turbulent 
century of wars, rejection of tradition, 
industrial revolution, and assertion of in- 
dividual rights. 

In social and in literary terms, we 
can grasp the changeable nineteenth 
century by dividing it into three over- 
lapping movements: Romanticism, Real!- 
ism, and the beginnings of Modernism. 
The French Revolution, the rise and fall 
of Napoleon Bonaparte, and the drasti- 
cally altered relationship of the social 
classes accompanied the flowering of 
Romanticism, led by Goethe in Germany 
and Hugo in France. Toward the middle 
of the century, the {Industrial Revolu- 
tion—with its technological marvels, re- 
distribution of wealth, growth of cities, 
and vast social problems—contributed 
to the Realistic movement, capped by 
the achievements of Tolstoy in Russia 
and Flaubert in France. Then, as the cen- 
tury entered its last decades with a spirit 
of experimentation, the seeds of Mod- 
ernism began to sprout in the French 
Symbolist poets Baudelaire, Rimbaud, 
and Verlaine. 
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The Consecration of the Emperor Napoleon 
and the Coronation of the Empress 
Josephine, Jacques Louis David, 1806-1807. 


The nineteenth century, 
however, was born out of the 
eighteenth. To see how and 
why, we must first go back 
to Jean-Jacques Rousseau. 


Rousseau 


Although he lived during the 
eighteenth century, Rousseau 
(1712-1778) exerted a _ pro- 
found influence on the politics, 
thought, and art of the nine- 
teenth century. In fact, Rous- 
seau’s entire life and all his writ- 
ings opposed the century in 
which he lived, with its empha- 
sis on classical balance, ele- 
gance, restraint, and, above all, 
reason. In his Confessions, his 
novels, and his essays, Rousseau 
showed himself to be a great in- 
dividualist and social critic. 
Rousseau created two revolu- 
tionary ideas: respect for human- 
ity in its natural state and the 
theory of “the social contract.” 
For Rousseau the fulfillment 
of human life was endangered 
not only by government but by 
civilization itself. Existence in a 
natural, untamed state, he ar- 
gued, was healthier and truer to 
what it means to be fully hu- 
man. A person would only de- 
velop as a genuine individual, 
Rousseau believed, without the 
distortions imposed by so-called 
civilized society. This concept of 
individualism and freedom from 
social restraints would be a ma- 
jor theme in Romantic literature. 
Then, according to Rousseau, 
government must have its begin- 
ning and its validity in the abil- 


ity of individuals to organize 
themselves, People ought to set 
up a government as a contract 
between the governing and the 
governed. We can imagine how 
unpleasant the idea of the social 
contract was to the Bourbon 
kings of France, with their no- 
tions of divine-right monarchy. 
The social contract is now ac- 


cepted as the basic theory of 


democratic government, and 
there is litthke doubt that Rous- 
seau’s ideas helped inspire the 
French Revolution. 


The French Revolution and 
Napoleon Bonaparte 


In Paris, on July 14, 1789, a fu- 
rious crowd stormed the Bas- 
tille, a fortress prison that sym- 
bolized royal oppression. This 
uprising marked the beginning 
of the French Revolution, a vio- 
lent decade during which thou- 
sands lost their lives at the guil- 
lotine. The Revolution was the 
violent result of a combination 
of old inequalities and injustices, 
new ideas about freedom and 
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the limits of government, and in- 
ternal economic problems. 

At first the revolutionaries 
formed a National Assembly to 
rectify injustices and draw up a 
constitution. However, while 
moderates worked toward a 
constitutional monarchy, radical 
groups like the Jacobins de- 
manded a republic. Eventually, 
in 1792, the radicals seized 
power and beheaded King Louis 
XVI. A strongly centralized re- 
public was created under Robes- 
pierre and Danton, and with ita 
powerful Committee of Public 
Safety to watch over internal se- 
curity. Thus began the Reign of 
Terror, during which many peo- 
ple were guillotined simply be- 
cause they were suspected of 
disloyalty. After Robespierre 
himself was beheaded in 1794, 
reaction set in. Political clubs 
were disbanded, riots were sup- 
pressed, and a conservative re- 
gime framed a new Constitution 
providing for a republican gov- 
ernment headed by a Directory. 

Amid this turmoil, an ob- 
scure corporal from Corsica 
named Napoleon Bonaparte had 
risen in the ranks of the French 
Army and in public opinion. Ar- 
mies under his command con- 
quered Italy and Austria. Return- 
ing to Paris, he boldly took 
control in a brief, bloodless 
coup d’état. He abolished the 
Directory and made himself first 
consul. “The little corporal” be- 
came a dictator. 

Napoleon strengthened the 
central administration, set up 
the Bank of France, reorganized 


the education system, and 
founded the Imperial University. 
His Napoleonic Code remains 
the basis of French law. More- 
over, by 1812 his empire in Eu- 
rope reached from Norway to 
southern Italy, from Austria to 
Spain. 

Yet Emperor Napoleon sought 
to expand farther. In 1812 he 
raised an army of 600,000 and 
marched toward Russia. Russia 
at this time was ruled by Czar 
(Emperor) Alexander I, once 
Napoleon’s ally and a shrewd 
and powerful leader. When Na- 
poleon arrived at the gates of 
Moscow, he found the city silent 
and deserted. Those who re- 
mained set fire to the city, and 
Napoleon soon stood among 
ruins. He had no choice but to 
return to France through the 
bitter Russian winter. As the 
frost-bitten, half-starved troops 
trudged homeward, swarms of 
Russian Cossacks cut the French 
flanks to ribbons. Of the original 
600,000 soldiers in Napoleon’s 
Grand Army, over 500,000 died, 
were captured, or deserted. The 
dramatic events of this campaign 
are celebrated in Victor Hugo’s 
poem “Russia 1812” (page 814) 
and in the titanic novel War 
and Peace by Leo Tolstoy. 

Several more years of politi- 
cal maneuvering and military de- 
feats forced Napoleon’s abdica- 
tion. He retired to the island of 
Elba, near Italy, but less than a 
year later, he raised one more 
army, only to meet final defeat 
near the Belgian town of Water- 
loo at the hands of the British 


Portrait of Ludwig van Beethoven. 


Duke of Wellington. Exiled to 
the barren island of St. Helena, 
Napoleon died in 1821. 

Throughout the remainder of 
the nineteenth century, Europe 
saw the continued opposition of 
those who favored monarchies 
and those who wanted greater 
national self-determination, giv- 
ing rise, for example, to a series 
of revolutions in 1848. The 
Franco-Prussian War of 1870-— 
1871 marked the decline of 
France and the rise of Germany; 
it led to the formation of the al- 
liances that participated in 
World War I. 

Napoleon shaped the life of 
his time more than any other 
person. He moved from un- 
known soldier to hero to tyrant 
to exile. Perhaps the image of 
Napoleon can best be summed 
up, however, by an event not 
from military history but from 
musical history. Ludwig van Bee- 
thoven, the great German Ro- 
mantic composer and ardent in- 
dividualist, at first dedicated his 
Third Symphony, the “Eroica” 
(Heroic), to Napoleon. Yet 


when Beethoven found out that 
Napoleon had declared himself 
emperor, he violently scratched 
out Napoleon’s name from the 
manuscript. Napoleon may have 
changed the map of Europe, but 
Romanticism changed the spirit 
of the age. 


The Industrial Revolution 
and Everyday Life 


From 1830 to 1870, the effects 
of the Industrial Revolution began 
to be felt in Europe. People were 
generally healthier, more vigor- 
ous, and—because of the manu- 
factured clothing that had be- 
come available—better dressed. 
Pottery, made more efficiently, 
aided sanitation. Medical ad- 
vances reduced disease. 

However, with the introduc- 
tion of the factory system and 
the leap in urban population 
came new poverty and hardship. 
Children were sent to work in 
thousands of factories; housing 
grew cramped; and gloomy fac- 
tory sites darkened city skylines. 
In political and social terms, the 
“working class” became a well- 
defined division of society. 

Yet the Industrial Revolution 
also led to new methods of 


transportation, communication, 
and production. Inventions and 
improvements drew Europe 


closer together. By 1830 the 
steamboat was a familiar site on 
European rivers. Railway lines 
were laid in France in 1830, in 
Germany in 1832, and in Russia 
in 1860. By 1900 most ships on 
the seas were steamships. 
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As early as 1816, under- 


ground cables carried  tele- 
graphic messages short  dis- 
tances; cables reaching long 


distances under water were per- 
fected in the 1850s, when Eng- 
land and France, and then Ire- 
land and Newfoundland, were 
linked. Experiments with the 
telephone began in the United 
States around 1837, and Euro- 
pean inventors continued to try 
to develop a commercially suc- 
cessful telephone in the follow- 
ing decades. It was not until 
1874, however, that American 
Alexander Graham Bell found 
the answer. By 1877 in Ger- 
many, eight hundred villages 
were linked by telephone. 

After 1870 steel and steam 
became the kings of industrial 
and economic growth. Steel gir- 
ders permitted the construction 
of high buildings, and steam 
eased transportation and in- 
creased factory power. In 1880 
Thomas Edison put a practical 
incandescent lamp on the mar- 
ket, and by the 1890s electric 
power had become feasible. As 
the nineteenth century drew to 
a close, Europe, like metropoli- 
tan England, began to become 
what it is today: a land that in 
addition to its natural beauty is 
characterized by cosmopolitan 
and multifaceted cities—among 
them Paris, Rome, and Moscow. 


Nineteenth-Century 
European Literature 


Romanticism. Of all literary 
movements, the Romantic move- 


Detail, La Gare St. Lazare, Claude Monet, 
1877. 


SN ed ata ee 


ment is the most difficult to de- 
fine. In fact, one scholarly book 
identifies over eleven thousand 
different definitions of Romanti- 
cism. Romantic artists did not 
flourish at exactly the same 
time in different countries, but 
they did share some general 
characteristics. 

Romantics asserted the im- 
portance of emotion over rea- 
son. They stressed the individual 
personality over social and artis- 
tic conformity. Usually reacting 
against the balance and restraint 
of the classical-oriented eight- 
eenth century, they focused 
on personal experience—rather 
than on sets of rules and tradi- 
tions—as the best guide to truth 
and happiness. 

Romantics went to nature as 
a source of inspiration: They 
worshiped what was natural and 
believed that nature was to be 
imitated, not altered or ordered. 
They expressed a passionate na- 
tionalism, or love of country. 
That nationalism, however, did 
not stop them from yearning for 
faraway picturesque places. 
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One of the most significant 
elements in the Romantic spirit 
was, and still is, idealism. Ro- 
mantic artists of all times pos- 
sess a deep-rooted belief in a 
noble and heroic way of life that 
is possible for everyone who 
lives to the fullest. The Roman- 
tic spirit often sees the real 
world as a reflection of an ideal 
world and life itself as a con- 
Stant striving for the infinite. 

Germany was the center of 
European Romanticism. There, a 
golden age of literature had be- 
gun at the end of the eighteenth 
century under the towering 
leadership of the philosopher, 
scientist, poet, and dramatist Jo- 
hann Wolfgang von Goethe, au- 
thor of Faust. Emphasizing the 
power of imagination over rea- 
son, Germany created a new vi- 
sion in aesthetics and _ philoso- 
phy, centering on the self, the 
individual person. After Goethe, 
the greatest figures with this 
new Romantic world view were 
the philosopher Friedrich von 
Schlegel and the lyric poet 
Heinrich Heine. 

Foremost among the French 
Romantics was Victor Hugo, 
best known for his massive nov- 
els Les Misérables and The 
Hunchback of Notre Dame. Hu- 
go’s poetry and verse dramas 
were also extremely influential, 
with their emphasis on lyricism, 
love of nature, and heroic vi- 
sion. A different type of heroism, 
although no less Romantic, was 
offered by the French novelist 
and playwright Alexandre Du- 
mas, author of The Three Mus- 


keteers and The Count of Monte 
Cristo. 

Romanticism in Italy is best 
represented by Alessandro Man- 
zoni’s novel The Betrothed, con- 
sidered by some the best Italian 
novel ever written. Russia, too, 
made its contribution. The sum- 
mit of Russian Romanticism—in 
fact the summit of Russian po- 
etry—was attained by Aleksandr 
Pushkin, whose historical drama 
Boris Godunov and poetic novel 
Eugene Onegin are landmark 
works. 

In England Romanticism pro- 
duced many of the greatest 
works in our language. (See 
pages 318-401.) From The Pre- 
lude of William Wordsworth to 
the “Ode to Autumn” of John 
Keats, from the exotic “Kubla 
Khan” of Samuel Taylor Cole- 
ridge to the satiric Don Juan of 
Lord Byron—English Romantic 
poetry remains one of Romanti- 
cism’s finest achievements. 

Realism. From the idealism 
and emotional display of Roman- 
ticism, the swing to Realism 
seems to have been a natural re- 
action. Realist writers wanted to 


tell the unadorned truth of life 
as they saw it: harsh, hard, 
sometimes joyful, but usually 


filed with work and pain and 
disillusion. They stripped away 


Faust in His Study, Rembrandt (1606-1669). 


the lovely masks of the Roman- 
tics and sought to get to the 
heart of the human condition. 

The greatest Realist achieve- 
ments are the century’s novels. 
This is not at all surprising when 
we think of the capacity of the 
novel for wealth of everyday de- 
tails, vast panoramas of people 
and places, and complex life sto- 
ries. In England the novels of 
Charles Dickens (see page 428), 
William Makepeace Thackeray, 
and George Eliot remain un- 
matched both for their charac- 
terizations and their compassion. 
The French novels of Honoré de 
Balzac, of Stendhal, and espe- 
cially of Gustave Flaubert 
pointed the way toward the 
modern novel. In Russia, Tol- 
stoy’s Anna Karenina and War 
and Peace and _ Dostoevsky’s 


Crime and Punishment and 
Brothers Karamazov still amaze 
readers with. their sweep, their 
detail, and their fascinating char- 
acters. With these giants stand 
three writers who specialized in 
shorter forms: the great Russian 
dramatist and short story writer 
Anton Chekhov; the master of 
the novella Ivan Turgenev; and 
the French storyteller Guy de 
Maupassant. 

Early Modernism. Toward 
the end of the century, many 
writers began boldly to experi- 
ment, especially in poetry. Their 
“new” works, however, were in 
many ways actually a continua- 
tion of Romanticism. This was 
the case with the most signifi- 
cant movement of the time— 
French Symbolism. 

For the Symbolists poetry 
should be personal, emotional, 
individual—just as it had been 
for the Romantics. It must, how- 
ever, avoid sentimentality and 
direct statement; it should strive 
for greater subtlety. Above all it 
should celebrate the imagination 
and the way the imagination in- 
teracts with the real world. 
Charles Baudelaire, Arthur Rim- 
baud, Paul Verlaine, and Sté- 
phane Mallarmé all produced 
poems that had a profound influ- 
ence on modern writing. 
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THE KOMANTIC AGE 


Johann Wolfgang von Goethe 
1749-1832 


When he met Goethe in 1808, Napoleon exclaimed, “Voila un 
homme!” (Behold a man!) Poet, playwright, scientist, philosopher, and 
statesman, Johann Wolfgang von Goethe [y6’han vdlfrgang’ von 
gur’ta] was indeed remarkable. He was born in Frankfurt in what is 
now West Germany, the son of a wealthy lawyer who supervised his 
son’s education in art, literature, and language. Goethe wrote his first 
important poetry while studying law. As a student he met Johann 
Gottfried von Herder, a leader of the Sturm und Drang (Storm and 
Stress) literary movement, a forerunner to German Romanticism that 
emphasized nature and the emotions. Under Herder’s influence, 
Goethe’s style became less formal, more personal, and lyrical. 

Goethe practiced law in Frankfurt until his novel 7he Sorrows of 
Young Werther (1774) became a best seller and made him a hero to 
young people throughout Europe. The book is a melancholy work 
about hopeless love and nature’s destructive beauty. At the invitation 
of the duke of Weimar, Goethe moved to that city and became a 
counselor to the duke. In his new role Goethe studied science and 
technology, including anatomy, optics, geology, and botany. In 1786 
he traveled to Italy for a two-year stay that inspired an admiration for 
the classical tradition of the Renaissance. When he returned to 
Weimar, he withdrew from political and social activity to concentrate 
on writing. His topics included folklore, natural science, philosophy, 
Oriental literature, and international events. He also composed short 
stories, plays, and poetry. Goethe once called all his writing “the 
fragments of a great confession,’ and he devoted his later years to 
autobiographical work such as the four volumes of Poetry and Truth 
(1811-1833). Goethe died calling for “more light, more light!” 

Goethe’s work is massive in quantity and diversity, but his 
masterwork is Faust, a reader’s play in verse. In twelve thousand 
lines Faust combines dramatic, epic, and lyrical elements and 
demonstrates Goethe’s interest in theology, mythology, philosophy, 
economics, science, aesthetics, and music. Goethe worked on Faust 
from 1773, when he was twenty-four, until 1831, a year before his 
death. According to a legend that Goethe knew from his childhood, 
Faust is a scholar who trades his immortal soul to Mephistopheles 
[mef’a stof’a 1éz"], the devil, in return for complete knowledge and 
experience. Goethe’s version transforms the traditional ending, in 
which Faust is carried away by demons, into one of salvation. 
Goethe’s Faust is redeemed by his dedication to perfection, a 
redemption available to all who devote themselves to selfless striving 
for fulfillment. Faust states a theme of the work and a summary of 
Goethe's life: “It is restless action makes the man.” 
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20 


25 


Johann Wolfgang von Goethe 


from Faust 


Translated by Louis MacNeice 


The Prologue in Heaven 

The Lord and the heavenly hosts‘ enter, with Mephistopheles 
following. After three archangels step forward to praise the Lord 
and his creations, Mephistopheles speaks. 


MEPHISTOPHELES. Since you, O Lord, once more approach and ask 
If business down with us be light or heavy— 
And in the past you’ve usually welcomed me— 
That’s why you see me also at your levee.” 
Excuse me, I can’t manage lofty words— 
Not though your whole court jeer and find me low; 
My pathos certainly would make you laugh 
Had you not feft off laughing long ago. 
Your suns and worlds mean nothing much to me; 
How men torment themselves, that’s all I see. 
The little god of the world,’ one can’t reshape, reshade him; 
He is as strange today as that first day you made him. 
His life would be not so bad, not quite, 
Had you not granted him a gleam of Heaven’s light; 
He calls it Reason, uses it not the least 
Except to be more beastly than any beast. 
He seems to me—if your Honor does not mind— 
Like a grasshopper—the long-legged kind— 
That’s always in flight and leaps as it flies along 
And then in the grass strikes up its same old song. 
I could only wish he confined himself to the grass! 
He thrusts his nose into every filth, alas. 


LORD. Mephistopheles, have you no other news? 
Do you always come here to accuse? 
Is nothing ever right in your eyes on earth? 


MEPHISTOPHELES. No, Lord! I find things there as downright bad as ever. 
I am sorry for men’s days of dread and dearth; 
Poor things, my wish to plague 'em isn’t fervent. 


LORD. Do you know Faust? 


MEPHISTOPHELES. The Doctor? 


1. bosts: multitudes; here, all the angels and saints. 

2. levee: monarch’s first reception of subjects in the morning. 

3. little . .. world: man, who was created in God’s image and who was 
given dominion over earthly creatures. 
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LORD. Aye, my servant. 


30 MEPHISTOPHELES. Indeed! He serves you oddly enough, I think. 
The fool has no earthly habits in meat and drink. 
The ferment in him drives him wide and far, 
That he is mad he too has almost guessed; 
He demands of heaven each fairest star 
35 And of earth each highest joy and best, 
And all that is new and all that is far 
Can bring no calm to the deep-sea swell of his breast. 


LORD. Now he may serve me only gropingly, 
Soon I shall lead him into the light. 
40 The gardener knows when the sapling first turns green 
That flowers and fruit will make the future bright. 


MEPHISTOPHELES. What do you wager? You will lose him yet, 
Provided you give me permission 
To steer him gently the course I set. 


45 LORD. So long as he walks the earth alive, 
So long you may try what enters your head; 
Men make mistakes as long as they strive. 


MEPHISTOPHELES. I thank you for that; as regards the dead, 
The dead have never taken my fancy. 
50 I favor cheeks that are full and rosy-red; 
No corpse is welcome to my house; 
I work as the cat does with the mouse. 


LORD. Very well; you have my full permission. 
Divert this soul from its primal source* 
55 And carry it, if you can seize it, 
Down with you upon your course— 
And stand ashamed when you must needs admit; 
A good man with his groping intuitions 
Still knows the path that is true and fit. 


| 60 MEPHISTOPHELES. All right—but it won’t last for long. 
I'm not afraid my bet will turn out wrong. 
And, if my aim prove true and strong, 
Allow me to triumph wholeheartedly. 
Dust shall be eaten—and greedily— 
65 Like my cousin the Snake’ renowned in tale and song. 


LORD. That too you are free to give a trial; 
I have never hated the likes of you. 

Of all the spirits of denial 

| The joker is the last that I eschew. 


4. primal source: origin; here, God and heaven. 
5. the Snake: serpent that tempted Eve in the Garden of Eden. 
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75 


Man finds relaxation too attractive— 

Too fond too soon of unconditional rest; 

Which is why I am pleased to give him a companion 
Who lures and thrusts and must, as devil, be active. 
But ye, true sons of Heaven, it is your duty 

To take your joy in the living wealth of beauty. 

The changing Essence which ever works and lives 
Wall you around with love, serene, secure! 

And that which floats in flickering appearance 

Fix ye it firm in thoughts that must endure... . 


[Heaven closes. | 


80 MEPHISTOPHELES [alone]. I like to see the Old One now and then 


roa) 


19 


And try to keep relations on the level. 
It’s really decent of so great a person 
To talk so humanely even to the Devil. 


After “The Prologue in Heaven,” the actual poem begins with 


The Pact with the Devil 


MEPHISTOPHELES. Stop playing with your grief which battens° 


Like a vulture on your life, your mind! 
The worst of company would make you feel 
That you are a man among mankind, 
Not that it’s really my proposition 

To shove you among the common men; 
Though I’m not one of the Upper Ten,’ 
If you would like a coalition 

With me for your career through life, 
Lam quite ready to fit in, 

I’m yours before you can say knife. 

I am your comrade; 

If you so crave, 

I am your servant, I am your slave. 


6. battens: grows fat. 
7. Upper Ten: ten most powerful spirits. 


a scene called “Night.” Faust contemplates the limits of human 
understanding and concludes that complete knowledge is possible 
only after death. He considers suicide but is distracted by the life- 
affirming bells of Easter morning. Rushing outside, Faust is tem- 
porarily encouraged by the activity of the common people, but 
later, while the sun sets, be again gives in to despair. Back in his 
study, Faust is confronted by Mephistopheles. He resists the de- 
mon’s temptations at first. Then as his despair deepens, he curses 
all things that humanity strives for—family, love, fame, wealth, 
hope, and faith, Mephistopheles, delighted that Faust is now more 
open to his temptation, returns. 
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15 FAUST. And what have I to undertake in return? 
MEPHISTOPHELES. Oh it’s early days to discuss what that is. 


FAUST. No, no, the devil is an egoist 
And ready to do nothing gratis® 
Which is to benefit a stranger. 
20 ‘Tell me your terms and don’t prevaricate! 
A servant like you in the house is a danger. 


MEPHISTOPHELES. I will bind myself to your service in this world, 
To be at your beck and never rest nor slack; 
When we meet again on the other side, 
25 In the same coin you shall pay me back. 


FAUST. The other side gives me little trouble; 
First batter this present world to rubble, 
Then the other may rise—if that’s the plan. 
This earth is where my springs of joy have started, 
30 And this sun shines on me when brokenhearted; 
If I can first from them be parted, 
Then \et happen what will and can! .. . 


MEPHISTOPHELES. With such an outlook you can risk it. 
Sign on the line! In these next days you will get 
35 Ravishing samples of my arts; 
I am giving you what never man saw yet. 


FAUST. Poor devil, can you give anything ever? 
Was a human spirit in its high endeavor 
Even once understood by one of your breed? 
40 Have you got food which fails to feed? 
Or red gold which, never at rest, 
Like mercury runs away through the hand? 
A game at which one never wins? 
A girl who, even when on my breast, 
45 Pledges herself to my neighbor with her eyes? 
The divine and lovely delight of honor 
Which falls like a falling star and dies? 
Show me the fruits which, before they are plucked, decay 
And the trees which day after day renew their green! 


50 MEPHISTOPHELES. Such a commission doesn’t alarm me, 
I have such treasures to purvey. 
But, my good friend, the time draws on when we 
Should be glad to feast at our ease on something good. 


FAuST. If ever I stretch myself on a bed of ease, 
55 Then I am finished! Is that understood? 
If ever your flatteries can coax me 


8. gratis: Latin for “free of charge.” 
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70 


75 


80 


85 


90 


95 


To be pleased with myself, if ever you cast 
A spell of pleasure that can hoax me— 
Then let that day be my last! 

That’s my wager! 


MEPHISTOPHELES. Done! 


FAUST. Let’s shake! 
If ever I say to the passing moment 
“Linger a while! Thou art so fair!” 
Then you may cast me into fetters, 
1 will gladly perish then and there! . . . 


MEPHISTOPHELES. Think what you’re saying, we shall not forget it. 


Faust. And you are fully within your rights; 
I have made no mad or outrageous claim. 
If I stay as I am, I am a slave— 
Whether yours or another’s, it’s all the same. 


MEPHISTOPHELES. I shall this very day at the College Banquet” 
Enter your service with no more ado, 
But just one point—As a life-and-death insurance 
I must trouble you for a line or two. 


FAUST. SO you, you pedant, you too like things in writing? 
Have you never known a man? Or a man’s word? Never? 
Is it not enough that my word of mouth 
Puts all my days in bond for ever? ... 

What do you, evil spirit, require? 
Bronze, marble, parchment, paper? 
Quill or chisel or pencil of slate? 

You may choose whichever you desire. 


MEPHISTOPHELES. How can you so exaggerate 
With such a hectic rhetoric? 
Any little snippet is quite good— 
And you sign it with one little drop of blood. 


FAusT. If that is enough and is some use, 
One may as well pander to your fad. 


MEPHISTOPHELES. Blood is a very special juice. 


FAUST. Only do not fear that I shall break this contract. 
What I promise is nothing more 
Than what all my powers are striving for... . 
Let us cast ourselves into the torrent of time, 
Into the whirl of eventfulness, 
Where disappointment and success, 
Pleasure and pain may chop and change 


9. College Banquet: dinner to celebrate the awarding of a doctoral degree. 
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As chop and change they will and can; 
It is restless action makes the man... . 


MEPHISTOPHELES. You are in the end. . . what you are. 


You can put on full-bottomed wigs with a million locks, 
You can put on stilts’® instead of your socks, 
You remain forever what you are. 


FAUST. I feel my endeavors have not been worth a pin 


When I raked together the treasures of the human mind, 
If at the end I but sit down to find 

No new force welling up within. 

I have not a hair’s breadth more of height, 

I am no nearer the Infinite. 


MEPHISTOPHELES. My very good sir, you look at things 


Just in the way that people do; 

We must be cleverer than that 

Or the joys of life will escape from you... . 
So good-by to thinking! On your toes! 

The world’s before us. Quick! Here goes! 

I tell you, a chap who’s intellectual 

Is like a beast on a blasted heath 

Driven in circles by a demon 

While a fine green meadow lies round beneath. 


FAUST. How do we start? 


MEPHISTOPHELES. We just say go—and skip. 


But please get ready for this pleasure trip. [£xit Faust.| 
Only look down on knowledge and reason, 

The highest gifts that men can prize, 

Only allow the spirit of lies 

To confirm you in magic and illusion, 

And then I have you body and soul. 

Fate has given this man a spirit 

Which is always pressing onward, beyond control, 
And whose mad striving overleaps 

All joys of the earth between pole and pole. 

Him shall I drag through the wilds of life 

And through the flats of meaninglessness, 

I shall make him flounder and gape and stick 

And to tease his insatiableness 

Hang meat and drink in the air before his watering lips; 
In vain he will pray to slake his inner thirst, 

And even had he not sold himself to the devil 

He would be equally accursed. 


10. full-bottomed . . . stilts: large curled wigs and elevated shoes worn 
by actors in the seventeenth century. 
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STUDY QUESTIONS 


Recalling 

1. About what part of creation does Mephistoph- 
eles say, “that’s all | see’? 

2. In the prologue what wager do God and Meph- 
istopheles make regarding Faust? 

3. What permission does the Lord give Mephi- 
stopheles? What reason does the Lord give for 
sending humanity the devil as ‘“‘a companion’? 

4. What promise does Mephistopheles make 
Faust? What does he ask in return? According 
to Faust, when will he lose the wager? 

5. Explain how Mephistopheles describes Faust’s 
spirit in his final speech. What does he say he 
is planning to do with Faust? 


Interpreting 

6. Explain the relationship between the Lord and 
Mephistopheles in the prologue. Find two ex- 
amples of the Lord’s control over the devil. 

7. What statements by the Lord and Faust reflect 
Goethe's belief that ‘restless action’ gives life 
meaning? Explain how these statements sug- 
gest an outcome to Faust’s wager. 


VIEWPOINT 


Writing about freedom, a concept that is cen- 
tral to much of his work, Goethe said: 


Let a man but declare himself free, straight- 
way he will feel himself limited. But let him 
be bold enough to declare himself limited, 
and he will experience a sense of freedom. 


Hi In what way does Faust declare himself free, 
and how does this actually limit him? What 
must he do to find true freedom? 


VOCABULARY 


Analogies 
An analogy is a comparison. Analogy items 
appear on vocabulary tests as double compari- 


sons between two pairs of words. You may be 
given the first pair and asked to find or complete 
a second pair of words that has the same rela- 
tionship as the first pair. See the following ex- 
ample: 

SMILE : GRIN :: laugh : chuckle 


Here both pairs of words are synonyms. 

Each numbered item below begins with two re- 
lated words in capital letters, the first of which is 
from Faust. First decide how the two capitalized 
words relate to edch other. Then choose the pair 
with the relationship most like the relationship be- 
tween the pair in capital letters. Write the number 
of each item and the letter of your choice on a 
separate sheet. 


1. FRENZY : TURMOIL : : 
(a) action : consequence 
(b) excitement : agitation 
(c) hope : loss 
(d) warmth : coolness 


2. PATHOS : PATHETIC : : 
(a) minuscule : titanic 
(b) strength : power 
(c) humility : humble 
(d) stature : rank 


3. TORRENT : TRICKLE : : 
(a) gust : wind 
(b) tornado : breeze 
(c) monsoon : hurricane 
(d) breath : sigh 


4, TENACITY : STUBBORN : : 
(a) tradition : radical 
(b) exultation : aggressive 
(c) beauty : charismatic 
(d) ambition : farsighted 


5. INSATIABLENESS : FOOD: : 
(a) boredom : exercise 
(b) studiousness : books 
(c) brilliance : dull 
(d) activity : apathy 
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Heinrich Heine — 1797-1856 


Although he was a poet of the Romantic Age, Heinrich Heine 
[hin’rikH hina] maintained a wit and cynicism that set his work apart 
from that of many other Romantic authors. He was born in 
Dtisseldorf in western Germany. A wealthy uncle agreed to support 
him in the study of law, but Heine was more interested in history 
and literature. He did eventually receive a law degree, but his studies 
were conducted at three different universities and were interrupted 
often by travel, by work as a journalist, and by his literary ambitions. 
Heine’s first published poetry was inspired by his admiration for his 
uncle’s daughter Amalie; many of his early poems were later 
collected in Book of Songs (1827). 

Heine was a member of the “Young Germans,” a controversial 
group of radical authors whose work—like Heine’s Germany, A 
Winter’s Tale (1844)—criticized the lack of freedom through most of 
Germany. Heine, whose admiration for Napoleon approached hero 
worship, traveled to Paris as a journalist in 1831. To inspire a lasting 
peace between Germany and France and to spread his vision of a 
common European culture, he wrote extensively on culture, politics, 
travel, literature, philosophy, and poetry. Heine remained in Paris for 
the rest of his life; in 1848 a nervous disease confined him to his 
bed. He remained in his “mattress grave” for ten years, during which 
he produced some of his finest poetry. 

One of Heine’s most famous works is the four-volume Travel 
Pictures (1826-1831), a mixture of fiction with nonfiction, of vivid 
travel sketches with satire on German culture and politics. Heine's 
lyric poetry, however, is his most celebrated and influential 
achievement. Many of his lyrics have been set to music by such 
composers as Schubert, Schumann, Mendelssohn, and Brahms. The 
poems are bittersweet in their combination of simple fairy-tale moods 
and exotic dreams with Heine’s characteristic irony. The best known 
of all his poems is “The Lorelei.” The Lorelei is a cliff rising above 
dangerous rapids on the River Rhine in western Germany. According 
to a popular legend, a siren, or a beautiful female spirit, sang an 
enticing song from the cliff, thereby blinding sailors to the peril of 
the rapids. 
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Heinrich Heine 


The Lorelei 


Translated by Aaron Kramer 


I cannot explain the sadness 
That’s fallen on my breast. 
An old, old fable haunts me, 
And will not let me rest. 


The air grows cool in the twilight, 
And softly the Rhine' flows on; 
The peak of a mountain sparkles 
Beneath the setting sun. 


More lovely than a vision, 
A girl sits high up there; 
Her golden jewelry glistens, 
She combs her golden hair. 


With a comb of gold she combs it, 
And sings an evensong; 

>» The wonderful melody reaches 
A boat, as it sails along. 


The boatman hears, with an anguish 
More wild than ever known; 

He’s blind to the rocks around him; 
His eyes are for her alone. 


—At last the waves devoured 

The boat, and the boatman’s cry; 
And this she did with her singing, 
The golden Lorelei. 


1. Rhine: river that flows through Switzerland, 
Germany, and the Netherlands. 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


a ES 


Recalling 

1. Give two details of the speaker's mood in the 
first stanza. 

2. Find three details of time and place in the sec- 
ond stanza. 

3. Describe the girl and her actions in the third 
and fourth stanzas. 

4. According to the last two stanzas, what effect 
does the girl have on the boatman? 


Interpreting 

5. Find at least four words that Heine uses to 
create a fairy-tale atmosphere. 

6. Why do you think the poet does not describe 
in detail what happens to the boatman? In 
what sense is the ending of the poem ironic? 


Extending 

7. Compare the first stanza of ‘‘The Lorelei” with 
the following lines from Samuel Taylor Cole- 
ridge’s Rime of the Ancient Mariner (page 343): 


Since then, at an uncertain hour, 
That agony returns; 

And till my ghastly tale is told, 
This heart within me burns. 


What function does the telling of a story 
have for each speaker? 


LITERARY FOCUS 


Translation 

All the selections in Part Two (‘‘Western Lit- 
erature’’) of this book are English translations of 
works originally written in other languages— 
Greek, Latin, Italian, French, Spanish, German, 
and Russian. The general elegance of style, 
beauty of expression, and power of communica- 
tion in these selections prove that successful 
translations are possible. 

The difficulty in translation, however, lies in 
avoiding the two extremes of being too literal or 
too liberal. Literal translations render the work 
word for word but ignore subtleties of language— 
idiom, connotation, and imagery. As a result, 
every word is translated, but the spirit of the orig- 
inal work is damaged. On the other hand, liberal 
translations attempt to communicate only the es- 
sential spirit and meaning of a work and, there- 
fore, often neglect the original language. The best 


812 Western Literature: The Nineteenth Century 


3. Reread the fifth and sixth stanzas of the two 


translations must fall—as the Italian critic Bene- 
detto Croce said—somewhere between “faithful 
ugliness and faithless beauty.” 

To see the difference that can exist between 
two translations of the same poem, compare the 
translation of ‘The Lorelei’ that follows with the 
translation on page 811. 


| cannot tell why this imagined 
Sorrow has fallen on me; 

The ghost of an unburied legend 
That will not let me be. 


5 The air is cool and twilight 
Flows down the quiet Rhine; 
A mountain alone in the high light 
Catches the faltering shine. 


One rosy peak half gleaming 
10 Reveals, enthroned in air, 
A goddess, lost in dreaming, 
Who combs her golden hair. 


With a golden comb she is combing 
Her hair, as she sings a song; 
15 Heard and reheard through the gloaming, 
It hurries the night along. 


The boatman has heard what has bound him 
In throes of a strange, wild love. 
He is blind to the reefs that surround him 
20 Who sees but the vision above. 


And fo, the wild waters are springing— 
The boat and the boatman are gone... 

Then silence. And this with her singing, 
The Lorelei has done. 


Translated by Louis Untermeyer 


Thinking About Translations 

1. Compare the first and second stanzas of the 
two translations of “The Lorelei.’ Explain how 
a difference in wording affects the mood of 
each translation. 

2. Compare the third and fourth stanzas of the 
two translations. Which description of the 
woman do you think is more effective? Why? 


translations. Compare the meaning and mood j 
of the two versions of the boatman’s story. 


Victor Hugo — 1802-1885 


Victor Hugo was the acknowledged leader of the Romantic movement 
in France. A man of great mental, spiritual, and physical power, Hugo 
was regarded—even in his own time—only in superlatives: as a 
genius, as the greatest Frenchman ever, as the most significant writer 
since Shakespeare. Innumerable stories circulated about his boundless 
strength, energy, and enthusiasm. For example, it was said that he ate 
unpeeled oranges whole and that his beard blunted the barber’s 
razor. 

Hugo was born in Besancon, in eastern France, the third son of 
an army Officer who served under Napoleon. At fifteen young Victor 
received recognition for his poetry from the Académie Frangaise, a 
prestigious organization of French writers and scholars. At seventeen 
he wrote and published a literary magazine with his older brothers. 
Hugo wrote poetry, plays, and novels. Because of the académie’s 
recognition, his first collected poems, Odes (1822), brought him a 
pension from the French government. His play Hernani (1830) 
avoided common dramatic conventions and as a result is often 
considered the beginning of French Romanticism. His most famous 
novels, The Hunchback of Notre Dame (1831) and Les Misérables 
(1862), won him fame in England and America. In fact, installments of 
Les Misérables were eagerly awaited by a divided America during the 
Civil War. 

After his eldest daughter and her husband were drowned in 1843, 
Hugo did not publish anything for ten years. During this time he was 
elected to the National Assembly, where he fought for liberal reforms 
like free education and wider voting rights. When President Louis 
Napoleon declared himself Emperor Napoleon II in 1851, Hugo left 
France and refused to return until democracy was restored. Napoleon 
III was overthrown in 1870, and Hugo returned to France, a 
triumphant champion of freedom. 

In France Hugo is revered as a poet; he has been called the 
greatest painter and musician of the French language. “Russia 1812,” 
an excerpt from “The Expiation,” is from Hugo’s 1853 collection, The 
Chastisements. Memorized by every French schoolchild today, “Russia 
1812” expresses Hugo’s admiration for the courage and daring of 
Napoleon. Having led his troops across Russia to capture Moscow, 
Napoleon met only devastation. The Russians had burned the city and 
its environs. In a desperate retreat Napoleon led his troops back 
across frozen plains in the face of a brutal Russian winter. 
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Painting illustrating 
Napoleon’s retreat from 
Moscow in 1812. 
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Victor Hugo 


Russia 1812 


Translated by Robert Lowell 


The snow fell, and its power was multiplied. 

For the first time the Eagle’ bowed its head— 

dark days! Slowly the Emperor returned— 

behind him Moscow! Its onion domes’ still burned. 
The snow rained down in blizzards—rained and froze. 
Past each white waste a further white waste rose. 
None recognized the captains or the flags. 

Yesterday the Grand Army, today its dregs! 

No one could tell the vanguard from the flanks. 

The snow! The hurt men struggled from the ranks, 
hid in the bellies of dead horses, in stacks 

of shattered caissons.* By the bivouacs,* 

one saw the picket dying at his post, 

still standing in his saddle, white with frost, 

the stone lips frozen to the bugle’s mouth! 

Bullets and grapeshot mingled with the snow, 

that hailed . . . The Guard, surprised at shivering, march 
in a dream now; ice rimes’ the gray mustache. 


. Eagle: nickname for Napoleon and emblem of his army. 
onion domes: onion-shaped spires of Russian architecture, 
. caissons [k4’sonz]: chests for holding ammunition. 

. bivouacs [biv’ 00 waks’}: temporary field camps. 

rimes: covers with frost. 
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The snow falls, always snow! The driving mire 
submerges; men, trapped in that white empire, 

have no more bread and march on barefoot—gaps! 
They were no longer living men and troops, 

but a dream drifting in a fog, a mystery, 

mourners parading under the black sky. 

The solitude, vast, terrible to the eye, 

was like a mute avenger everywhere, 

as snowfall, floating through the quiet air, 

buried the huge army in a huge shroud. 

Could anyone leave this kingdom? A crowd— 

each man, obsessed with dying, was alone. 

Men slept—and died! The beaten mob sludged on, 
ditching the guns to burn their carriages. 

Two foes. The North, the Czar. The North was worse. 
In hollows where the snow was piling up, 

one saw whole regiments fallen asleep. 

Attila’s dawn, Cannaes of Hannibal!® 

The army marching to its funeral! 

Litters, wounded, the dead, deserters—swarms, 
crushing the bridges down to cross a stream. 

They went to sleep ten thousand, woke up four. 
Ney,’ bringing up the former army’s rear, 

hacked his horse loose from three disputing Cossacks® . . . 
All night, the qui vive?’ The alert! Attacks; 

retreats! White ghosts would wrench away our guns, 
or we would see dim, terrible squadrons, 

circles of steel, whirlpools of savages, 

rush sabering through the camp like dervishes. 

And in this way, whole armies died at night. 


The Emperor was there, standing—he saw. 

This oak already trembling from the axe, 

watched his glories drop from him branch by branch: 
chiefs, soldiers. Each one had his turn and chance— 
they died! Some lived. These still believed his star, 
and kept their watch. They loved the man of war, 
this small man with his hands behind his back, 
whose shadow, moving to and fro, was black 

behind the lighted tent. Still believing, they 


6. Attila’s . . . Hannibal: referring to defeats that altered the course 
of history. The Romans defeated Attila and the Huns in ap. 451. 
Hannibal, a Carthaginian general, defeated the Roman forces at Cannae 
in 216 B.c., but it was his last victory before his ultimate defeat. 

7. Ney [na]: French marshal in charge of the rear guard during the 
retreat from Moscow. 

8. Cossacks: Russian cavalrymen. 

9. qué vive? (ké vév]: French for “Who goes there?” 
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accused their destiny of lése-majesté.'° 

His misfortune had mounted on their back. 
The man of glory shook. Cold stupefied 
him, then suddenly he felt terrified. 

Being without belief, he turned to God: 
“God of armies, is this the end?’ he cried. 
And then at last the expiation came, 

as he heard some one call him by his name, 
some one half-lost in shadow, who said, “No, 
Napoleon.” Napoleon understood, 

restless, bareheaded, leaden, as he stood 
before his butchered legions in the snow. 


10. lése-majesté [lez'ma zhes ta’ ]: French for “high treason.” 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


Recalling 


1, 


2. 


Give at least three words or phrases used to 
describe the snow. 

From lines 1-32 find at least four specific ex- 
amples of the effect of the weather on Napo- 
leon’s troops. 

What are Napoleon’s two foes? Which is 
worse? Based on lines 34-48, explain why. 


. Name two things to which Napoleon is com- 


pared in the poem. According to lines 49-59, 
what do his soldiers think of Napoleon? 

What question does Napoleon ask at the end 
of the poem? Why? What answer does he get? 


Interpreting 


6. 


7. 


8. 


Why does Hugo call Napoleon’s army at this 
time the ‘‘dregs’? 

Find at least three images of death in the 
poem. Explain the metaphor in lines 49-51. 
Who do you think answers Napoleon’s cry at 
the end of the poem? Why do you think the 
answer is an “expiation’? What do you think 
Napoleon understands at the end? 


Extending 


9, 


Why do you think that many of Napoleon’s soi- 
diers continued to believe in him during the 
grim retreat from Moscow? Why do you think 
Hugo, who admired Napoleon, chose to write 
about such a defeat? 
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COMPOSITION 


Developing a Thesis Statement 

— Develop a thesis statement about Hugo's use 
of imagery to picture the destruction of war. 
Then in a brief essay defend your thesis with 
examples from the poem. To do this, use sev- 
eral images from the poem, and discuss their 
effectiveness. For help with this assignment, 
refer to Lesson 7 in the Writing About Litera- 
ture Handbook at the back of this book. 


Writing a Letter 

& Imagine that you are a soldier in Napoleon's 
army during the retreat from Moscow. Write a 
letter home in which you describe the humilia- 
tion of the retreat, the hardship of the march, 
and your current feelings for Napoleon. 


COMPARING ENGLISH AND WESTERN 
WRITERS 


& Compare one English Romantic poet (see 
pages 326-390) and one western Romantic 
poet. Expand on at least two of the following 
statements about Romanticism by citing exam- 
ples. (1) Both English and western Roman- 
tic poets regarded humanity as part of na- 
ture. (2) They glorified instinct, emotion, and 
imagination. (3) They admired individualism. 
(4) They often drew on recent national history 
for subject matter. 


THE LATER NINETEENTH CENTURY 


Leo Tolstoy —= 1828-1910 


Count Leo Tolstoy is one of the best known Russian novelists in 
addition to being a moral and social reformer. He was born on his 
family estate near Moscow. His parents died when he was still a boy, 
and Tolstoy was raised by relatives. He rarely applied himself to his 
studies whether at home with tutors or after he entered college. He 
inherited the family estate, left school to manage it, and became 
bored after a year. He then traveled to Moscow and St. Petersburg to 
sample wealthy society, but the debts that he accumulated forced him 
to return home. Still with little direction he enlisted in the army and 
fought in the Crimean War in 1854. Throughout these early years 
Tolstoy looked for spiritual awareness, blamed himself for his life 
style, and tried unsuccessfully to change. As he became increasingly 
disillusioned with the repression of the czarist regime, the insincerity 
of the court, and the brutality of war, Tolstoy withdrew to the estate 
to launch a successful social experiment. He founded a school for 
the children of his serfs, peasants attached to his estate, and was 
among the first to practice the innovative theory that education 
should respond to the needs of individual students. 

In 1862 Tolstoy married Sonya Behrs, the daughter of an old 
family friend, and they raised a large family on the estate. Tolstoy 
had published his first story ten years earlier, but in the years that 
followed his marriage, he wrote two of the world’s greatest novels, 
War and Peace (1865-1869) and Anna Karenina (1875-1877). In 
1879 his constant spiritual search brought him to a dramatic 
conversion. He began to preach the rejection of all property, of any 
form of violence, of religious and civil authority; he maintained that 
the only law was the human conscience. He gave up liquor and 
tobacco and became a vegetarian. He temporarily deserted fiction and 
wrote books and essays on social and religious issues. These works 
were often moralistic and preaching in tone, but they helped to 
make Tolstoy a kind of spiritual leader to a large group of 
“believers.” Only his wife’s vigilant efforts prevented him from giving 
away his land and the copyrights to his books. At the age of eighty- 
two, Tolstoy died in a railway station, just days after fleeing from 
home in an effort to escape his possessions and be closer to God. 

Although Tolstoy gave up fiction in favor of more moral writing, 
his great novels have probably inspired more social reform than his 
nonfiction. War and Peace describes Russian life during Napoleon’s 
invasion in 1812 and is one of the world’s strongest condemnations 
of war. Anna Karenina, the tragic story of an unhappy woman and a 
doomed love, demonstrates the evils of urban society and urges a 
return to rural simplicity. The story “How Much Land Does a Man 
Need?” shows Tolstoy’s concern with the evils of private property. 
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Leo Tolstoy 


How Much Land Does a Man Need? 


Translated by Louise and Aylmer Maude 


1 


An elder sister came to visit her younger 
sister in the country. The elder was married to 
a shopkeeper in town, the younger to a peasant 
in the village. As the sisters sat over their tea 
talking, the elder began to boast of the advan- 
tages of town life, saying how comfortably they 
lived there, how well they dressed, what fine 
clothes her children wore, what good things 
they ate and drank, and how she went to the 
theater, promenades, and entertainments. 

The younger sister was piqued, and in turn 
disparaged the life of a shopkeeper, and stood 
up for that of a peasant. 

“I wouldn’t change my way of life for 
yours,” said she. “We may live roughly, but at 
least we’re free from worry. You live in better 
style than we do, but though you often earn 
more than you need, you’re very likely to lose 
all you have. You know the proverb, ‘Loss and 
gain are brothers twain.’ It often happens that 
people who’re wealthy one day are begging 
their bread the next. Our way is safer. Though 
a peasant’s life is not a rich one, it’s long. We'll 
never grow rich, but we'll always have enough 
to eat.” 

The elder sister said sneeringly: 

“Enough? Yes, if you like to share with the 
pigs and the calves! What do you know of el- 
egance or manners! However much your good 
man may slave, you'll die as you live—in a 
dung heap—and your children the same.” 

“Well, what of that?” replied the younger 
sister. “Of course our work is rough and hard. 
But on the other hand, it’s sure, and we need 
not bow to anyone. But you, in your towns, 
are surrounded by temptations; today all may 
be right, but tomorrow the Evil One may 
tempt your husband with cards, wine, or 
women, and all will go to ruin. Don’t such 
things happen often enough?” 
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Pahom, the master of the house, was lying 
on the top of the stove and he listened to the 
women’s chatter. 

“It is perfectly true,” thought he. ‘Busy as 
we are from childhood tilling mother earth, we 
peasants have no time to let any nonsense set- 
tle in our heads. Our only trouble is that we 
haven’t land enough. If I had plenty of land, I 
shouldn’t fear the Devil himself!” 

The women finished their tea, chatted a 
while about dress, and then cleared away the 
tea things and lay down to sleep. 

But the Devil had been sitting behind the 
stove and had heard all that had been said. He 
was pleased that the peasant’s wife had led her 
husband into boasting and that he had said that 
if he had plenty of land he would not fear the 
Devil himself. 

“All right,” thought the Devil. “We'll have a 
tussle. P’ll give you land enough; and by means 
of the land Vl get you into my power.” 


2 


Close to the village there lived a lady, a 
small landowner who had an estate of about 
three hundred acres. She had always lived on 
good terms with the peasants until she engaged 
as her manager an old soldier, who took to 
burdening the people with fines. However 
careful Pahom tried to be, it happened again 
and again that now a horse of his got among 
the lady’s oats, now a cow strayed into her gar- 
den, now his calves found their way into her 
meadows—and he always had to pay a fine. 

Pahom paid up, but grumbled, and, going 
home in a temper, was rough with his family. 
All through that summer Pahom had much 
trouble because of this manager, and he was 
actually glad when winter came and the cattle 
had to be stabled. Though he grudged the fod- 
der when they could no longer graze on the 


pasture land, at least he was free from anxiety 
about them. 

In the winter the news got about that the 
lady was going to sell her land and that the 
keeper of the inn on the high road was bar- 
gaining for it. When the peasants heard this 
they were very much alarmed. 

“Well,” thought they, “if the innkeeper gets 
the land, he’ll worry us with fines worse than 
the lady’s manager. We all depend on that es- 
tate.” 

So the peasants went on behalf of their vil- 
lage council and asked the lady not to sell the 
land to the innkeeper, offering her a better 
price for it themselves. The lady agreed to let 
them have it. Then the peasants tried to ar- 
range for the village council to buy the whole 
estate, so that it might be held by them all in 
common. They met twice to discuss it, but 
could not settle the matter; the Evil One 
sowed discord among them and they could not 
agree. So they decided to buy the land individ- 
ually, each according to his means; and the 
lady agreed to this plan as she had to the 
other. 

Presently Pahom heard that a neighbor of 
his was buying fifty acres, and that the lady 
had consented to accept one half in cash and 
to wait a year for the other half. Pahom felt en- 
vious. 

“Look at that,” thought he, “the land is all 
being sold, and I'll get none of it.” So he spoke 
to his wife. 

“Other people are buying,” said he, “and 
we must also buy twenty acres or so. Life is 
becoming impossible. That manager is simply 
crushing us with his fines.” 

So they put their heads together and con- 
sidered how they could manage to buy it. They 
had one hundred rubles’ laid by. They sold a 
colt and one half of their bees, hired out one 
of their sons as a farm hand and took his wages 
in advance, borrowed the rest from a brother- 
in-law, and so scraped together half the pur- 
chase money. 


1. rubles [roo’balz]: Russian money. 


Having done this, Pahom chose a farm of 
forty acres, some of it wooded, and went to 
the lady to bargain for it. They came to an 
agreement, and he shook hands with her upon 
it and paid her a deposit in advance. Then they 
went to town and signed the deeds, he paying 
half the price down, and undertaking to pay 
the remainder within two years. 

So now Pahom had land of his own. He bor- 
rowed seed and sowed it on the land he had 
bought. The harvest was a good one, and 
within a year he had managed to pay off his 
debts both to the lady and to his brother-in- 
law. So he became a landowner, plowing and 
sowing his own land, making hay on his own 
land, cutting his own trees, and feeding his cat- 
tle on his own pasture. When he went out to 
plow his fields, or to look at his growing corn, 
or at his grass meadows, his heart would fill 
with joy. The grass that grew and the flowers 
that bloomed there seemed to him unlike any 
that grew elsewhere. Formerly, when he had 
passed by that land, it had appeared the same 
as any other land, but now it seemed quite dif- 
ferent. 
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So Pahom was well contented, and every- 
thing would have been right if the neighboring 
peasants would only not have trespassed on his 
wheatfields and meadows. He appealed to them 
most civilly, but they still went on: now the 
herdsmen would let the village cows stray into 
his meadows, then horses from the night pas- 
ture would get among his corn. Pahom turned 
them out again and again, and forgave their 
owners, and for a long time he forbore to pros- 
ecute anyone. But at last he lost patience and 
complained to the District Court. He knew it 
was the peasants’ want of land, and no evil in- 
tent on their part, that caused the trouble, but 
he thought: 

“I can’t go on overlooking it, or they’ll de- 
stroy all I have. They must be taught a lesson.” 

So he had them up, gave them one lesson, 
and then another, and two or three of the 
peasants were fined. After a time Pahom’s 
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neighbors began to bear him a grudge for this, 
and would now and then let their cattle on to 
his land on purpose. One peasant even got into 
Pahom’s wood at night and cut down five 
young lime trees for their bark. Pahom, passing 
through the wood one day, noticed something 
white. He came nearer and saw the stripped 
trunks lying on the ground, and close by stood 
the stumps where the trees had been. Pahom 
was furious. 

' “If he’d only cut one here and there it 
would have been bad enough,” thought Pahom, 
“but the rascal has actually cut down a whole 
clump. If I could only find out who did this, 
I'd get even with him.” 

He racked his brains as to who it could be. 
Finally he decided: “It must be Simon—no one 
else could have done it.” So he went to Si- 
mon’s homestead to have a look around, but he 
found nothing and only had an angry scene. 
However, he now felt more certain than ever 
that Simon had done it, and he lodged a com- 
plaint. Simon was summoned. The case was 
tried, and retried, and at the end of it all Simon 
was acquitted, there being no evidence against 
him. Pahom felt still more aggrieved, and let 
his anger loose upon the Elders and the Judges. 

“You let thieves grease your palms,” said 
he. “If you were honest folk yourselves you 
wouldn’t let a thief go free.” 

So Pahom quarreled with the judges and 
with his neighbors. Threats to burn his hut be- 
gan to be uttered. So though Pahom had more 
land, his place in the community was much 
worse than before. 

About this time a rumor got about that 
many people were moving to new parts. 

“There’s no need for me to leave my land,” 
thought Pahom. “But some of the others may 
leave our village and then there’d be more 
room for us. I'd take over their land myself and 
make my estates somewhat bigger. I could then 
live more at ease. As it is, I’m still too cramped 
to be comfortable.” 

One day Pahom was sitting at home when 
a peasant, passing through the village, hap- 
pened to drop in. He was allowed to stay the 
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night, and supper was given him. Pahom had a 
talk with this peasant and asked him where he 
came from. The stranger answered that he 
came from beyond the Volga,” where he had 
been working. One word led to another, and 
the man went on to say that many people were 
settling in those parts. He told how some peo- 
ple from his village had settled there. They had 
joined the community there and had _ had 
twenty-five acres per man granted them. The 
land was so good, he said, that the rye sown 
on it grew as high as a horse, and so thick that 
five cuts of a sickle made a sheaf. One peasant, 
he said, had brought nothing with him but his 
bare hands, and now he had six horses and two 
cows of his own. 

Pahom’s heart kindled with desire. 

“Why should I suffer in this narrow hole, if 
one can live so well elsewhere?” he thought. 
“Til sell my land and my homestead here, and 
with the money I’ll start afresh over there and 
get everything new. In this crowded place one 
is always having trouble. But I must first go 
and find out all about it myself.” 

Toward summer he got ready and started 
out. He went down the Volga on a steamer to 
Samara, then walked another three hundred 
miles on foot, and at last reached the place. It 
was just as the stranger had said. The peasants 
had plenty of land: every man had twenty-five 
acres of communal land given him for his use, 
and anyone who had money could buy, be- 
sides, at a ruble and a half an acre, as much 
good freehold land as he wanted. 

Having found out all he wished to know, 
Pahom returned home as autumn came on, and 
began selling off his belongings. He sold his 
land at a profit, sold his homestead and all his 
cattle, and withdrew from membership in the 
village. He only waited till the spring, and then 
started with his family for the new settlement. 
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As soon as Pahom and his family reached 
their new abode, he applied for admission into 


2. Volga: river in European Russia. 


the council of a large village. He stood treat 
to the Elders and obtained the necessary doc- 
uments. Five shares of communal land were 
given him for his own and his sons’ use: that is 
to say—125 acres (not all together, but in dif- 
ferent fields) besides the use of the communal 
pasture. Pahom put up the buildings he needed 
and bought cattle. Of the communal land alone 
he had three times as much as at his former 
home, and the land was good wheat land. He 
was ten times better off than he had been. He 
had plenty of arable land and pasturage, and 
could keep as many head of cattle as he liked. 

At first, in the bustle of building and set- 
tling down, Pahom was pleased with it all, but 
when he got used to it he began to think that 
even here he hadn’t enough land. The first year 
he sowed wheat on his share of the communal 
land and had a good crop. He wanted to go on 
sowing wheat, but had not enough communal 
land for the purpose, and what he had already 
used was not available, for in those parts wheat 
is sown only on virgin soil or on fallow land. 
It is sown for one or two years, and then the 
land lies fallow till it is again overgrown with 
steppe grass. There were many who wanted 
such land, and there was not enough for all, so 
that people quarreled about it. Those who 
were better off wanted it for growing wheat, 
and those who were poor wanted it to let to 
dealers, so that they might raise money to pay 
their taxes. Pahom wanted to sow more wheat, 
so he rented land from a dealer for a year. He 
sowed much wheat and had a fine crop, but 
the land was too far from the village—the 
wheat had to be carted more than ten miles. 
After a time Pahom noticed that some peasant 
dealers were living on separate farms and were 
growing wealthy, and he thought: 

“If I were to buy some freehold land and 
have a homestead on it, it would be a different 
thing altogether. Then it would all be fine and 
close together.” 

The question of buying freehold land re- 
curred to him again and again. 


3. stood treat: negotiated a deal. 


He went on in the same way for three 
years, renting land and sowing wheat. The sea- 
sons turned out well and the crops were good, 
so that he began to lay by money. He might 
have gone on living contentedly, but he grew 
tired of having to rent other people’s land 
every year and having to scramble for it. Wher- 
ever there was good land to be had, the peas- 
ants would rush for it and it was taken up at 
once, so that unless you were sharp about it, 
you got none. It happened in the third year 
that he and a dealer together rented a piece of 
pasture land from some peasants, and they had 
already plowed it up, when there was some 
dispute and the peasants went to law about it, 
and things fell out so that the labor was all 
lost. 

“If it were my own land,” thought Pahom, 
“I should be independent, and there wouldn’t 
be all this unpleasantness.” 

So Pahom began looking out for land which 
he could buy, and he came across a peasant 
who had bought thirteen hundred acres, but 
having got into difficulties was willing to sell 
again cheap. Pahom bargained and haggled 
with him, and at last they settled the price at 
fifteen hundred rubles, part in cash and part to 
be paid later. They had all but clinched the 
matter when a passing dealer happened to stop 
at Pahom’s one day to get feed for his horses. 
He drank tea with Pahom, and they had a talk. 
The dealer said that he was just returning from 
the land of the Bashkirs,* far away, where he 
had bought thirteen thousand acres of land, all 
for a thousand rubles. Pahom questioned him 
further, and the dealer said: 

“All one has to do is to make friends with 
the chiefs. I gave away about one hundred ru- 
bles’ worth of silk robes and carpets, besides a 
case of tea, and I gave wine to those who 
would drink it; and I got the land for less than 
three kopecks*® an acre.” And he showed Pa- 
hom the title deed, saying: 


4. Bashkirs [bash’korz]: nomads of region in Russia 
between the Volga and the Ural Mountains. 

5. kopecks [k6’peks]: Russian money; one hundred 
kopecks equal one ruble. 
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“The land lies near a river, and the whole 
steppe is virgin soil.” 

Pahom plied him with questions, and the 
dealer said: 

“There’s more land there than you could 
cover if you walked a year, and it all belongs 
to the Bashkirs. They’re as simple as sheep, and 
land can be got almost for nothing.” 

“There, now,” thought Pahom, “with my 
one thousand rubles, why should I get only 
thirteen hundred acres, and saddle myself with 
a debt besides? If I take it out there, I can get 
more than ten times as much for my money.” 
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Pahom inquired how to get to the place, 
and as soon as the grain dealer had left him, he 
prepared to go there himself. He left his wife 
to look after the homestead, and started on his 
journey, taking his hired man with him. They 
stopped at a town on their way and bought a 
case of tea, some wine, and other presents, as 
the grain dealer had advised. 

On and on they went until they had gone 
more than three hundred miles, and on the 
seventh day they came to a place where the 
Bashkirs had pitched their round tents. It was 
all just as the dealer had said. The people lived 
on the steppe,° by a river, in felt-covered tents. 
They neither tilled the ground nor ate bread. 
Their cattle and horses grazed in herds on the 
steppe. The colts were tethered behind the 
tents, and the mares were driven to them 
twice a day. The mares were milked, and from 
the milk kumiss’ was made. It was the women 
who prepared the kumiss, and they also made 
cheese. As far as the men were concerned, 
drinking kumiss and tea, eating mutton, and 
playing on their pipes was all they cared about. 
They were all stout and merry, and all the 
summer long they never thought of doing any 
work. They were quite ignorant, and knew no 
Russian, but were good-natured enough. 


6. steppe [step]: vast Russian plains. 
7. kumiss [koo/ mis]: fermented drink. 
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As soon as they saw Pahom, they came out 
of their tents and gathered around the visitor. 
An interpreter was found, and Pahom told 
them he had come about some land. The Bash- 
kirs seemed very glad; they took Pahom and 
led him into one of the best tents, where they 
made him sit on some down cushions placed 
on a carpet, while they sat around him. They 
gave him some tea and kumiss, and had a 
sheep killed, and gave him mutton to eat. Pa- 
hom took presents out of his cart and distrib- 
uted them among the Bashkirs, and divided the 
tea amongst them. The Bashkirs were de- 
lighted. They talked a great deal among them- 
selves and then told the interpreter what to 
say. 

“They wish to tell you,” said the inter- 
preter, “that they like you and that it’s our cus- 
tom to do all we can to please a guest and to 
repay him for his gifts. You have given us pre- 
sents, now tell us which of the things we pos- 
sess please you best, that we may present them 
to you.” 

“What pleases me best here,” answered Pa- 
hom, “is your land. Our land is crowded and 
the soil is worn out, but you have plenty of 
land, and it is good land. I never saw the likes 
of it.” 

The interpreter told the Bashkirs what Pa- 
hom had said. They talked among themselves 
for a while. Pahom could not understand what 
they were saying, but saw that they were much 
amused and heard them shout and laugh. Then 
they were silent and looked at Pahom while 
the interpreter said: 

“They wish me to tell you that in return for 
your presents they will gladly give you as 
much land as you want. You have only to point 
it out with your hand and it is yours.” 

The Bashkirs talked again for a while and 
began to dispute. Pahom asked what they were 
disputing about, and the interpreter told him 
that some of them thought they ought to ask 
their chief about the land and not act in his ab- 
sence, while others thought there was no need 
to wait for his return. 
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While the Bashkirs were disputing, a man in 
a large fox-fur cap appeared on the scene. 
They all became silent and rose to their feet. 
The interpreter said: “This is our chief him- 
self.” 

Pahom immediately fetched the best dress- 
ing gown and five pounds of tea, and offered 
these to the chief. The chief accepted them 
and seated himself in the place of honor. The 
Bashkirs at once began telling him something. 
The chief listened for a while, then made a 
sign with his head for them to be silent, and 
addressing himself to Pahom, said in Russian: 

“Well, so be it. Choose whatever piece of 
land you like; we have plenty of it.” 


“How can I take as much as I like?” thought 
Pahom. “I must get a deed to make it secure, 
or else they may say: ‘It is yours,’ and after- 
ward may take it away again.” 

“Thank you for your kind words,” he said 
aloud. “You have much land, and I only want a 
little. But I should like to be sure which por- 
tion is mine. Could it not be measured and 
made over to me? Life and death are in God’s 
hands. You good people give it to me, but your 
children might wish to take it back again.” 

“You are quite right,” said the chief. “We 
will make it over to you.” 

“J heard that a dealer had been here,” con- 
tinued Pahom, “and that you gave him a little 
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land, too, and signed title deeds to that effect. 
I should like to have it done in the same way.” 

The chief understood. 

“Yes,” replied he, “that can be done quite 
easily. We have a scribe, and we will go to 
town with you and have the deed properly 
sealed.” 

“And what will be the price?” asked Pahom. 

“Our price is always the same: one thou- 
sand rubles a day.” 

Pahom did not understand. 

“A day? What measure is that? How many 
acres would that be?” 

“We do not know how to reckon it out,” 
said the chief. “We sell it by the day. As much 
as you can go around on your feet in a day is 
yours, and the price is one thousand rubles a 
day.” 

Pahom was surprised. 

“But in a day you can get around a large 
tract of land,” he said. 

The chief laughed. 

“It will all be yours!” said he. “But there is 
one condition: If you don’t return on the same 
day to the spot whence you started, your 
money is lost.” 

“But how am I to mark the way that I have 
gone?” 

“Why, we shall go to any spot you like and 
stay there. You must start from that spot and 
make your round, taking a spade with you. 
Wherever you think necessary, make a mark. At 
every turning, dig a hole and pile up the turf, 
then afterward we will go around with a plow 
from hole to hole. You may make as large a 
circuit as you please, but before the sun sets 
you must return to the place you started from. 
All the land you cover will be yours.” 

Pahom was delighted. It was decided to 
start early next morning. They talked a while, 
and after drinking some more kumiss and eat- 
ing some more mutton, they had tea again, and 
then the night came on. They gave Pahom a 
feather bed to sleep on, and the Bashkirs dis- 
persed for the night, promising to assemble the 
next morning at daybreak and ride out before 
sunrise to the appointed spot. 
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Pahom lay on the feather bed, but could 
not sleep. He kept thinking about the land. 

“What a large tract I'll mark off!” thought 
he, “I can easily do thirty-five miles in a day. 
The days are long now, and within a circuit of 
thirty-five miles what a lot of land there will 
be! Ill sell the poorer land or let it to peas- 
ants, but [ll pick out the best and farm it my- 
self. '1J buy two ox teams and hire two more 
laborers. About a hundred and fifty acres shall 
be plowland, and Ill pasture cattle on the 


rest.” 
Pahom lay awake all night and dozed off 


only just before dawn. Hardly were his eyes 
closed when he had a dream. He thought he 
was lying in that same tent and heard some- 
body chuckling outside. He wondered who it 
could be, and rose and went out, and he saw 
the Bashkir chief sitting in front of the tent 
holding his sides and rolling about with laugh- 
ter. Going nearer to the chief, Pahom asked: 
“What are you laughing at?” But he saw that it 
was no longer the chief but the grain dealer 
who had recently stopped at his house and had 
told him about the land. Just as Pahom was 
going to ask: “Have you been here long?” he 
saw that it was not the dealer, but the peasant 
who had come up from the Volga long ago, to 
Pahom’s old home. Then he saw that it was not 
the peasant either, but the Devil himself with 
hoofs and horns, sitting there and chuckling, 
and before him lay a man, prostrate on the 
ground, barefooted, with only trousers and a 
shirt on. And Pahom dreamed that he looked 
more attentively to see what sort of man it was 
lying there, and he saw that the man was dead, 
and that it was himself. Horror-struck, he 
awoke. 

“What things one dreams about!” thought 
he. 

Looking around he saw through the open 
door that the dawn was breaking. 

“It's time to wake them up,” thought he. 
“We ought to be starting.” 

He got up, roused his man (who was sleep- 
ing in his cart), bade him harness, and went to 


call the Bashkirs. 

“It's time to go to the steppe to measure 
the land,” he said. 

The Bashkirs rose and assembled, and the 
chief came, too. Then they began drinking ku- 
miss again, and offered Pahom some tea, but he 
would not wait. 

“If we are to go, let’s go. It’s high time,” 
said he. 
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The Bashkirs got ready and they all started; 
some mounted on horses and some in carts. 
Pahom drove in his own small cart with his 
servant and took a spade with him. When they 
reached the steppe, the red dawn was begin- 
ning to kindle. They ascended a hillock (called 
by the Bashkirs a shikhban) and, dismounting 
from their carts and their horses, gathered in 
one spot. The chief came to Pahom and, 
stretching out his arm toward the plain: 

“See,” said he, “all this, as far as your eye 
can reach, is ours. You may have any part of it 
you like.” 

Pahom’s eyes glistened; it was all virgin soil, 
as flat as the palm of your hand, as black as the 
seed of a poppy, and in the hollows different 
kinds of grasses grew breast-high. 

The chief took off his fox-fur cap, placed it 
on the ground, and said: 

“This will be the mark. Start from here, and 
return here again. All the land you go around 
shall be yours.” 

Pahom took out his money and put it on 
the cap. Then he took off his outer coat, re- 
maining in his sleeveless undercoat. He unfas- 
tened his girdle and tied it tight below his 
stomach, put a little bag of bread into the 
breast of his coat, and, tying a flask of water to 
his girdle, he drew up the tops of his boots, 
took the spade from his man, and stood ready 
to start. He considered for some moments 
which way he had better go—it was tempting 
everywhere. 

“No matter,” he concluded, “Ill go toward 
the rising sun.” 


He turned his face to the east, stretched 
himself, and waited for the sun to appear 
above the rim. 

“IT must lose no time,” he thought, “and it’s 
easier walking while it’s still cool.” 

The sun’s rays had hardly flashed above the 
horizon when Pahom, carrying the spade over 
his shoulder, went down into the steppe. 

Pahom started walking neither slowly nor 
quickly. After having gone a thousand yards he 
stopped, dug a hole, and placed pieces of turf 
one on another to make it more visible. Then 
he went on; and now that he had walked off 
his stiffness he quickened his pace. After a 
while he dug another hole. 

Pahom looked back. The hillock could be 
distinctly seen in the sunlight, with the people 
on it, and the glittering iron rims of the cart- 
wheels. At a rough guess Pahom concluded 
that he had walked three miles. It was growing 
warmer; he took off his undercoat, slung it 
across his shoulder, and went on again. It had 
grown quite warm now; he looked at the sun— 
it was time to think of breakfast. 

“The first shift is done, but there are four 
in a day, and it’s too soon yet to turn. But I'll 
just take off my boots,” said he to himself. 

He sat down, took off his boots, stuck them 
into his girdle, and went on. It was easy walk- 
ing now. 

“Tl go on for another three miles,” thought 
he, “and then turn to the left. This spot is so 
fine that it would be a pity to lose it. The fur- 
ther one goes, the better the land seems.” 

He went straight on for a while, and when 
he looked around, the hillock was scarcely vis- 
ible and the people on it looked like black 
ants, and he could just see something glisten- 
ing there in the sun. 

“Ah,” thought Pahom, “I have gone far 
enough in this direction; it’s time to turn. Be- 
sides, I'm in a regular sweat, and very thirsty.” 

He stopped, dug a large hole, and heaped 
up pieces of turf. Next he untied his flask, had 
a drink, and then turned sharply to the left. He 
went on and on; the grass was high, and it was 
very hot. 
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Pahom began to grow tired: he looked at 
the sun and saw that it was noon. 

“Well,” he thought, ‘I must have a rest.” 

He sat down, and ate some bread and drank 
some water; but he did not lie down, thinking 
that if he did he might fall asleep. After sitting 
a little while, he went on again. At first he 
walked easily; the food had strengthened him; 
but it had become terribly hot and he felt 
sleepy. Still he went on, thinking: “An hour to 
suffer, a lifetime to live.” 

He went a long way in this direction also, 
and was about to turn to the left again, when 
he perceived a damp hollow: “It would be a 
pity to leave that out,” he thought. “Flax 
would do well there.” So he went on past the 
hollow and dug a hole on the other side of it 
before he made a sharp turn. Pahom looked to- 
ward the hillock. The heat made the air hazy: 
it seemed to be quivering, and through the 
haze the people on the hillock could scarcely 
be seen. 

“Ah,” thought Pahom, “I have made the 
sides too long; I must make this one shorter.” 
And he went along the third side, stepping 
faster. He looked at the sun: it was nearly half- 
way to the horizon, and he had not yet done 
two miles of the third side of the square. He 
was still ten miles from the goal. 

“No,” he thought, “though it will make my 
land lopsided, I must hurry back in a straight 
line now. I might go too far, and as it is I have 
a great deal of land.” 

So Pahom hurriedly dug a hole and turned 
straight toward the hillock. 
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Pahom went straight toward the hillock, but 
he now walked with difficulty. He was ex- 
hausted from the heat, his bare feet were cut 
and bruised, and his legs began to fail. He 
longed to rest, but it was impossible if he 
meant to get back before sunset. The sun waits 
for no man, and it was sinking lower and 
lower. 

“Oh, Lord,” he thought, “if only I have not 
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blundered trying for too much! What if I am 
too late?” 

He looked toward the hillock and at the 
sun. He was still far from his goal, and the sun 
was already near the rim of the sky. 

Pahom walked on and on; it was very hard 
walking, but he went quicker and quicker. He 
pressed on, but was still far from the place. He 
began running, threw away his coat, his boots, 
his flask, and his cap, and kept only the spade 
which he used as a support. 

“What am I to do?” he thought again. “I’ve 
grasped too much and ruined the whole affair. 
I can’t get there before the sun sets.” 

And this fear made him still more breath- 
less. Pahom kept on running; his soaking shirt 
and trousers stuck to him, and his mouth was 
parched. His breast was working like a black- 
smith’s bellows, his heart was beating like a 
hammer, and his legs were giving way as if 
they did not belong to him. Pahom was seized 
with terror lest he should die of the strain. 

Though afraid of death, he could not stop. 

“After having run all that way they will call 
me a fool if I stop now,” thought he. 

And he ran on and on, and drew near and 
heard the Bashkirs yelling and shouting to him, 
and their cries inflamed his heart still more. He 
gathered his last strength and ran on. 

The sun was close to the rim of the sky 
and, cloaked in mist, looked large, and red as 
blood. Now, yes, now, it was about to set! The 
sun was quite low, but he was also quite near 
his goal. Pahom could already see the people 
on the hillock waving their arms to make him 
hurry. He could see the fox-fur cap on the 
ground and the money in it, and the chief sit- 
ting on the ground holding his sides. And Pa- 
hom remembered his dream. 

“There’s plenty of land,” thought he, “but 
will God let me live on it? I have lost my life, 
I have lost my life! Never will I reach that 
spot!” 

Pahom looked at the sun, which had 
reached the earth: one side of it had already 
disappeared. With all his remaining strength he 
rushed on, bending his body forward so that 


his legs could hardly follow fast enough to 
keep him from falling. Just as he reached the 
hillock it suddenly grew dark. He looked up— 
the sun had already set! 

He gave a cry: “All my labor has been in 
vain,” thought he, and was about to stop, but 
he heard the Bashkirs still shouting and re- 
membered that though to him, from below, the 
sun seemed to have set, they on the hillock 
could still see it. He took a long breath and ran 
up the hillock. It was still light there. He 
reached the top and saw the cap. Before it sat 
the chief, laughing and holding his sides. Again 
Pahom remembered his dream, and he uttered 


a cry: his legs gave way beneath him, he fell 
forward and reached the cap with his hands. 

“Ah, that’s a fine fellow!” exclaimed the 
chief. “He has gained much land!” 

Pahom’s servant came running up and tried 
to raise him, but he saw that blood was flow- 
ing from his mouth. Pahom was dead. 

The Bashkirs clicked their tongues to show 
their pity. 

His servant picked up the spade and dug a 
grave long enough for Pahom to lie in, and 
buried him in it. 

Six feet from his head to his heels was all 
he needed. 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


Recalling 

1. What does each sister say about life in the 
country? What does Pahom say about land? 
What does the devil say in response? 

2. What reason does Pahom give for becoming 
dissatisfied with each piece of land he has? 

3. Explain the Bashkirs’ custom for measuring 
land. Briefly tell what happens to Pahom when 
he tries to claim his land from the Bashkirs. 


Interpreting 

4. How does the argument between the two sis- 
ters foreshadow the remainder of the story? 

5. Contrast Pahom’s attitude about land with that 
of the Bashkirs. Who receives more happiness 
from land? Why? 

6. How much land does Pahom want? Explain 
the irony of the title. 


Extending 

7. This story was Tolstoy’s retelling of a Russian 
folktale. What similarities can you see between 
the story and fables by Aesop (page 671)? 
What is the story’s moral? 


VIEWPOINT 


Marc Slonim, an authority on Russian literature, 
comments on Tolstoy: 


It was not enough for him to be a writer; he 
wanted to be, and became, a preacher, a phi- 
losopher, the founder of a new religion, a 
critic of society, and a fighter for the renova- 
tion of mankind. 


% Which of these aspects of Tolstoy’s personality 
are evident in “How Much Land Does A Man 
Need”? Support your answer with specific ex- 
amples from the story. 


COMPOSITION 


Writing About Theme 

@ Write an essay about the theme of “How Much 
Land Does a Man Need?” First identify the 
theme. Then show how Tolstoy illuminates this 
theme through (a) plot, (b) characterization, (c) 
setting, (d) point of view, and (e) tone. For 
help with this assignment, refer to Lesson 6 in 
the Writing About Literature Handbook at the 
back of this book. 


Writing from Different Points of View 

= In a brief essay answer the question that Tol- 
stoy asks in the story’s title, ‘‘How Much Land 
Does a Man Need?” Answer the question four 
times, once from each of the following points 
of view: (a) Pahom’s, (b) the Bashkirs’, (c) Tol- 
stoy’s, and (d) your own. 
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Anton Chekhov __ 1860-1904 


Anton Chekhov's plays revolutionized theater throughout the world; 
his short stories are models of concise storytelling. Chekhov was 
born in Taganrog in southern Russia. His grandfather was a serf who 
bought the family’s freedom; his father had an unsuccessful small 
grocery business. Chekhov studied medicine at Moscow University 
while also providing the main financial support for his parents and 
five siblings. He did this by writing sketches and short stories rapidly 
and for as many magazines as possible. After graduation in 1884, he 
practiced as a physician for a while, but medicine became a 
secondary concern as he devoted himself increasingly to his literary 
career. His interest in science, however, influenced the style of his 
plays and short stories. As a scientist Chekhov viewed the world 
objectively without self-deception; as a writer he was untouched by 
Romanticism. He expressed his philosophy of objectivity in a letter to 
a friend: “To a chemist, nothing on earth is unclean. A writer must 
be as objective as a chemist, he must lay aside his personal 
subjective standpoint and must understand that muck heaps play a 
very respectable part in a landscape.” 

As a result of his objectivity, Chekhov is classified as a Realist, 
but, while picturing the “muck heaps,” he retained a love of life and 
of humanity. Although the themes of his great plays include pettiness, 
loneliness, disappointment, and loss, his work always celebrates 
human dignity and searches for glimmers of hope. He said, “In 
addition to life as it is, the audience must feel life as it should be.” 
In The Sea Gull (1896), for example, Chekhov uses the sea gull as a 
symbol for human potential. His characters suffer not from great 
tragic flaws but from an inability to accept responsibility for their 
own deeds. Like The Sea Gull, Uncle Vanya (1899), The Three Sisters 
(1901), and The Cherry Orchard (1904) contain little plot; the drama 
lies in human relationships and psychological insights. 

Chekhov's short stories are Realistic also. His heroes are ordinary 
people struggling with recognizable problems. They often appear 
foolish and usually:cause their own difficulties, but Chekhov’s attitude 
toward them is always warm and tinged with humor. “Other People’s 
Misfortune” is about the sale of a family estate. The plot is 
inconsequential, but it allows Chekhov to examine people’s emotions 
at a crucial point in their lives. 
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Anton Chekhov 


Other People’s Misfortune 


Translated by Avrahm Yarmolinsky 


It was not later than six o'clock in the 
morning when Stepan Kovalyov, a young man 
fresh from law school, got into a carriage with 
his bride, and they were soon rolling along a 
country road. Neither he nor his young wife 
had ever risen so early, and the magnificence 
of the still summer morning struck them as 
something out of a fairy tale. The earth, 
clothed in green, sprinkled with diamond dew, 
seemed beautiful and happy. The sunlight lay 
in bright patches on the forest, shimmered on 
the sparkling river, and there was a freshness 
in the extraordinarily transparent azure air that 
made it seem as if all of God’s world had just 
emerged from a bath, and so was refreshed and 
invigorated. 

For the Kovalyovs, as they admitted after- 
wards, this was the happiest morning of their 
honeymoon, and indeed of their whole life to- 
gether. They chatted without stopping, laughed 
boisterously for no reason, and carried on in 
such an unrestrained fashion that in the end 
they were ashamed before the coachman. 

Happiness was smiling upon their present 
and upon their future as well: they were on 
their way to buy an estate—a small ‘romantic 
nook,” for which they had been planning since 
their wedding day. The future held out the 
brightest prospect for them both. He had vi- 
sions of a zemstvo’ post, scientific farming, all 
the labors and pleasures associated with coun- 
try life, of which he had heard and read so 
much; she was captivated by purely romantic 
aspects: excursions on the lake, dark alleys, fra- 
grant nights... . 

What with the laughter and the talk, they 
did not notice that they had covered the eight- 


1. zemstvo [zyém/’stv6]: local administrative council in 
czarist Russia. 


een versts’ to the estate of aulic councilor’ 


Mikhailov that they were going to look over. 
There was a stream just below the hill on 
which the house stood, almost hidden by a 
birch grove. The red roof was barely visible 
through the thick foliage, and the clayey slope 
was studded with saplings. 

“Not a bad view!” said Kovalyov, as they 
were fording the watercourse. “A house on a 
hill, a stream at the foot of it! Devilishly nice! 
But, Verochka, these stairs aren’t any good... 
they spoil the view, they are ugly... . If we 
buy the estate, we must certainly replace them 
with a cast-iron flight of stairs.” 

Verochka too liked the view. Shaking with 
vivacious laughter, she ran up the steps, her 
husband after her, and the two of them, breath- 
less, disheveled, walked into the grove. The 
first person they caught sight of at the house 
was a big, hairy peasant, sleepy and sullen. He 
sat on the porch, cleaning a child’s boot. 

“Is Mr. Mikhailov in?” Kovalyov asked him. 
“Go tell him that people who want to buy the 
estate have come to look at it.” 

The peasant stared at the Kovalyov couple 
with vacant amazement and trudged off slowly, 
not to the mansion, but to the kitchen, which 
was a structure apart from the house. Immedi- 
ately faces appeared in the kitchen windows, 
one more sleepy and astonished than the other. 

“Buyers have arrived!” the whisper was 
heard. “Lord, it’s your will. Mikhalkovo’s being 
sold. Look, what a young couple!” 

A dog barked somewhere, and there was a 
shriek like that of a cat when her tail is 
stepped on. The alarm of the servants soon in- 
fected the chickens, the geese, the turkeys that 


2. versts: Russian measurement of distance. One verst is 
approximately two thirds of a mile. 
3. aulic (6/lik] councilor: adviser to the royal court. 
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had been wandering about. Presently a fellow 
who looked like a flunkey emerged from the 
kitchen; he screwed up his eyes at the Koval- 
yovs and, putting on his jacket as he went, ran 
toward the house. All this excitement seemed 
ridiculous to the Kovalyovs and they could 
hardly keep from laughing. 

“What funny faces!” said Kovalyov, ex- 
changing glances with his wife. “They look at 
us as if we were savages.” 

Finally, there emerged from the house a lit- 
tle man with a shaven, wizened face and tou- 
sled hair. He scraped his feet, which were 
thrust into torn, embroidered slippers, as he 
bowed, smiled sourly, and stared at the unbid- 


den guests. 
“Mr. Mikhailov?” Kovalyov began, raising his 
hat. “Permit me to introduce myself... . My 


wife and I read the notice of the Land Bank to 
the effect that your estate is for sale, and we 
have come to look it over. Perhaps we'll buy 
it... . Be so good as to show it to us.” 

Mikhailov became embarrassed, produced 
another forced smile, and blinked his eyes. In 
his confusion he mussed up his hair even 
more, and his shaven face assumed such a lu- 
dicrously sheepish and stunned expression that 
Kovalyov and his Verochka exchanged glances 
again and could not suppress smiles. 

“Pleased to meet you .. .” he mumbled. 
“[’'m at your service. . . . Did you have a long 
trip?” 

“We're coming from Konkovo. We have a 
summer cottage there.” 

“So... a summer cottage . . . Wonderful! 
Excuse us, excuse us! We’ve just gotten up, 
and we haven’t quite tidied the place.” 

Mikhailov, smiling sourly and rubbing his 
hands, led the visitors to the back of the 
house. Kovalyov put on his glasses and with 
the air of a knowledgeable tourist seeing the 
sights began to examine the estate. He started 
with the house. It was a stone structure built 
in a heavy, old-fashioned style, with armorial 
bearings, lions, and peeling plaster. The roof 
was badly in need of a coat of paint, the win- 
dowpanes were iridescent with age, grass was 
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growing in the cracks between the steps. 
Everything was dilapidated and unkempt, but 
the prospective buyers liked the house on the 
whole. It had a poetic, modest, good-natured 
air, like an aged maiden aunt. In front, a few 
steps from the main entrance, a pond sparkled 
in the sun. Two ducks and a toy boat were 
floating on it. The pond was surrounded by 
birches of uniform height and thickness. 

“Aha, you have a pond, too!” said Kovalyoy, 
narrowing his eyes in the sun. “That’s nice. Are 
there crucian‘ in it?” 

“Yes, sir . . . There used to be carp there, 
too, but when we stopped cleaning the pond, 
all the carp died.” 

“Too bad,” said Kovalyov, in a professorial 
manner. “A pond should be cleaned as often as 
possible, all the more so that the silt and water 
plants are excellent fertilizer for the fields. You 
know what, Vera? When we buy this estate, 
we'll build a summer house on piles in the 
pond with a bridge. I saw a summer house like 
that at Prince Afontov’s place.” 

“We can have tea in the summer house,” 
Verochka murmured sweetly. 

“Of course ... And what is that tower 
with a spire?” 

“That’s a guest house,” Mikhailov replied. 

“It looks out of place, somehow. We'll pull 
it down. Generally speaking, a good deal will 
have to be torn down here. A great deal!” 

Suddenly a woman’s weeping was distinctly 
heard. The Kovalyovs looked toward the house, 
but at that very moment one of the windows 
banged and two large tear-stained eyes flashed 
briefly behind the iridescent panes. Apparently, 
the woman who was crying grew ashamed of 
her tears, and, shutting the window, hid behind 
the curtain. 

“Won’t you look at the garden and the out- 
buildings?” Mikhailov started talking rapidly, 
wrinkling his lined face more noticeably and 
more sourly than ever. “Let’s go. . . The most 
important thing, you know, is not the house, 
but . . . the grounds, and the rest... .” 


4. crucian: fish of the carp family. 


The Kovalyovs went to look at the stables 
and the outbuildings. The newly-fledged lawyer 
walked around each building, looked at it, 
sniffed at it and made a show of his knowledge 
of agronomy. He inquired about the acreage of 
the estate, the number of head of cattle, 
scolded Russia for the destruction of her for- 
ests, reproved Mikhailov for the large amount 
of manure he wasted, and so forth. He talked 
away and from time to time glanced at his Ver- 
ochka, and she kept her loving eyes riveted on 
him and was thinking: ‘How clever this man of 
mine is!” 

During the inspection of the barn, the 
sound of crying was heard again. 

“Please tell me, who is that crying?” asked 
Verochka. 

Mikhailov waved his hand and turned aside. 

“Strange,” murmured Verochka, when the 
sobs turned into ceaseless hysterical weeping. 
“It’s as though someone were being beaten or 
murdered.” 

“It’s my wife, the Lord help her,” said Mi- 
khailov. 

“But why is she crying?” 

“A weak woman, Madam. She cannot bear 
to see her homestead sold.” 

“Why are you selling it, then?” asked Ver- 
ochka. 

“We're not selling it, it’s the bank... . 

“Strange, why do you allow it?” 

Mikhailov cast an astonished glance at Ver- 
ochka’s pink face and shrugged his shoulders. 

“We must pay interest on the mortgage,” he 
said. “Twenty-one hundred rubles every year. 
And where are we to get it? And that makes 
her cry. Women are weak, you know. It grieves 
her to lose her home, she is sorry for me, for 
the children . . . and she is ashamed before 
the servants. Near the pond you were pleased 
to observe,” he said, turning to Kovalyov, “that 
this had to be torn down, that should be built, 
and for her it’s like a knife in her heart.” 

Passing the house on the way back, Vera 
saw in the window the close-cropped head of 
a high school boy and two little girls—ob- 
viously Mikhailov’s children. What did they 


” 


think about, looking at the purchasers? Ver- 
ochka seemed to understand their thoughts. 
. . When she got into the carriage to drive 
back, the fresh morning and the dreams of a 
romantic nook had lost all charm for her. 

“This is all very disagreeable!” she said to 
her husband. “Really, why not give them the 
twenty-one hundred? Let them live on their es- 
tate.” 

“How clever you are!” Kovalyov laughed. 
“Of course, I’m sorry for them, but it’s their 
own fault. Who forced them to mortgage the 
estate? Why have they neglected it so? We 
really oughtn’t to be sorry for them. If one 
were to work this estate intelligently, intro- 
duce scientific farming . . . raise livestock, one 
could make a very good thing of it here... 
But these wasters—they’ve done nothing... . 
He is probably a drunkard and a gambler—did 
you see his mug?—and she is a woman of fash- 
ion and a spendthrift. I know those charac- 
ters!” 

“How do you know them, Styopa?’”’ 

“I know! He complains that he can’t pay 
the interest on the mortgage. How is it that he 
can’t scrape two thousand together? If you 
were to introduce scientific farming ... use 
fertilizer and raise livestock . . . if you take ac- 
count of the climatic and economic conditions, 
you can make a living on a couple of acres!” 

Styopa kept chatting all the way to the 
house; his wife listened to him and believed 
every word he said, but her former mood had 
vanished. She could not stop thinking of Mi- 
khailov’s forced smile and the two eyes big 
with tears of which she had caught a glimpse. 

When, later on, jaunty Styopa attended the 
auction and purchased the estate with her 
dowry, she was distressed. .. . Her imagina- 
tion did not stop picturing Mikhailov and his 
family getting into a carriage and leaving their 
old home with tears. And the gloomier and 
more touching the pictures that her imagina- 
tion painted, the jauntier Styopa became. With 
the utmost aplomb he talked about scientific 


5. Styopa [sty6’ po}: affectionate form of Stepan. 
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farming, ordered books and periodicals on 
agronomy, made fun of Mikhailov. His agricul- 
tural planning always ended in the boldest, 
most shameful bragging. . . . 

“Youll see,” he would say. “I am no Mik- 
hailov, ll show you how to farm. Yes!” 

When the Kovalyovs moved to deserted 
Mikhalkovo, the first thing that Verochka no- 
ticed was a few intimate traces left behind by 


the former occupants: a program of lessons 
written in a childish hand, a headless doll, a 
penciled scribble on the wall: “Natasha is a 
fool,” a titmouse coming for its customary 
crumbs, and the like. There was much repaint- 
ing and repapering to be done, there was much 
to be torn down, in order to erase the memory 
of other people’s misfortune. 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


Recalling 

1. Give three reasons for the Kovalyovs’ happi- 
ness at the beginning of the story. 

2. List three things that the Kovalyovs plan to 
change when they buy the estate. Give three 
examples of Mikhailov’'s mismanagement of 
the estate. 

3. What reason does Mikhailov give for his wife’s 
crying? How does her crying affect Verochka’s 
mood? 

4. What does Verochka suggest to her husband 
that they do instead of buying the estate? 
Summarize her husband’s reaction. 

5. Name three traces of the Mikhailovs that linger 
in the house after they are gone. What does 
Chekhov say is the purpose of repainting and 
repapering? 


Interpreting 

6. Describe the mood at the beginning of the 
story, and give at least four details that create 
it. At what point in the story does the mood 
begin to change? Give at least four details that 
help to change the mood. 

7. Contrast Kovalyov’s position in life with Mi- 
khailov’s. What do the differences suggest 
about life? 


Extending 

8. What effect does the Mikhailov family’s misfor- 
tune have on the Kovalyovs? In general, what 
effect do other people’s misfortunes have on a 
person’s life? 
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VIEWPOINT 


After Chekhov’s death Leo Tolstoy praised him 
as an incomparable artist and then said: 


He was unreservedly candid, and that is a 
great quality; he wrote about what he saw 
and how he saw it. . . . And because of 
that unreserved candor he created new, to 
my mind, completely new, forms of writing 
for the whole world, the like of which | have 
never met anywhere! 


Find two examples of Chekhov's candor in this 
story, and tell why each is effective. 


COMPOSITION 


Writing About the Total Effect 

&{ What is the total effect of ‘Other People’s Mis- 
fortune’? Answer this question in a brief es- 
say. First describe the impact that Chekhov's 
story had on you. Then explain how Chekhov 
uses each of the following elements to achieve 
this effect: (a) plot, (b) characterization, (c) 
setting, (d) point of view, (e) theme, (f) tone, 
and (g) symbolism. For help with this assign- 
ment, refer to Lesson 8 in the Writing About 
Literature Handbook at the back of this book. 


Writing a Description 

f Imagine that you move into a new home ang, 
like Verochka, find traces of the former own- 
ers. Describe an object that has been left be- 
hind by a former inhabitant of the house. Use 
specific details that give clues about who the 
person was and what happened to him or her. 


Guy de Maupassant = 1850-1895 


Guy de Maupassant [gé da m6’ pa sant] ranks among the world’s 
greatest writers of short stories. Although he was the child of affluent 
parents, Maupassant grew up among the children of peasants and 
sailors who lived near his mother’s estate in northern France. When 
he went away to school, he spent Sundays with Gustave Flaubert 
[goos tav’ fl6 bar’], the great French novelist who was his mother’s 
childhood friend. Flaubert encouraged the young Maupassant in his 
literary efforts and suggested that he write poetry first to practice 
clarity and conciseness. After serving in the Franco-Prussian War of 
1870, Maupassant became a government clerk but devoted his free 
time to writing. Flaubert introduced him to the leading writers of his 
time including the great Emile Zola at whose gatherings he 
participated in discussions about artistic and literary theories. 
Maupassant himself wrote furiously and produced over three hundred 
short stories in all. 

Maupassant’s works show the influence of Flaubert’s and Zola’s 
literary theories. Through Flaubert, Maupassant adopted Realism, the 
literary movement that seeks to report life as exactly as possible. He 
also attended to Zola’s theory of Naturalism, an extreme form of 
Realism .that usually concentrates on lower economic classes and 
applies scientific studies of humanity to characterization. Maupassant 
demonstrates his debt to Flaubert and Zola in his lack of emotion 
and romance, in his insightful observation and accurate description of 
common people, in his search for the precise word and the perfect 
phrase. In spite of these major influences, however, the terse, ironic 
view of life expressed in many of his stories—including “A Piece of 
String’—is original and entirely his own. 
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Guy de Maupassant 


A Piece of String 


Translated by Raymond R. Canon 


Along all the roads around Goderville the 
peasants and their wives were coming toward 
the burgh because it was market day. The men 
were proceeding with slow steps, the whole 
body bent forward at each movement of their 
long twisted legs, deformed by their hard 
work, by the weight on the plow which, at the 
same time, raised the left shoulder and 
swerved the figure, by the reaping of the 
wheat which made the knees spread to make a 
firm “purchase,”’ by all the slow and painful la- 
bors of the country. Their blouses, blue, ‘“‘stiff- 
starched,” shining as if varnished, ornamented 
with a little design in white at the neck and 
wrists, puffed about their bony bodies, seemed 
like balloons ready to carry them off. From 
each of them a head, two arms, and two feet 
protruded. 

Some Jed a cow or a calf by a cord, and 
their wives, walking behind the animal, 
whipped its haunches with a leafy branch to 
hasten its progress. They carried large baskets 
on their arms from which, in some cases, 
chickens and, in others, ducks thrust out their 
heads. And they walked with a quicker, livelier 
step than their husbands. Their spare straight 
figures were wrapped in a scanty little shawl, 
pinned over their flat bosoms, and their heads 
were enveloped in a white cloth glued to the 
hair and surmounted by a cap. 

Then a wagon passed at the jerky trot of a 
nag, shaking strangely, two men seated side by 
side and a woman in the bottom of the vehicle, 
the latter holding on to the sides to lessen the 
hard jolts. 

In the public square of Goderville there 
was a crowd, a throng of human beings and an- 
imals mixed together. The horns of the cattle, 


1. “purchase”: position of the body appropriate for 
moving a large weight. 
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the tall hats with long nap of the rich peasant, 
and the headgear of the peasant women rose 
above the surface of the assembly. And the 
clamorous, shrill, screaming voices made a con- 
tinuous and savage din which sometimes was 
dominated by the robust lungs of some coun- 
tryman’s laugh, or the long lowing of a cow 
tied to the wall of a house. 

All that smacked of the stable, the dairy and 
the dirt heap, hay and sweat, giving forth that 
unpleasant odor, human and animal, peculiar to 
the people of the field. 

Maitre’? Hauchecome, of Breaute, had just 
arrived at Goderville, and he was directing his 
steps toward the public square, when he per- 
ceived upon the ground a little piece of string. 
Maitre Hauchecome, economical like a true 
Norman,° thought that everything useful ought 
to be picked up, and he bent painfully, for he 
suffered from rheumatism. He took the bit of 
thin cord from the ground and began to roll it 
carefully when he noticed Maitre Malandain, 
the harness-maker, on the threshold of his 
door, looking at him. They had heretofore had 
business together on the subject of a halter, 


2. Maitre [matr]: French for “Master.” 


3. Norman: native of Normandy in northern France. 


and they were on bad terms, being both good 
haters. Maitre Hauchecome was seized with a 
sort of shame to be seen thus by his enemy, 
picking a bit of string out of the dirt. He con- 
cealed his “find” quickly under his blouse, then 
in his trousers’ pocket; then he pretended to 
be still looking on the ground for something 
which he did not find, and he went toward the 
market, his head forward, bent double by his 
pains. 

He was soon lost in the noisy and slowly 
moving crowd, which was busy with intermin- 
able bargainings. The peasants milked, went 
and came, perplexed, always in fear of being 
cheated, not daring to decide, watching the 
vendor’s eye, ever trying to find the trick in 
the man and the flaw in the beast. 

The women, having placed their great bas- 
kets at their feet, had taken out the poultry 
which lay upon the ground, tied together by 
the feet, with terrified eyes and scarlet crests. 

They heard offers, stated their prices with a 
dry air and impassive face, or perhaps, sud- 
denly deciding on some proposed reduction, 
shouted to the customer who was slowly going 
away: “All right, Maitre Authirne, I'll give it to 
you for that.” 

Then little by little the square was de- 
serted, and the Angelus* ringing at noon, those 
who had stayed too long, scattered to their 
shops. 

At Jourdain’s the great room was full of 
people eating, as the big court was full of ve- 
hicles of all kinds, carts, gigs, wagons, dump 
carts, yellow with dirt, mended and patched, 
raising their shafts to the sky like two arms, or 
perhaps with their shafts in the ground and 
their backs in the air. 

Just opposite the diners seated at the table, 
the immense fireplace, filled with bright 
flames, cast a lively heat on the backs of the 
row on the right. Three spits were turning on 
which were chickens, pigeons, and legs of mut- 


4. Angelus: prayer recited in the morning, at noon, and 
at night; the church bells that ring to announce the 
prayer. 


ton; and an appetizing odor of roast beef and 
gravy dripping over the nicely browned skin 
rose from the hearth, increased the jovialness, 
and made everybody’s mouth water. 

All the aristocracy of the plow ate there, at 
Maitre Jourdain’s, tavern keeper and horse 
dealer, a rascal who had money. 

The dishes were passed and emptied, as 
were the jugs of yellow cider. Everyone told 
his affairs, his purchases, and sales. They dis- 
cussed the crops. The weather was favorable 
for the green things but not for the wheat. 

Suddenly the drum beat in the court, before 
the house. Everybody rose except a few indif- 
ferent persons, and ran to the door, or to the 
windows, their mouths still full and napkins in 
their hands. 

After the public crier had ceased his drum- 
beating, he called out in a jerky voice, speaking 
his phrases irregularly: 

“It is hereby made known to the inhabitants 
of Goderville, and in general to all persons 
present at the market, that there was lost this 
morning, on the road to Benzeville, between 
nine and ten o'clock, a black leather pocket- 
book containing five hundred francs’ and some 
business papers. The finder is requested to re- 
turn same with all haste to the mayor’s office 
or to Maitre Fortune Houlbreque of Manne- 
ville, there will be twenty francs reward.” 

Then the man went away. The heavy roll of 
the drum and the crier’s voice were again 
heard at a distance. 

Then they began to talk of this event dis- 
cussing the chances that Maitre Houlbreque 
had of finding or not finding his pocketbook. 

And the meal concluded. They were finish- 
ing their coffee when a chief of the gendarmes® 
appeared upon the threshold. 

He inquired: 

“Is Maitre Hauchecome, of Breaute, here?” 

Maitre Hauchecome, seated at the other 
end of the table, replied: 


5. five hundred francs: French currency worth about 
one hundred dollars when the story was written. 
6. gendarmes [zhan/darm|]: armed police. 
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“Here I am.” 

And the officer resumed: 

“Maitre Hauchecome, will you have the 
goodness to accompany me to the mayor’s of- 
fice? The mayor would like to talk to you.” 

The peasant, surprised and disturbed, swal- 
lowed at a draught his tiny glass of brandy, 
rose, and, even more bent than in the morning, 
for the first steps after each rest were specially 
difficult, set out, repeating: “Here I am, here I 

The mayor was awaiting him, seated on an 
armchair. He was the notary of the vicinity, a 
stout, serious man, with pompous phrases. 

“Maitre Hauchecome,” said he, “you were 
seen this morning to pick up, on the road to 
Benzeville, the pocketbook lost by Maitre 
Houlbreque, of Manneville.” 

The countryman, astounded, looked at the 
mayor, already terrified, by this suspicion rest- 
ing on him without his knowing why. 

“Me? Me? Me pick up the pocketbook?” 

“Yes, you, yourself.” 

“Word of honor, I never heard of it.” 

“But you were seen.” 

“I was seen, me? Who says he saw me?” 

“Monsieur Malandain, the harnessmaker.” 

The old man remembered, understood, and 
flushed with anger. 

“Ah, he saw me, the clodhopper, he saw me 
pick up this string, here, M’sieu’,’ the Mayor.” 
And rummaging in his pocket he drew out the 
little piece of string. 


But the mayor, incredulous, shook his head. 


“You will not make me believe, Maitre 
Hauchecome, that Monsieur Malandain, who is 
a man worthy of credence, mistook this cord 
for a pocketbook.” 

The peasant, furious, lifted his hand, spat at 
one side to attest his honor, repeating: 

“It is nevertheless the truth of the good 
God, the sacred truth, M’sieu’ the Mayor. I re- 
peat it on my soul and my salvation.” 

The mayor resumed: 


7. M’sieu’ [mo syce’]: short form of “monsieur,” French 
for “mister” or “sir.” 
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“After picking up the object, you stood like 
a stilt, looking a long while in the mud to see 
if any piece of money had fallen out.” 

The good, old man choked with indignation 
and fear. 

“How anyone can tell—how anyone can 
tell—such lies to take away an honest man’s 
reputation! How can anyone—” 

There was no use in his protesting, nobody 
believed him. He was confronted with Mon- 
sieur Malandain, who repeated and maintained 
his affirmation. They abused each other for an 
hour. At his own request, Maitre Hauchecome 
was searched, nothing was found on him. 

Finally the mayor, very much perplexed, 
discharged him with the warning that he 
would consult the public prosecutor and ask 
for further orders. 

The news had spread. As he left the mayor’s 
office, the old man was surrounded and ques- 
tioned with a serious or bantering curiosity, in 
which there was no indignation. He began to 
tell the story of the string. No one believed 
him. They laughed at him. 

He went along, stopping his friends, begin- 
ning endlessly his statement and his protesta- 
tions, showing his pockets turned inside out, to 
prove that he had nothing. 

They said: 

“Old rascal, get out!” 

And he grew angry, becoming exasperated, 
hot, and distressed at not being believed, not 
knowing what to do and always repeating him- 
self. 

Night came. He must depart. He started on 
his way with three neighbors to whom he 
pointed out the place where he had picked up 
the bit of string; and all along the road he 
spoke of his adventure. 

In the evening he took a turn in the village 
of Breaute, in order to tell it to everybody. He 
only met with incredulity. 

It made him ill at night. 

The next day about one o’clock in the af- 
ternoon, Marius Paumelle, a hired man in the 
employ of Maitre Breton, husbandman at Yman- 
ville, returned the pocketbook and its contents 


iene eg agg 


to Maitre Houlbreque of Manneville. 

This man claimed to have found the object 
in the road; but not knowing how to read, he 
had carried it to the house and given it to his 
employer. 

The news spread through the neighbor- 
hood. Maitre Hauchecome was informed of it. 
He immediately went the circuit and began to 
recount his story completed by the happy cli- 
max. He was in triumph. 

“What grieved me so much was not the 
thing itself, as the lying. There is nothing so 
shameful as to be placed under a cloud on ac- 
count of a lie.” 

He talked of his adventure all day long, he 
told it on the highway to people who were 
passing by, in the wineshop to people who 
were drinking there, and to persons coming 
out of church the following Sunday. He 
stopped strangers to tell them about it. He was 
calm now, and yet something disturbed him 
without his knowing exactly what it was. Peo- 
ple had the air of joking while they listened. 
They did not seem convinced. He seemed to 
feel that remarks were being made behind his 
back. 

On Tuesday of the next week he went to 
the market at Goderville, urged solely by the 
necessity he felt of discussing the case. 

Malandain, standing at his door, began to 
laugh on seeing him pass. Why? 

He approached a farmer from Crequetot, 
who did not let him finish, and giving him a 
thump in the stomach said to his face: 

“You big rascal.” 

Then he turned his back on him. 

Maitre Hauchecome was confused, why was 
he called a big rascal? 

When he was seated at the table, in Jour- 
dain’s tavern he commenced to explain “the af- 
fair.” 

A horse dealer from Monvilliers called to 
him: 

“Come, come, old sharper, that’s an old 
trick; I know all about your piece of string!” 

Hauchecome stammered: 

“But since the pocketbook was found.” 


But the other man replied: 

“Shut up, papa, there is one that finds, and 
there is one that reports. At any rate you are 
mixed with it.” 

The peasant stood choking. He understood. 
They accused him of having had the pocket- 
book returned by a confederate, by an ac- 
complice. 

He tried to protest. All the table began to 
laugh. 

He could not finish his dinner and went 
away, in the midst of jeers. 

He went home ashamed and _ indignant, 
choking with anger and confusion, the more 
dejected that he was capable with his Norman 
cunning of doing what they had accused him 
of, and ever boasting of it as of a good turn. 
His innocence to him, in a confused way, was 
impossible to prove, as his sharpness was 
known. And he was stricken to the heart by 
the injustice of the suspicion. 

Then he began to recount the adventures 
again, prolonging his history every day, adding 
each time, new reasons, more energetic protes- 
tations, more solemn oaths which he imagined 
and prepared in his hours of solitude, his 
whole mind given up to the story of the string. 
He was believed so much the less as his de- 
fense was more complicated and his arguing 
more subtle. 

“Those are lying excuses,” they said behind 
his back. 

He felt it, consumed his heart over it, and 
wore himself out with useless efforts. He 
wasted away before their very eyes. 

The wags now made him tell about the 
string to amuse them, as they make a soldier 
who has been on a campaign tell about his bat- 
tles. His mind, touched to the depth, began to 
weaken. 

Toward the end of December he took to 
his bed. 

He died in the first days of January, and in 
the delirium of his death struggles he kept 
claiming his innocence, reiterating: 

“A piece of string, a piece of string—look— 
here it is, M’sieu’ the Mayor.” 
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STUDY QUESTIONS 


Recalling 

1. Give five details that demonstrate the bustling 
activity of the market at Goderville. 

2. Why does Hauchecome pick up the string? 
Why does he hide it? 

3. What is Hauchecome accused of? What evi- 
dence is offered against him? 

4. What happens to convince Hauchecome that 
he should be considered innocent? What is the 
reaction of the townspeople? 

5. What finally happens to Hauchecome? What 
are his final words in the story? 


Interpreting 

6. Why do you think Maupassant begins the story 
with a detailed description of the peasants and 
the market? 

7. In what sense is Hauchecome responsible for 
what happens to him? In what sense is he an 
innocent victim? 


Extending 

8. What aspects of human nature do you think 
Maupassant was trying to illustrate with this 
story? Do you agree with his depiction of hu- 
man nature? Why or why not? 


LITERARY FOCUS 


an 


Realism 

We use the word realism in its broadest sense 
to determine whether events, characters, and set- 
tings in fiction are lifelike or improbable. More 
specifically, however, Realism began in France, 
England, and America as a nineteenth-century re- 
action to Romanticism. It is a literary movement 
that seeks to report life as exactly as possible. 
Realistic authors write about common working 
people and recognizable situations. They report 
life as they see it without moral judgment or sen- 
timentality. The beginnings of Realism can be 
traced in France to Honoré de Balzac and Gus- 
tave Flaubert, in England to George Eliot and 
Charles Dickens, and in America to Hamlin Gar- 
land and Jack London. 


Thinking About Realism 

1. Explain how Hauchecome qualifies as a Real- 
istic character. In what sense is the setting of 
the story Realistic? Give examples. 

2. In what sense does Maupassant avoid moral 
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judgment and sentimentality in “A Piece of 


String’? 
VOCABULARY 


Sentence Completions 

Each of the following sentences contains a 
blank with four possible words for completing the 
sentence. The words are from “A Piece of 
String.” Choose the word that completes each 
sentence most logically and that uses the word as 
the word is used in the selection. Write the num- 
ber of each item and the letter of your choice on 
a separate sheet. 


1. The interior of the old house was decorated 


with beautifully moldings. 
(a) deformed (c) puffed 
(b) ornamented (d) spare 


2. The night was pierced by the distant, 
cries of the peacock. 
(a) scanty (c) jerky 
(b) shrill (d) robust 
3. Weary and lost in thought, all of us assembled 
in the room wore expressions. 
(a) perplexed (c) impassive 
(b) patched (d) pompous 
4. After an hour of waiting, my sister grew 
and began to pace across the room. 
(a) incredulous (c) livelier 
(b) exasperated (d) astounded 
5. The music she played was slow and rather 
wistful and did not help to dispel the —__ 
mood of the evening. 
(a) indignant 
(b) impossible 


(c) confused 
(d) solemn 


COM PARING WRITERS 


1. Compais at least two of the following stories: 
“How Much Land Does a Man Need?” “Other 
People’s Misfortune,” and “A Piece of String.” 
Give specific examples from each story to ex- 
plain which story you consider more qualified 
to be considered Realistic. 

2. “How Much Land Does a Man Need?” and 
“Other People’s Misfortune” are Russian; “A 
Piece of String” is French. Compare at least 
two of these stories. Explain how each has 
events and settings that seem peculiar to the 
culture of its writer. Then explain how each 
has characters and themes that are universal. 


Charles Baudelaire —= 1821-1867 


Charles Baudelaire [shar] b6d’al 4r’] profoundly influenced the 
direction of modern poetry in his native France and in Britain and 
America. Baudelaire, who was born in Paris, was a rebellious and 
moody child. As a student he was a cynical, insolent loner. When he 
inherited a small property, he established himself in the colorful 
Latin Quarter of Paris. There he mingled with actors and artists, and 
he turned to writing. His first two books were works of art criticism, 
Baudelaire knew English and as a result was familiar with writers 
generally unknown in France. In 1846 he discovered the American 
writer Edgar Allan Poe (1809-1849), in whose works he found the 
themes, images, and the very words that he had himself dreamed of 
writing. Baudelaire translated Poe, who subsequently became better 
known in France than in the United States and who had a greater 
impact on French poetry than on American. 

A symbol is a concrete object, person, or situation that represents 
something beyond its literal meaning. According to Baudelaire, the 
“visible universe is nothing but a storehouse of images and of signs” 
that represent the spiritual world. He called these symbols 
“correspondences” between the two worlds and asserted the duty of 
the artist to express them. These theories helped to establish the 
Symbolist movement in poetry. Symbolist poems are richly musical 
works built around vivid symbols whose larger meanings are implied 
but not directly stated. Baudelaire’s major work is Flowers of Evil 
(1857), a collection of poems that so enraged the French public and 
censors with its concept of evil that Baudelaire and his publisher 
were both fined. Today, however, the work is universally considered 
a masterpiece because of its control of language, careful plotting of 
effects (a lesson learned from Poe), and sensitivity to the human 
spirit. “The Sun” is taken from the second section of Flowers of Evil, 
entitled “Pictures of Paris.” The poem relates the external world of a 
Parisian landscape to the inner world of a poet. 
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Charles Baudelaire 


The Sun 


Translated by C. F. MacIntyre 


Along the old slums where the ruined shutters 
hang, where secret vices find a shelter, 
when the harsh sun’s darts with redoubled heat 


fall on town and field, on the roofs and the wheat, 


w 


I practice my fantastic fencing alone, 
stumbling on words as if on paving stones, 
sniffing in every corner for chance rhymes, 
colliding with verses dreamed at other times. 


This foster-father, enemy of chlorosis,’ 
:‘9 wakens in the fields both poems and roses; 
he turns to vapor the troubles of our lives, 


and fills with honey the brains and the beehives. 


It is he restores the cripples, bids them be 
gay and fresh as young girls; it is he 
‘*s commands the harvest to multiply and mature 


in the deathless heart which would always be in flower. 


Shining on the cities, he exalts, 
like a poet, all he sees, despite its faults, 
and enters like a king, without noise or vassals,” 


20 all the hospitals and all the castles. 
1. chlorosis [klér 6’ sis]: lack of green color in plants, caused by 
insufficient sunlight. 
2. vassals: subjects to a lord or king. 
STUDY QUESTIONS 4. Why does the speaker use the label ‘“foster- 
Fi "92 iti “ 5 
Recalling father’? What qualities does the “foster 


1. Name three activities of the speaker in the first 
stanza. What is the sun doing? 

2. Identify at least five activities of the “foster- 
father” in the second and third stanzas. 


Interpreting 
3. Describe the poem’s speaker. Explain the term 
“fantastic fencing.” 


840 Western Literature: The Nineteenth Century 


father” share with a poet and with a king? 


5. Give examples from the poem of images of 


ruin and rebirth. What message is implied in 
the way the poem mixes these images? 


. What relationship between the sun and poetry 


is presented in each stanza? What does the 
poem imply about the creation and effect of 
poetry? 


Arthur Rimbaud — 1854-1891 


Arthur Rimbaud [ar toor’ ram b6’] composed his greatest poetry in 
five stormy years between the ages of fifteen and twenty. He was 
born in Charleville, a small town in northeastern France. He was 
raised piously and strictly. At school he demonstrated insight and 
originality and, encouraged by a teacher, began to write at the age of 
ten. Between the ages of fifteen and seventeen he left home three 
times for Paris or Belgium. Once he was arrested and sent home; the 
other times he almost starved and begged his way back. Throughout 
this time Rimbaud wrote poetry. In 1871 he sent his poems to the 
poet Pau] Verlaine in Paris. Verlaine, thinking the seventeen-year-old 
an older man, invited him to Paris. Verlaine took Rimbaud as his 
protégé; they traveled together and became close friends. The 
relationship, however, was turbulent and ended in 1873 when 
Verlaine shot Rimbaud and went to prison for two years. At the age 
of twenty, Rimbaud gave up writing and disappeared; even Verlaine 
believed him dead. He spent the remaining years of his life as a 
longshoreman in the southern French port of Marseilles, a soldier in 
the Dutch army in the Far East, a member of a touring circus in 
Scandinavia, a quarry boss in Cyprus, and a gunrunner in Ethiopia. 
He died at the age of thirty-seven. 

Rimbaud described his poetic theory as “the systematic 
derangement of all the senses.” He lived his life in a manner 
calculated to achieve an intensity of experience that he believed 
necessary to understand the spiritual world. To express 
incommunicable truth, he broke the rules of language and syntax; to 
evoke spiritual sensations he used language almost as a chant or 
incantation. A Season in Hell (1873) is an account of his relationship 
with Verlaine, the only work that he himself published. His other 
collections were published later by Verlaine. The verse and prose 
poems collected in /dluminations (1886) established him as a leading 
Symbolist poet. In “The Gypsy Poet” Rimbaud pictures himself as a 
vagabond, wandering, observing, dreaming, and searching for rhymes. 
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Arthur Rimbaud 


The Gypsy Poet 


Translated by Brian Hill 


Fists probing my torn pockets, off ’d wander, 
My overcoat more holes than cloth and I 
Poetry’s bondslave under the open sky; 


Oh lord, what splendid dreams of love I’'d squander! 


5 Torn were my only trousers at the knees; 
As inn-sign in the sky, the Great Bear’ shone 
And stars, like twinkling silk, smiled down upon 


Tom Thumb,’ the dreamer, shelling rhymes like peas. 


I'd listen from the roadside on those fine 
September nights while dew-drops’ heady wine 
Moistened my brow; fantastic shadows pressed 
About me as in search of rhymes I'd tug 

The laces of my worn-out boots and hug 

One foot just like a lyre’ against my chest. 


10 


1. Great Bear: Ursa Major, a northern constellation of stars. 


2. Tom Thumb: character in folklore whose name refers to his tiny size; 
also the name of an American dwarf who toured internationally with P. T. 


Barnum’s Circus during the nineteenth century. 
3. lyre: stringed instrument like a harp. 


sR NRL RA tt 


Recalling 5. 


1. Give three examples of the speaker’s poverty. 


2. What relationship does the speaker claim to 6. 


poetry? Name three activities of the speaker in 
the poem. 
3. Find two examples of nature in the poem. 


What does the speaker say about each? Te 


Interpreting 
4. What do you think is the speaker’s attitude to- 
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ward poverty? What is the speaker's image of 
himself? 

What is the relationship between nature and 
the speaker’s poetry? 

Find at least two symbols in the poem, and ex- 
plain their meaning. 


Extending 


Like Baudelaire in “The Sun,” Rimbaud hints 
at a poetic theory in “The Gypsy Poet.” Com- 
pare and contrast their creative theories as im- 
plied in the poems. 


Paul Verlaine = 1844-1896 


Out of the fragments of a broken life, Paul Verlaine created poetry of 
exceptional loveliness and musicality and of haunting sadness. He was 
born in Metz, France, and went to school in Paris. Work as a 
municipal clerk allowed him time for creative efforts. Verlaine’s life 
alternated between periods of self-indulgence and excess and periods 
of repentance and reform. In one attempt at rehabilitation, in 1870, 
he married. One year later, however, he met the young poet Arthur 
Rimbaud and joined him in his wanderings. The stormy friendship of 
the two poets collapsed disastrously when Verlaine shot and 
wounded Rimbaud—an action that cost Verlaine two years in prison. 
Upon his release he converted to Catholicism in yet another attempt 
to rebuild his life. In later years he lived in England and worked as 
a teacher of French. 

Like the other Symbolists, Verlaine believed that poetry should 
suggest rather than state its meaning, evoke a mood rather than 
create a picture. Like Baudelaire, he sought to reveal symbols of the 
spiritual world, the secret “correspondences” between the spiritual 
and tangible worlds. In addition, he believed that poetry should yield 
to “music above all.” In poems such as “Autumn Song,” Verlaine 
achieves a vague, misty effect and a music that is quiet but poignant. 


Paul Verlaine 843 


Paul Verlaine 


Autumn Song 


Translated by C. F. MacIntyre 


With long sobs 
the violin-throbs 
of autumn wound 
my heart with languorous 
and monotonous 
sound. 


Choking and pale 
when I mind the tale 
the hours keep, 
my memory strays 
down other days 

and I weep; 


and I let me go 
where ill winds blow, 
now here, now there. 
harried and sped 
even as a dead 
leaf, anywhere. 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


Recalling 

1. To what two things does the speaker compare 
the sound of autumn in the first stanza? 

2. In the second stanza what causes the speaker 
to weep? 

3. In the third stanza to what does the speaker 
compare himself? Why? 


Interpreting 

4. What mood does the speaker identify with au- 
tumn in the first stanza? What words, images, 
and sounds in the first stanza create this 
mood? 

5. What is “the tale the hours keep’? Explain 
how it affects the speaker’s mood. 

6. Why has the speaker become a wanderer? 

7. Explain why ‘‘Autumn Song” is an appropriate 
title for the poem. 


Extending 

8. Do you agree with the speaker’s reaction to 
the passing of time and the actions that re- 
sult? Why or why not? 


LITERARY FOCUS 


French Symbolist Poetry 

Symbolist poems are richly musical works 
built around vivid symbols whose larger meanings 
are implied but not directly stated. A symbol is a 
concrete object, person, or situation that repre- 
sents something beyond its literal meaning. A re- 
action to Realism, the Symbolist movement arose 
in France during the last half of the nineteenth 
century with Baudelaire, Rimbaud, and Verlaine 
and continued into the twentieth century with 
poets such as Rilke and Valéry. 

The Symbolists considered the proper function 
of art to be the evocation of experience, not the 
mere description of reality. For example, in “The 
Sun” Baudelaire evokes the warmth of the sun 
and its effect on our physical and spiritual lives. 
The Symbolists saw the emotions as the proper 
subject of art. The poet’s emotions, however, are 
fleeting and inexpressible. Therefore, the Symbol- 
ists sought to create a system of symbols to sug- 
gest any thought or feeling. The meaning of the 
symbols, however, is only implied, and the reader 
is free to interpret them personally. For example, 


in “The Sun” Baudelaire compares a poet to any 
person “stumbling” through life, dreaming and 
searching for meaning. 


Thinking About Symbolist Poetry 

#2 Explain how ‘Autumn Song” expresses expe- 
rience through symbols and sounds. In what 
sense is the poem deliberately vague? Give 
examples from the poem. 


COMPOSITION 


Writing a Comparison/Contrast 

@ Compare and contrast Verlaine’s poem with 
John Keats’s “To Autumn” (page 389). To do 
so, discuss similarities and differences in the 
two poems and the relative success of each 
poem in evoking autumn. You may want to 
consider the following: (a) sound techniques, 
(b) sensory images, and (c) word choice. For 
help with this assignment, refer to Lesson 2 in 
the Writing About Literature Handbook at the 
back of this book. 

Writing a Description 

Be Write a description in prose or poetry of a sea- 
son that you either love or dread. To do this, 
use images that suggest your feelings about 
the season. 


COMPARING ENGLISH AND WESTERN 
WRITERS | 


1. The Symbolist movement began in France but 
strongly influenced British and Irish writing well 
into the twentieth century. Compare at least 
one poem by Baudelaire, Rimbaud, or Verlaine 
with a poem by William Butler Yeats (page 
531) or T. S. Eliot (page 541). To what extent 
is the sound of each poem responsible for its 
mood? What musical techniques does each 
poem employ? 

2. Symbolist poems merely suggest the meanings 
of their symbols and enable the reader to form 
personal interpretations. Compare at least one 
poem by Baudelaire, Rimbaud, or Verlaine 
with a poem by Yeats or Eliot. Cite the central 
symbols in each poem. In what sense are 
meanings merely suggested? To what extent 
must the reader supply the meaning of each 
poem? 
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Key to Illustrations appears on page 923. 


EUROPE 


THE 
TWENTIETH 
CENTURY 


1900—Present 


“It was the best of times, it was the 
worst of times. . . .” As Charles Dickens 
reminds us in A Tale of Two Cities, 
every age seems both a pinnacle and 
an abyss to those who live through it. 
The twentieth century, however, seems 
to lay special claim to this distinction. 

Two world wars, numerous revolu- 
tions and local wars, the threat of nu- 
clear destruction—these and other facts 
of modern life have created a frightening 
new image of humanity, capable of 
giobal destruction. Yet we have also 
seen a tremendous expansion in our 
knowledge, our ability to improve our 
physical circumstances, and our concern 
for the alleviation of suffering. In short, 
we find ourselves simultaneously capa- 
ble of doing more good and more harm 
than at any previous age in history. 

Literature mirrors its time, and twen- 
tieth-century writers provide no easy an- 
swers. They do not offer, as earlier writ- 
ers did, a coherent vision of life, a 
logical order that overarches and ex- 
plains the contradictions of our time. 
Our writers reflect the fragmentation of 
the age or retreat into private literary 
worlds, perhaps in self-protection. Yet 
these authors do offer delight along with 
many moments of insight and solace. 
Perhaps now more than ever we can 
recognize how much we need what lit- 
erature has to offer. 
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The Great War 
and Its Aftermath 


Europe began the twentieth cen- 
tury in peace, riding a wave of 
scientific progress. The peace, 
however, was uneasy, threatened 
by German militarism and fragile 
alliances. Furthermore, new 
technology—the radio, the auto- 
mobile, the X-ray—did little to 
ease the pressing problems of 
the poor in Europe’s crowded, 
dirty cities. By the end of the 
nineteenth century, the religion 
of progress had come to include 
the idea that the poor need not 
accept their lot unquestioningly. 
As the new century began, the 
old Europe—a world of privi- 
lege, elegance, and tradition— 
was dying; it would be swept 
away forever by World War I. 
The “war to end all wars” 
began in 1914 with the assassi- 
nation of Archduke Franz Ferdi- 
nand, heir to the Austrian 
throne. Germany, an ally of Aus- 
tria, used this event as a pretext 
for war in hopes of expanding 
its territory, especially in Africa, 
where England, France, Belgium, 
and Portugal were growing rich 
from their colonies. German 
troops invaded Belgium, and in 
response, England and France 
declared war on Germany. 
Victory for England, France, 
and their allies came after four 
long years of warfare. For most 
soldiers the war consisted of 
endless days and nights in 
muddy, rat-infested trenches, a 
deadly tedium broken only by 
bursts of artillery and short, fu- 


The Peace Conference at Versailles, 
France, 1919. 


tile runs into machine-gun fire. 
Personal heroism counted for 
little in this first modern war, in 
which tanks and machine guns 
mowed down men with horrify- 
ing ease. 

The entrance of the United 
States into the conflict in 1917 
helped break the stalemate and 
win the war for the Allies. When 
the fighting finally stopped in 
1918, Europe had lost a whole 
generation of its young men, 
millions had died on both sides, 
and many more were physically 
and psychologically scarred by 
the conflict. The peacemaking 
process was devastating in its 
own way: The harsh terms of 
the 1919 treaty of Versailles 
[ver si’] antagonized. many Ger- 
mans, planting a seed that would 
produce its own harvest in 
World War IL. 

World War I also delivered 
the death blow to czarist (im- 
perial) Russia, long plagued by 
food shortages and government 
mismanagement. Uprisings dur- 
ing the early 1900s had brought 
Russia to the brink of revolu- 
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tion, and World War I sent it 
over that brink. In the Revolu- 
tion of 1917 the czar was over- 
thrown and replaced by a west- 
ern-oriented government that 
was itself replaced by a Com- 
munist regime led by a revolu- 
tionary intellectual named Niko- 
lai Lenin. Lenin espoused the 
ideology of nineteenth-century 
German political economist Karl 
Marx, proclaiming a classless so- 
ciety in which all property be- 
longed to the state. The new 
government executed the czar 
and his family and killed or im- 
prisoned many members of the 
upper and middle classes. After 
Lenin’s death Joseph Stalin 
emerged as the head of the in- 
creasingly repressive Russian 
state. The people themselves 
were theoretically in power, 
since the state was structured 
on a series of councils, or sovi- 
ets. However, Stalin expanded 
and solidified his personal 
power through bloody purges. 


World War II 
and the Modern World 


A different form of totalitarian- 
ism developed west of Russia. 
After the war economic woes in 
Italy and Germany contributed 
to the rise of fascism, govern- 
ment based on dictatorship and 
the rule of force. One fascist, 
Benito Mussolini, came to 
power in Italy in 1922 by ma- 
nipulating the public and brutal- 
izing his opponents. One of 
Mussolini’s chief admirers was 
Adolf Hitler, an Austrian whose 


National Socialist German Work- 
ets party, or Nazis, exploited the 
miseries of postwar Germany. 
Hitler’s fanatical oratory ap- 
pealed to many Germans by 
blaming their economic ills on 
Communists, foreigners, and 
Jews. 

By 1934 Hitler was firmly in 
control of Germany, and he be- 
gan a campaign of racial “purifi- 
cation,” which consisted mainly 
of exterminating Jews. Hitler 
also built up military power to 
avenge Germany’s defeat in 
World War I. He allied himself 
with Mussolini and with Japan, 
then fighting for territory in 
China. In 1937 Hitler and Mus- 
solini supported the fascist Gen- 
eral Francisco Franco in his re- 
bellion against the Spanish 
republic. The Spanish civil war 
became a proving ground for 
the global conflict that was to 
follow. 

When the war in Spain 
ended in a victory for Franco, 
Hitler moved on the rest of Eu- 
rope, invading Austria and an- 
nexing part of Czechoslovakia in 
1938. England and France went 
to war when German troops in- 
vaded Poland in September 
1939. Germany struck decisively 
at city after city. When France 
fell in 1940, Hitler prepared for 
his invasion of Britain with mas- 
sive air attacks. However, the 
Royal Air Force successfully de- 
fended Britain, and Hitler over- 
reached himself by invading 
Russia in 1941. In December 
1941, when the Japanese ex- 
tended the war to the Pacific by 


Political Drama, Robert Delaunay, 
collage, 1914. 


attacking the U.S. naval base at 
Pearl Harbor, the United States 
entered the war. Drained by 
fighting on several fronts, Ger- 
many finally succumbed to the 
combined strength of the Allies 
in May 1945. The war in the Pa- 
cific ended in August 1945, 
when the United States dropped 
atomic bombs on the Japanese 
cities of Hiroshima and Nagasaki. 

The alliance between the So- 
viet Union and the western 
democracies crumbled soon af- 
ter the war. Europe was divid- 
ed into eastern and western 
spheres of influence. In the late 
1940s and early 1950s a new 
type of struggle developed be- 
tween the United States and the 
Soviet Union, a “cold war’ in 
which the two superpowers en- 
gaged in verbal confrontations 
while building up huge arsenals 
of nuclear weapons. 

The postwar period saw the 
end of colonialism and the dra- 
matic economic recovery of the 
democracies of western Europe 
and Japan. In 1958 the countries 
of western Europe formed the 


Western Literature: The Twentieth Century 


Common Market in order to co- 
operate with one another in de- 
veloping economic policy. Such 
coordination became especially 
important in the troubled 1970s 
and 1980s, when inflation, un- 
employment, and energy short- 
ages stalled economic growth. 
The countries of western Eu- 
rope were also drawn closer to- 
gether by technology. In a 
world canopied by nuclear 
weapons and tied together by 
television, computers, and satel- 
lites, the nations of western Eu- 
rope have found that the age-old 
differences that once divided 
them are far less important than 
the common ground they share. 


Twentieth-Century 
Western Literature 


During the first half of our cen- 
tury, artists tried to make sense 
of the upheavals that tore the 
world apart. Nothing had pre- 
pared people for the horrors of 
World War I or for the spiritual 
desolation that followed it. After 
the war many artistic and intel- 
lectual movements sprang up re- 
flecting the feeling that people 
in the twentieth century had be- 
come alienated—cut off from 
the past, out of touch with old 
systems of belief, and divided 
even within their own minds 
and personalities. 

One movement, for example, 
was called Dada; it deliberately 
trivialized itself by taking its 
name from the French word for 
“hobbyhorse.” Dada was based 
on the premise that since life 
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had no meaning, art should not 
have any meaning either. Simi- 
larly, surrealist artists created 
works that patched together 
unrelated images in dreamlike 
jumbles. The most influential 
intellectual current of the 
time, however, was undoubtedly 
Freudian psychology. Austrian 
doctor Sigmund Freud (1856— 
1939) formulated a group of 
theories about the working of 
the human mind that changed 
the modern outlook on life and 
continues to encourage a redefi- 
nition of human nature. 

Writers living through the 
decades after World War II have 
had to take into account such 
diverse phenomena as television, 
nuclear arms, space travel, and 
computers, all of which have 
complicated human life within a 
very short time. Ironically, while 
mass communication has made 
it possible to reach more and 
more people, modern writers 
tend to write for smaller and 
smaller audiences, in contrast to 
the great writers of the past— 
Homer, Shakespeare, Dickens, 
Tolstoy—whose works reached 
a huge and diverse audience. 
Our writers demand that readers 
participate with them in creat- 
ing the experience of litera- 
ture—a demand that makes 
modern literature challenging, 
courageous, and exciting. 

In Russia the Revolution of 
1917 inspired a great burst of 
literary creativity, but by the 
late 1920s Stalin’s government 
had begun to stifle free expres- 
sion. Soviet censors prevented 


Sigmund Freud in his consulting room in 
Vienna. 


poet Boris Pasternak (1890- 
1960) from publishing his novel 
Dr. Zhivago in Russia and 
forced him to refuse the Nobel 
Prize. His fellow poet Anna Akh- 
matova [akma’t6vo] (1888— 
1966) also came under attack. 
Many Russian writers have since 
left their homeland for more lib- 
eral societies, among them 
novelists Vladimir Nabokov 
[na b6’k6f] (1899-1977) and 
Aleksandr Solzhenitsyn [sol’zho 
nét’sin] (born 1918). However, 
some Russian writers, like poet 
Yevgeny Yevtushenko [yev’too 
shen’k6] (born 1933), have 
stayed in Russia hoping and 
working for an easing of restric- 
tions. 

Spanish literature before the 
civil war was dominated by the 
critic-philosophers Miguel de Una- 
muno [00’namoo/'nd] (1864— 
1936) and José Ortega y Gasset 
[Gr ta’ga é/ ga set’ ] (1883-1955). 
Later, the Franco dictatorship 
engaged in brutal repression. 
Franco’s soldiers murdered poet 
and dramatist Federico Garcia 
Lorca (1899-1936), and Spain’s 
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most influential poet, Nobel 
Prize—winner Juan Ramon Jimé- 
nez [hé ma/neth] (1881-1958) 
exiled himself to protest Fran- 
co’s policies. 

In Italy during the fascist 
years Luigi Pirandello [pir’an 
del’6] (1867-1936) pioneered 
writing about the uncertain and 
contradictory aspects of experi- 
ence and became Europe’s most 
innovative playwright. Today the 
novelist Italo Calvino (born 
1923) performs similarly inven- 
tive feats with fiction. Between 
Pirandello and Calvino, Italian 
literature flourished with the 
work of such writers as nov- 
elists Ignazio Silone [sé 16’nd| 
(1900-1978), Alberto Moravia 
[m6 ra’vé a] (born 1907), and 
Giorgio Bassani (born 1916), 
poet Eugenio Montale [mon 
tala] (1896-1981), and histo- 
rian and philosopher Benedetto 
Croce [kr6’cha] (1866-1952). 

Despite the agonies of two 
wars, German writers have pro- 
duced a rich and varied body of 
work. Rainer Maria Rilke [ril’ko] 
(1875-1926), the greatest Ger- 
man poet of the century, was 
strongly influenced by _ the 
French Symbolists. His contem- 
poraries include two of the tow- 
ering figures in twentieth-cen- 
tury fiction, Franz Kafka (1883- 
1924) and Thomas’ Mann 
(1875-1955). Playwright Ber- 
tolt Brecht [brekt] (1898-1956) 
turned modern drama away 
from Realism and used the the- 
ater to express political and so- 
cial concerns. In contrast, nov- 
elist Hermann Hesse _ [hes’a] 


(1877-1962) searched in his 
popular fiction for a “pure life” 
apart from politics. In the post- 
war period novelists Gunter 
Grass (born 1927) and Heinrich 
Boll (born 1917) and dram- 
atists Rolf Hochhuth [hok’hoot] 
(born 1931) and Peter Weiss 
(born 1916) have portrayed the 
special experience of postwar 
Germany: doubt and guilt, com- 
placency and prosperity, con- 
tinuing questions. 

Modern French literature has 
emphasized intellectual rather 
than political upheavals. The 
longstanding tradition of bril- 
liant French criticism was car- 
ried forward by poet Paul Valéry 
[va la ré’] (1871-1945) and the 
versatile writer of fiction and 
nonfiction, André Maurois [m6 
rwa’] (1885-1967). The novel- 
ist Marcel Proust  [proost] 
(1871-1922) wrote one of 
the most influential works of 
the century—Remembrance of 
Things Past (published in 
1927), a series of novels that 
revolutionized the portrayal of 
time and human psychology. His 
fellow novelist André Gide 
[zhéd] (1869-1951) wrote 
works questioning conventional 


A scene from Samuel Beckett's Waiting for 
Godot. 


ideas about truth and _ reali- 
ty. Between the world wars 
the French theater also experi- 
enced a renaissance in the 
poetic dramas of Jean Gi- 
raudoux [zhé’rd doo’] (1882— 
1944), Jean Cocteau [kok t6’] 
(1891-1963), and Jean Anouilh 
[on’od €’] (born 1910). After 
World War II Jean-Paul Sartre 
[sart] (1905-1982) and Albert 
Camus [kam00’] (1913-1960) 
dramatized in novels and plays 
the philosophy of existential- 
ism [eg’zis ten’sho liz’am], which 
holds that truth is a matter of hu- 
man experience and that people 
create and define themselves by 
their own actions. 

The period after the war also 
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saw the rise of a new type of 
drama in France called the The- 
ater of the Absurd, which ques- 
tioned not only the meaning of 
life but also the ability of the the- 
ater to portray life. These doubts 
are memorably and often comi- 
cally expressed by Eugene Io- 
nesco [yo nes’k6] (born 1912) 
and Samuel Beckett (born 1906), 
an Irishman who lives and writes 
in France, and who may well be 
the most influential writer of the 
postwar period. Beckett’s great 
dramas Waiting for Godot and 
Endgame, as well as his novels 
and poetry, portray life and art 
approaching dead ends, yet with 
a bleak humor and beauty that 
touch audiences. 


Like Beckett, many western 
writers throughout our century 
question the very basis of litera- 
ture, but they continue to write. 
The literature they produce is 
diverse, difficult, fragmented, 
and highly personal. It provides 
passing moments of insight, not 
the coherent visions of Dante, 
Shakespeare, or Tolstoy. Yet per- 
haps it is out of such moments 
that, eventually, a new vision 
can be created. 
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POETRY 


Kainer Maria Rilke = 1875-1926 


Rainer [ri/nar] Maria Rilke [ril’ka], the celebrated German lyric poet, 
is considered one of the guiding influences of modern poetry. He 
was born in Prague in what is now Czechoslovakia. Rilke’s childhood 
was unhappy; he later described it as a “primer of horror.” His 
father claimed to be an aristocrat even though he came from peasant 
stock; his mother, who wore only black, was a snobbish woman who 
abandoned her family when Rilke was only ten years old. Young 
Rilke was sent to military and business schools, none of which suited 
his artistic temperament, and later attended the universities of Prague, 
Munich, and Berlin. 

In 1901 Rilke married a sculptor, but the marriage could not 
accommodate the careers of two artists, and the couple separated 
after a year. The young poet traveled widely throughout Europe, 
associating with writers and artists wherever he went. In Paris he 
served as secretary to the famous sculptor Auguste Rodin [rd dan’]. 
Influenced by Rodin’s ideas about art, Rilke became convinced that 
the artist could achieve perfection through hard work and careful 
craftsmanship rather than through inspiration, as the Romantics 
believed. Rilke later shared his theories about art in his influential 
Letters to a Young Poet (published in 1929). Plagued by leukemia in 
his later years, Rilke withdrew from public life and lived in a 
medieval tower in Switzerland. It was in Switzerland that he died. 

Rilke’s poetry evolved considerably over time. His early poems, 
represented in his Book of Hours (1905), are neo-Romantic—that is, 
sentimental and overstated. As his writing matured, it became 
increasingly complex, unpredictable, and searching. Rilke sought 
external symbols of his internal visions and became a leader in the 
Symbolist movement, which had begun in the nineteenth century. His 
concerns include love, death, childhood fears, and the search for 
God. Spiritual questions haunted his work more and more as the 
years passed; his Duino Elegies (1912-1920) and Sonnets to Orpheus 
(1923) are intensely mystical. The isolation and self-examination in 
his work have come to be characteristic of much modern poetry. In 
addition, Rilke’s innovative use of language has had a profound effect 
on modern literature. Master of the nuance, he writes poems that 
shimmer with multiple meanings, rich images, and musical effects. 

While working with Rodin, Rilke developed his idea of the ding- 
Gedict, or “object poem,” which aims to capture in poetry the vital, 
changeable essence of an object or creature. He once said, “If a 
thing is to speak to you, you must for a certain time regard it as the 
only thing that exists.” In each of the following poems, Rilke devotes 
such attention to an animal, capturing its essence. 
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Rainer Maria Rilke 


The Gazelle 


Translated by C. F. MacIntyre 


Dorcas Gazelle’ 

Enchanted one: how shall two chosen words 
achieve the harmony of the pure rhyme 
which in you like a signal comes and goes? 
From your forehead the leafy lyre’ climbs, 


and all your being moves in sure accord,’ 
like those love-lyrics whose words softly flow: 
rose petals laid upon the closed eyelids 

of one grown weary, who no longer reads 


but shuts his eyes to see you—swiftly brought, 
as though each leg were charged with leaps but tt 
fired, as long as the neck holds the head 


quiet to listen: as when in a green place 
a bather in the woods is interrupted . . 
with the lake’s shine on her averted face. 


1. Dorcas [d6ér’kos] Gazelle: light-brown gazelle less 
than two feet high. 

2. lyre: small, stringed musical instrument resembling a 
harp. 

3. accord: harmony. 


Rainer Maria Rilke 


The Panther 


Translated by C. F. MacIntyre 


Jardin des Plantes,’ Paris 

His sight from ever gazing through the bars 
has grown so blunt that it sees nothing more. 
It seems to him that thousands of bars are 
before him, and behind them nothing merely. 


The easy motion of his supple stride, 
which turns about the very smallest circle, 


is like a dance of strength about a center 
in which a mighty will stands stupefied. 


Only sometimes when the pupil’s film 


£ 
an] 


soundlessly opens. . 


. then one image fills 


and glides through the quiet tension of the limbs 
into the heart and ceases and is still. 


1. Jardin des Plantes [zhar dan’ da plant]: famous 
botanical and zoological gardens in Paris. 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


The Gazelle 


Recalling 

1. With what two words does Rilke begin his de- 
scription of the gazelle? What sort of ‘“‘har- 
mony” does he see in the gazelle? 

2. In line 6 to what does Rilke compare the ga- 
zelle’s movement? 

3. How does Rilke describe the gazelle’s legs in 
lines 10-11? In lines 11-14 what image does 
Rilke use to describe the way the gazelle 
holds its head? 


Interpreting 

4. Where in the poem does Rilke use images of 
motion? Where does he use images of still- 
ness? What impression of the gazelle does he 
create by mixing these images? 


854 Western Literature: The Twentieth Century 


5. Find two references to music and two to poetry 
in “The Gazelle.”” Why might these references 
to arts be appropriate in describing a gazelle? 

6. In what ways is the poem musical? What ef- 
fect does Rilke create by making lines 4-14 
into a single sentence? 

7. What qualities does this poem present as the 
“essence” of the gazelle? What might the ga- 
zelle come to symbolize in the poem? 


Extending 
8. Why might a creature like a gazelle be ‘en- 
chanted” in a way that human beings are not? 


The Panther 


Recalling 

1. According to line 1 why has the panther’s sight 
grown “blunt”? What does he seem to see, 
according to lines 3-4? 


2. In what terms does Rilke describe the pan- 
ther’s motion in lines 5-6? To what does he 
compare this motion in lines 7-87? 

3. According to lines 9-12 what does “one im- 
age” do ‘sometimes’? 


Interpreting 

4. Describe in your own words the actual situa- 
tion of the panther in the poem. 

5. What contrasting images does the second 
stanza apply to the panther? Why are these 
images appropriate to this particular panther? 

6. Describe the panther’s state of mind at the 
end of the poem. How does the “one image” 
change the panther? Is he better or worse off 
at the end of the poem than at the beginning? 
Why? 

7. How does the poet feel about the panther, and 
how do you know? In what ways might this 
panther resemble a poet writing a poem? 


Extending 

8. What similar responses might people and ani- 
mals have to the lack of freedom? How might 
people differ from animals in their response to 
captivity? 


VOCABULARY 


vero enn 


Analogies 

An analogy is a comparison. Analogy items 
appear on vocabulary tests as double compari- 
sons between two pairs of words. You may be 
given the first pair of words and asked to find or 
complete a second pair that has the same or a 
similar relationship as the first pair. For example, 
you would complete the analogy POUND : OUNCE 
with the pair FOOT : INCH, since 
the first word in each pair represents a whole and 
the second word a part. 

Each of the items in the next column begins 
with two related words in capital letters; the first 
capitalized word in each pair comes from the 
translation of one of Rilke’s poems. 


1. LYRE : STRING: : 
(a) harp : violin (c) music : poetry 
(b) floor : board (d) window : door 
2. PETALS : STEM: : 
(a) leaves : branch (c) stem : stern 
(b) fruit : vegetable (d) gazelle : panther 
3. BLUNT : SHARP : : 
(a) boring : (c) false : 
imaginative ambiguous 
(b) rounded : curved (d) durable : old 
4. STUPEFIED :! DULLED: : 
(a) intense : moderate (c) ignorant : wise 
(b) excited : afraid (d) friendly : hostile 
5. SOUNDLESSLY : QUIETLY ! : 
(a) softly : loudly (c) gently : kindly 
(b) dazzlingly : brightly (d) rapidly : quickly 
COMPOSIT ION 
Writing a Comparison/Contrast 
&# Compare and contrast Rilke’s two object 


poems, “The Gazelle” and “The Panther.” 
First make a general statement about the two 
poems. Then point out the similarities between 
them, both in their content and Rilke’s use of 
literary techniques such as imagery and sound 
effects. Go on to identify the differences in the 
two poems’ content and form. End by explain- 
ing the different aspects of life that seem to be 
presented in the two poems. For help with this 
assignment, refer to Lesson 2 in the Writing 
About Literature Handbook at the back of this 
book. 


Writing Two Poems About Motion 

%& Write two poems describing the motion of two 
different animals or people. Choose subjects 
that present a definite contrast: for example, a 
hummingbird and a bear, or a ballerina and a 
tap-dancer. In each poem use several different 
images to convey the distinct qualities of your 
subject’s motion. 
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Paul Valéry = 1871-1945 


Paul Valéry [vd la ré’] is known chiefly as the last of the great French 
Symbolist poets—an ironic fame, since for much of his life he 
refused to write any poetry at all. He was born in Séte, a 
Mediterranean fishing port where his father worked as a customs 
officer. Valéry originally intended to become a naval officer, but his 
poor skills in mathematics thwarted this ambition. 

In his early twenties Valéry came to know the poetry of Stéphane 
Mallarmé, the French Symbolist poet, and befriended André Gide, 
another Symbolist. Between 1888 and 1891 Valéry wrote and 
published poetry in Symbolist magazines. However, emotional and 
artistic frustrations led him to abandon poetry altogether in 1892. He 
claimed that he was giving up all emotional interests in favor of the 
“Idol of the Intellect.” Fascinated with the workings of the mind, 
Valéry began recording his thoughts as he woke every morning, and 
he continued to keep this record for the next fifty years. He served 
as secretary to the administrator of a news agency, devoting his spare 
time to philosophy and mathematics. 

Two decades after Valéry renounced poetry, his friend Gide 
persuaded him to publish some of his early work. Writing an 
introductory poem rekindled Valéry’s interest in poetry. When this 
poem, “La Jeune Parque” (‘The Young Goddess of Fate’) was finally 
published in 1917, Valéry became an overnight literary celebrity. 
However, he wrote little additional poetry and continued to insist 
that poetry was of little consequence to him. 

Valéry was also a critic and essayist and frequently wrote about 
architecture, dance, and relationships among the various arts. Like 
Rilke (page 852) he believed that the poet should “calculate” his 
poems carefully, and he compared the career of the poet-artist to 
that of the engineer. 

Valéry fills his poems with allusions to classical works, and he 
often takes his imagery from the natural world. Despite his 
fascination with the processes of pure reason, his poems are highly 
sensuous. These various traits mesh in “Helen,” a dramatic 
monologue spoken by the legendary Helen of Troy, a character in 
Homer’s Iliad. According to legend, Helen, fathered by the god Zeus 
and married to a Greek king, was abducted from Greece by the 
Trojan prince Paris. This abduction set off the long Trojan War, after 
which Helen returned to Greece with her husband. The sixteenth- 
century English poet Christopher Marlowe (see page 94) said that 
Helen’s was “the face that launched a thousand ships.” In the 
following poem Helen reflects on the war that was fought over her. 
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Paul Valéry 


Helen 


Translated by David Paul 


Azure,’ it is I! . . . come from the grottoes of death? 
To hear the wave breaking on the resounding steps, 
And again I can see the galleys in the dawns 
Resurrected out of shadow on lines of golden oars. 


My hands in their loneliness evoke those monarchs 
Whose salt beards used to beguile my pure fingers; 

I would weep. They would sing their cloudy triumphs, 
And the gulfs glided by on the poops of their barks.* 


I hear the deep conches and the military 
10 Clarions ringing in cadence to the flying oars; 
The clear song of the rowers enchains the tumult, 


And the Gods, up-raised on the heroic prows 
With their archaic smiles assaulted by the foam, 
Stretch out towards me their fond and sculptured arms. 


1. Azure: sky or heaven. 


2. grottoes of death: The dead were often buried in cavelike crypts. 


3. poops. . 


. barks: decks at the backs of their ships. 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


Recalling 


1. 


According to lines 1-2, from where has Helen 
come, and what has she come to hear? What 
can she see “again’’? 


. What emotion does Helen ascribe to her hands 


in line 5? What did Helen use to do when she 
was with the monarchs? What did they do? 


. What does Helen hear in lines 9-11? What 


does she see on the prows of the ships, and 
what do these figures do? 


Interpreting 
4. To whom is Helen speaking? Is she alive or 


dead? How do you know? 


. Where does Valéry use images of war? Where 


does he use images of love or beauty? Why 
might such images be mixed in the story of 
Helen of Troy? 


. Compare and contrast Helen’s attitude toward 


the kings who fought for her with her feeling 
for the Gods. 


. What seems to be Helen’s overall mood? What 


sounds and images help to evoke Helen’s 
mood? 


. What aspects of human life might Valéry be 


symbolizing in Helen as she is portrayed here? 


Extending 
9. What are the joys and sorrows of revisiting a 


place that was once important to you? 
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Boris Pasternak 1890-1960 


Perhaps the best-known writer of postrevolutionary Russia, Boris 
Pasternak has for fifty years been a poet without honor in his own 
country—at least as far as the Soviet government is concerned. He 
was born to an aristocratic, cultivated family in czarist Russia, with a 
well-known painter for a father and a pianist for a mother. Expecting 
to become a composer, the young Pasternak studied law and 
philosophy as well as music. After a trip to Italy in 1913, he 
expanded his interests to literature and began to write poetry. 

When a leg injury prevented him from fighting in World War I, 
Pasternak went to the Ural Mountains to work in a factory. He 
returned to Moscow in 1917 and developed a reputation as a leading 
poet in the heady aftermath of the Russian Revolution. At first the 
Revolution sparked a great flurry of experimentation among poets, 
who hoped the new regime would create a better future. However, 
Pasternak refused to produce propaganda in the vein of “socialist 
realism” advocated by the government; he preferred instead to write 
searching, intellectual, and apolitical poetry. In retaliation, Soviet 
officials prevented his poems from being published during the 1930s 
and 1940s, and Pasternak was forced to translate the works of others. 
His most famous encounter with government censorship occurred 
over his novel Dr. Zhivago (1957), which presented a mixed view of 
the 1917 Revolution. The novel was rejected for publication by Soviet 
censors and was subsequently smuggled into the West, where it 
became a best seller in many languages. When the Nobel Committee 
honored Pasternak with the Nobel Prize for Literature for this work in 
1958, the Soviet government pressured him into refusing the award. 

Despite the worldwide success of Dr. Zhivago, Pasternak is 
celebrated primarily as a poet. His poems often have religious 
overtones; like much nineteenth-century Russian literature, these 
poems return repeatedly to the ideas of faith, love, art, and human 
destiny. Pasternak’s poems are marked by their use of many varied 
allusions as well as by their fresh imagery and fine coordination of 
sound and meaning. Pasternak’s poetry has often been compared to 
Impressionist painting in that the perceiver must tie a number of 
seemingly disconnected parts into a unified whole. Like the bits of 
glass in a kaleidoscope, the images in the following poem, “My 
Pictures Swing,” interact to create bright patterns of color and 
motion. 
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Boris Pasternak 


My Pictures Swing 


Translated by Eugene M. Kayden 


My pictures swing in the thundershower 
With a wind that blows my candles out, 
And I cannot stop their swinging rhyme, 
Their flight from walls and hooks about. 


Suppose the world is behind a mask, 
Against the mind’s free play? Suppose, 
That some will dare to cement its mouth, 
And seal it against the winter snows? 


Besides, things fling all masks away, 
Despite convention, honor, power, 
If there is good reason for a song, 
If there is the season for a shower. 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


Recalling 

1. When do the speaker’s pictures swing? 

2. What two things does the speaker suppose in 
the second stanza? 

3. What happens to all masks, according to line 
9, and despite what forces does it happen? 


Interpreting 

4. Does the fact that his pictures swing disturb or 
please the speaker? How do you know? 

5. What might the speaker mean in his reference 
to “a mask” in line 5? In what way might such 
a mask hinder “the mind’s free play’? 

6. What force might the thundershower symbol- 
ize? In what sense is this force opposed to 
“convention, honor, power’? According to the 
poem, which side will win, and why? 


Extending 
7. What larger comment might Pasternak have 


been making about the events in his own 
country? 


VIEWPOINT 


Russian critic Andrei Sinyavsky observes the 
way Pasternak’s poetry fuses seemingly discon- 
nected elements: 


In Pasternak’s poetry one must not sepa- 
rate man from his environment nor living 
feelings from dead matter. . . . Reality is 
depicted as a single unity in the blending of 
different components and in the intersecting 
of boundaries and contours. 

—For Freedom of Imagination 


BB Show how the first two stanzas of “My Pictures 
Swing” introduce different components into the 
poem. How does the last stanza tie these dif- 
ferent components together? What single idea 
unifies the poem? 
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Anna Akhmatova 1888-1966 


Anna Andreyevna Gorenko was born in Odessa, Russia, where her 
father served as a naval officer. She assumed her grandmother’s 
name, Akhmatova [ak ma’t6 va], in her early twenties when she began 
to publish poetry. In 1910 she married fellow poet Nikolai Gumilev, 
and the couple joined up with another poet, Osip Mandelstam, to 
found a literary movement known as Acmeism. The Acmeists’ aim 
was to avoid the obscurity and vagueness of the then-popular 
Symbolist movement. Akhmatova’s group demanded that words be 
used according to their exact denotative meanings, rather than for 
their connotative associations and musical qualities. 

Akhmatova published five volumes of poetry berween 1912 and 
1921. She bitterly opposed the 1917 Revolution and was expelled 
from the Union of Soviet Writers and labeled “dangerous and 
subversive.” The rest of her long life was checkered with periods of 
silence. From 1922 to 1940 she was prevented from publishing any 
of her poetry. During World War II she received permission to 
publish in Leningrad, but the Communist party silenced her again by 
denouncing her work in 1946. In 1956 she published a few poems, 
but her work was condemned anew in the following year. Toward 
the end of her life her poems were published widely in Soviet 
periodicals. Despite this erratic pattern of publication and censorship, 
Akhmatova’s poems became popular with the Russian people, and 
today her work is internationally known. She has twice been 
nominated for the Nobel Prize for Literature. 

Akhmatova’s work is personal rather than social or political in its 
concerns; her poems consist almost entirely of love lyrics, many of 
them unhappy in tone. Akhmatova’s early poems are simple and 
sentimental, emotional and sensuous, while her later poems are 
admirable for their compression, precision, striking word pictures, 
and unusual rhythmic patterns. Despite her Acmeist determination to 
avoid suggested meanings, Akhmatova’s work occasionally touches on 
religious, even mystical, themes, and her love lyrics sometimes 
capture the emotional atmosphere of her native Russia. She wrote the 
lyric poem “Now Nobody Will Want to Listen to Songs... ” in 
1917, the year of the Russian Revolution. 
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Anna Akhmatova 


Now Nobody Will Want to 
Listen to Songs... 


Translated by Stanley Kunitz 


Now nobody will want to listen to songs, 

the bitter days foretold come over the hill. 

I tell you, song, the world has no more marvels, 
do not shatter my heart, learn to be still. 


5 Not long ago, as free as any swallow, 
you rode the mornings out, you braved their dangers. 
Now you must wander as a hungry beggar, 
desperately knocking at the doors of strangers. 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


Recalling 


1. 


What has “come over the hill,” according to 
line 2? What does the world lack now, accord- 
ing to line 3? 

What “you” is the poet addressing? What re- 
quest does she make in line 4? 


. What two things did “you” once do? What 


things must ‘“‘you” do now? 


Interpreting 


4. 


5, 


Contrast the present and past as the poet por- 
trays them. What might cause this change? 
What does Akhmatova mean when she refers 
to her “song”? What does her song not seem 
to know that the poet knows, and what power 
does her song seem to have over her? 

Given Akhmatova’s later difficulties with the 
government, how might the last two lines of 
the poem be prophetic? 


Extending 
7. In what senses does art have an independent 


life of its own, apart from its creator? Why can 
art often be more powerful than the individual 
who created it? 


COMPOSITION 


Writing About Personification 
™ Discuss Akhmatova’s use of personification in 
“Now Nobody Will Want to Listen to Songs 
’ First, using examples from the poem, 
show ‘how she attributes human qualities to a 
nonhuman thing. Then explain why you think 
she used such personification to express her 
ideas and feelings about the effect of public 
events upon her work. Finally indicate whether 
you think her use of personification increases 
or diminishes the impact of the poem. 


Personifying Present and Past 

f Write a poem of two stanzas in which you per- 
sonify the present and the past as two different 
people. Describe the appearance, behavior, 
and character of each of these people, choos- 
ing attributes that indicate your attitude toward 
present and past. Your poem may be serious 
or comic in tone, but it should create a definite 
contrast between present and past. For exam- 
ple, the past might be a shy and retiring fellow, 
while the present is gregarious and self- 
confident. 
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Federico Garcia Lorca — 1899-1936 


Federico Garcia Lorca is the most celebrated Spanish author in this 
century. Both the content of his writing and his tragic, early death 
have earned him the title Poet of Blood. 

Born near Granada, Spain, Garcia Lorca was the eldest son of a 
wealthy landowning farmer. Although he studied law at the University 
of Granada, he abandoned his legal studies for classes in music, art, 
and literature. His talents proved diverse: He loved to compose and 
perform music and held a show of his paintings in Barcelona. 
However, it was with his writing that Garcia Lorca gained his lasting 
fame. While at the university he began to give recitations of his 
poetry and thus developed a reputation as an important poet even 
before any of his work was published. “Verse is made to be recited,” 
he argued, “because in a book it is dead.” These readings introduced 
Garcia Lorca to other prominent Spanish artists, including painter 
Salvador Dali [da’lé] and filmmaker Luis Bunuel [boon wel!’ ]. 

Garcia Lorca’s poetry combines local and universal elements. He 
was fascinated with the cante jondo, or “deep song,” of the Gypsies 
from his native region of Andalusia in southern Spain. He used the 
landscapes and musical rhythms of these regional songs to express 
his thoughts about such universal subjects as love, poverty, freedom, 
honor, violence, and death. His best-known collection of poetry is 
Gypsy Ballads (1928). In Garcia Lorca’s poems passion often seethes 
just below a graceful, musical surface. His images vibrate with energy 
and often change form unexpectedly. Influenced by Dali and other 
surrealist artists, who put together disconnected objects in their 
paintings, Garcia Lorca often juxtaposed seemingly unrelated images 
or ideas in his poetry, : 

Garcia Lorca was also deeply involved in drama. He founded an 
experimental theater and worked almost exclusively as a playwright 
during the last five years of his life. He wrote a number of 
comedies, but his best-known plays are the tragedies Blood Wedding 
(1933), Yerma (1934), and The House of Bernarda Alba (1936). 

Although Garcia Lorca was apolitical, his associations with liberals 
made the supporters of fascist Francisco Franco regard him as a 
threat. His books were banned and then burned in a public square 
in Granada. When the Spanish civil war broke out, Garcia Lorca went 
into hiding but was caught by the Francoists. He was forced to dig 
his own grave and was then shot to death. As a result Garcia Lorca 
became a martyr and a symbol for generations of Spaniards. 

Garcia Lorca’s poem “The Guitar” borrows from the people and 
landscape of his native region and from the music of Spanish Gypsy 
songs. Although the poem seems intensely personal, it also expresses 
a potent, universal emotion in a gripping manner. 
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Federico Garcia Lorca 


The Guitar 


Translated by Elizabeth du Gué Trapier 


Now begins the cry 

Of the guitar, 

Breaking the vaults 

Of dawn. 

Now begins the cry 

Of the guitar. 

Useless 

To still it. 

Impossible 

To still it. 

It weeps monotonously 
As weeps the water, 

As weeps the wind 

Over snow. 

Impossible 

To still it. 

It weeps 

For distant things, 

Warm southern sands 
Desiring white camelias. 
It mourns the arrow without a target, 
The evening without morning. 
And the first bird dead 
Upon a branch. 

O guitar! 

A wounded heart, 
Wounded by five swords.’ 


1. five swords: the fingers of the guitar player. 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


Recalling 

1. What is both useless and impossible? 

2. How does the guitar weep, according to lines 
11-14? What kinds of things does it weep for? 
What three things does it mourn? 

3. What does Lorca call the guitar in line 26? 


Interpreting 

4. Describe the sound of a guitar. Why might 
Lorca refer to that sound as ‘weeping’? In 
what ways does the poem re-create the 
impression of a guitar being played? 

5. What extra dimensions does Lorca give the 
guitar by comparing it to the wind and water? 
By saying that it weeps, desires, and mourns? 

6. What might the guitar symbolize in the poem? 


LITERARY FOCUS 


Tone 

The tone of a poem is the attitude the speaker 
expresses toward the poem's subject matter and 
audience. Just as our tone of voice reveals the 
intensity and nature of our feelings, the tone of a 
poem may be casual, fervent, amused, indifferent, 
sad, exhilarated, angry, or bewildered. 

Many individual elements affect the tone of a 
poem: the poet’s choice and arrangement of 
words, line length, rhythm, rhyme, imagery, and 
figurative language. For example, one word of 
slang can slice through and undercut an other- 
wise elegant, solemn tone. The Oh at the begin- 
ning of a line can signal that strong emotion will 
follow. A plodding rhythm can express exhaustion 
and defeat; a tripping rhythm suggests exhilara- 
tion. Repetition often adds a musical but melan- 
choly quality to the tone of a poem. The image of 
a cozy fire can add a note of comfort to a poem’s 
tone; the image of a dark forest can add a sense 
of foreboding. 


Thinking About Tone 

1. Describe the tone of “The Guitar.” Using ex- 
amples, show how Lorca’s choice and arrange- 
ment of words, line length, sound effects, and 
imagery work together to create this tone. 

2. Is the tone of “The Guitar’ uniform, or does it 
change throughout? 
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George Seferis —1900-1971 


The life of George Seferis [Georgio Sepheriades] was marked by the 
same wandering that he often portrays in his poems. Born to Greek 
parents in Smyrna, which is now in Turkey, Seferis [so fer’és] left his 
home to study first in Athens and later at the University of Paris. In 
1925 he returned to Greece to enter the diplomatic corps but was 
forced into exile when the Germans invaded his country during 
World War I. He later served Greece as the ambassador to a 
number of countries, including Lebanon, Syria, Jordan, Iraq, and 
Britain. He also served at the United Nations before retiring from 
public life in 1962. During his varied career he found time to teach 
international law at Athens University. 

Seferis’ writing career was also international. A member of the 
group of poets known as the Generation of the °30s, Seferis 
translated a number of foreign works and played a central role in 
introducing T. S. Eliot (page 541) and other modern poets to his 
countrymen. In 1963 he was awarded the Nobel Prize for Literature, 
becoming the first Greek to receive this award. 

Seferis began writing poems at the age of fourteen. His first 
volume of poems, Strophe (1931), illtistrates his ability to fuse 
contemporary concerns with the literary traditions of Ancient Greece. 
Seferis often combines everyday speech with the rhythms of classical 
literature. In addition, his subjects—loneliness, upheaval, and 
dislocation—are distinctly modern, but he dramatizes them with 
speakers who recall ancient landscapes and events. 

Like Odysseus of Homer’s Odyssey, the central characters of 
Seferis’ poems are tormented wanderers. Eternal exiles, they journey 
in search of a homeland and a lost, glorious past. “The Return of the 
Exile” is one of Seferis’ most memorable “wanderer” poems. 
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George Seferis 


The Keturn of the Exile 


Translated by Rex Warner 


“Old friend, what are you looking for? 
After those many years abroad you come 
With images you tended 

Under foreign skies 

Far away from your own land.” 


“I look for my old garden; 

The trees come only to my waist, 
The hills seem low as terraces; 
Yet when I was a child 

I played there on the grass 
Underneath great shadows 

And used to run across the slopes 
For hours and hours, breathless.” 


“My old friend, rest a little. 

You will soon get used to it. 

Together we will climb 

The hill paths that you know; 

Together we will sit and rest 
Underneath the plane trees’ dome;' 
Little by little they'll come back to you, 
Your garden and your slopes.” 


“I look for my old house, 

The house with the tall windows 
Darkened by the ivy, 

And for that ancient column 

The landmark of the sailor. 


1, plane trees’ dome: Plane trees, known as 
sycamore trees in America, are popular shade 
trees. 
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How can I get into this hutch?? 
The roof’s below my shoulders 
And however far I look 

I see men on their knees; 

You’d say that they were praying.” 


“My old friend, can’t you hear me? 

You will soon get used to it. 

Here is your house in front of you, 

And at this door will soon come knocking 
Your friends and your relations 

To give you a fine welcome.” 


“Why is your voice so far away? 

Raise your head a little higher 

That I may grasp the words you say, 

For as you speak you seem to grow 

Shorter still and shorter 

As though you were sinking down into 
the ground.” 


“My old friend, just think a little. 
You will soon get used to it; 

Your homesickness has built for you 
A nonexistent land with laws 
Outside the earth and man.” 


“Now I hear nothing—not a sound. 
My last friend too has sunk and gone. 
How strange it is, this leveling 

All around from time to time: 

They pass and mow here 

Thousands of scythe-bearing’ chariots.” 


2. hutch: hut or small shack. 

3. scythe-bearing [sith]: carrying a scythe, an 
implement with a long curved blade attached to a 
handle, used for mowing or harvesting. The Grim 
Reaper, a personification of death, is usually 
portrayed carrying a scythe. 
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Yevgeny Yevtushenko _ bom 1933 


Yevgeny Yevtushenko [yev gen’é yev’too shen’k6] is one of the best- 
known poets writing in Russia during the postwar era. He won 
international celebrity as a daring young poet, a reputation that was 
based partly on his work and partly on his own flair for the 
dramatic. 

A descendant of exiles sent to Siberia, Yevtushenko was born in 
Zima, Russia. AS a young boy he loved sports, and his dream was to 
become a soccer player. However, after publishing his first poem in 
a sports magazine, he began to focus on a literary career, completing 
his studies at the Gorki Literary Institute in Moscow. 

Yevtushenko’s first book was published in 1952, when he was 
only nineteen; he first won national recognition three years later with 
Third Snow. He became known for his dramatic public readings of 
his poetry; he toured western Europe, Africa, and the United States as 
well as the Soviet Union, drawing huge audiences wherever he went. 
In 1961 he published “Babi Yar,” an emotional poem that caused a 
sensation by attacking Soviet anti-Semitism; “The Heirs of Stalin” 
published in 1963 warned of continued Stalinist repression and 
persecution and further fueled his international reputation. His works 
were translated into English as well as other languages. When his 
Precocious Autobiography, which hinted at poor conditions in the 
Soviet Union, was published in France in 1963, it was officially 
condemned by the Soviet Union. Because of these events, many have 
come to view Yevtushenko as a poet of nonconformism and 
liberation, a courageous opponent of the Soviet government. 
However, his critics maintain that Yevtushenko, who is a member of 
the Communist party, remains essentially a poet of the regime. 

Yevtushenko’s poems are simple and straightforward. His diction 
is direct, brash, and spiced with slang. His lyrics, especially his love 
poems, are particularly popular with Russia’s young people. 
Yevtushenko frequently takes up the subjects of liberation and the 
search for an authentic self. He deals with both the struggles of the 
masses and the struggles of the solitary person, simultaneously 
celebrating the union among all human beings and the uniqueness of 
each individual. As in “People,” his works often paint a panoramic 
view of the world, depicting a variety of people and problems. 
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Yeugeny Yevtushenko 


People 


Translated by Robin Milner-Gulland 


No people are uninteresting. 
Their fate is like the chronicle of planets. 


Nothing in them is not particular, 
and planet is dissimilar from planet. 


And if a man lived in obscurity 
making his friends in that obscurity 
obscurity is not uninteresting. 


To each his world is private, 
and in that world one excellent minute. 


And in that world one tragic minute. 
These are private. 


In any man who dies there dies with him 
his first snow and kiss and fight. 
It goes with him. 


They are left books and bridges 
and painted canvas and machinery. 


Whose fate is to survive. 
But what has gone is also not nothing: 


by the rule of the game something has gone. 


Not people die but worlds die in them. 


Whom we knew as faulty, the earth’s creatures. 


Of whom, essentially, what did we know? 


Brother of a brother? Friend of friends? 
Lover of lover? 


We who knew our fathers 
in everything, in nothing. 


They perish. They cannot be brought back. 


The secret worlds are not regenerated. 


And every time again and again 
I make my lament against destruction. 
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STUDY QUESTIONS 


rnacnartanesR ste te serenoe nce 


The Return of the Exile 


Recalling 

1. What specific things is the wanderer, or exile, 
seeking, and what specific things does he find 
instead? 

2. What sentence does the friend repeat to the 
wanderer in the third, sixth, and eighth stan- 
zas? In lines 46-48 what does he say the 
wanderer’s “homesickness” has done? 

3. According to the wanderer, what seems to be 
happening to the other people, including his 
friend, at the end of the poem? 


Interpreting 

4. Summarize the overall change that seems to 
have come over the homeland, as viewed by 
the wanderer. How might lines 46—48 explain 
these apparent changes? 

5. Does the wanderer ‘“‘get used to’ these 
changes? How do you know? What do you 
think is actually happening to him at the end of 
the poem? 

6. What additional, forbidding meaning might be 
suggested in the low hutch, the men sinking 
into the ground, and the scythe-bearing char- 
iots? In this case, what extra meaning might 
“coming home” have? 

7. What does the poem seem to be saying about 
the relationship between wandering and stay- 
ing at home? What does it seem to say about 
the relationship between the past and the 
present? 


Extending 

8. Do you think it is possible to “go home 
again”? Why or why not? What might be the 
dangers in idealizing a place? 


People 


Recalling 

1. To what does the speaker compare the fate of 
people in line 2? In lines 9-10 what terms 
sum up each person’s life? 

2. When a man dies, what things die with him ac- 


868 Western Literature: The Twentieth Century 


cording to lines 12-13? What cannot be “re- 
generated,” according to line 28? 

3. What “lament” does the speaker make “again 
and again’? 


Interpreting 

4. According to the poem, in what ways are peo- 
ple unique? In what ways are they similar? 
Which aspect of life does the poem emphasize 
more? 

5. What is the speaker saying about each life by 
comparing it to planets and worlds? By com- 
paring it to one minute? 

6. Explain the paradox in lines 25-26. What 
does the speaker mean, and do you agree 
with him? 

7. In what sense is “People” both a celebration 
and a lament? 


Extending 

8. In what sense might the privacy of each life be 
sad? In what sense might such privacy be 
comforting? 


COMPOSITION 


mare che Me 


Writing About Characters 

& Discuss Seferis’ use of two characters, whom 
we meet only through dialogue. Begin by de- 
scribing each speaker and pointing out the 
main differences between them, especially in 
their attitudes toward the wanderer’s home. 
Then explain the view of life that each speaker 
expresses. 


Writing a Poem in Dialogue 

™ Write a “conversation poem” in which two 
speakers describe the same thing in very dif- 
ferent ways, as Seferis’ speakers do in ‘The 
Return of the Exile.’’ For example, you might 
present a conversation between an old person 
and a young person about the same historical 
event, or between a poet and a scientist about 
a natural feature. In your poem write dialogue 
for your two speakers that makes the differ- 
ences between their personalities and points of 
view very clear. 
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Nobel Prize—Winning Poets 
Odysseus Elytis, Eugenio Montale, and Czeslaw Milosz 


The Nobel Prize for Literature is one of six Nobel Prizes given each 
year in a variety of fields to individuals whose work is thought to 
benefit humanity. The prizes were inaugurated by Swedish scientist 
Alfred Nobel and have been awarded every year since 1901. The 
winner of the Nobel Prize for Literature is chosen each year by the 
Swedish Academy of Letters. W. B. Yeats (page 531), T. S. Eliot (page 
541), George Bernard Shaw (page 458), and George Seferis (page 
864) have all won the Nobel Prize for Literature. 

Odysseus Elytis [a lé’tas] of Greece, Eugenio Montale [min ta’1a] 
of Italy, and Czeslaw Milosz [ches’wa mé’wash] of Poland are three 
contemporary European poets who have won the Nobel Prize for 
Literature in recent years. All three write poems that are highly 
representative of their homelands. They draw on the landscapes, 
histories, and mythologies of their native countries. Yet each speaks 
not simply for himself and his countrymen; each has developed a 
voice that speaks for all people everywhere. Each poet has fought in 
a world war, encountered oppression, and witnessed human 
suffering. Not surprisingly, each writes about liberty, justice, and the 
search for values that might work in a troubled modern world. 


Odysseus Elytis (born 1911) is the youngest of the group of poets 
known as the Generation of the ’'30s—a group that included his 
fellow Nobel laureate, George Seferis (page 864). Elytis, whose actual 
surname is Alepoudelis, was born on the Greek island of Crete, 
where his father was a wealthy soap manufacturer. Educated on the 
mainland, Elytis often returned to the beautiful Greek islands for 
vacations, and their landscapes figure vividly in his poems. During 
World War II he joined the fight against Mussolini’s fascists in 
Albania, one of Greece’s neighbors in the Balkans. After the war he 
studied in Paris and then returned to Greece, where he worked in 
radio and theater in addition to writing poetry. 

Elytis is an intuitive poet who often incorporates widely diverging 
images within a classical Greek literary framework. Upon awarding 
him the Nobel Prize for Literature in 1979, the Swedish Academy of 
Letters said that Elytis’ poetry is “not only very personal but also 
represents the traditions of the Greek people. . . . [It] depicts with 
sensual strength and intellectual clearsightedness modern man’s 
struggle for freedom and creativeness.” Marked by imagination, Elytis’ 
poems often use metamorphosis; that is, they turn one thing into 
another. For example, a girl might change into a flower or an idea 
into a human being. Elytis’ colorful poems are word tapestries 
weaving together emotion and intellect, past and present, pleasure 
and pain. 


Odysseus Elytis, Eugenio Montale, and Czeslaw Milosz 869 


Phenogeaps AF yd Seren 


Eugenio Montale. 


Czeslaw Milosz. 


In awarding the 1975 Nobel Prize to Eugenio Montale (1896- 
1981), the Swedish Academy described him as “one of the most 
important poets of the contemporary West.” Montale was born and 
raised in Genoa, Italy. Despite his father’s urgings that he take over 
the family business, Montale originally planned to become an opera 
singer and then turned to writing at the University of Genoa. After 
graduating he served as director of the Vieusseux Library in Florence 
until he lost his position because of his opposition to Mussolini. After 
World War IJ he moved to Milan and worked for a newspaper. 

Montale’s poems depict a troubled, barren world in which people 
have lost the power to mold their own lives. He refers frequently to 
the landscapes of his childhood but also uses symbols that translate 
specific times and places into universal aspects of experience. 
Montale expands the boundaries of his poems by combining the 
details of the real world with dreams and fantasies. Like T. S. Eliot 
(page 541), to whom he is often compared and whose work he 
translated into Italian, Montale often mixes everyday speech with 
literary and historical allusions. Montale writes often of the loneliness, 
exhaustion, and uncertainty of modern life but also leavens his 
poems with irony and subtle humor. 


Although he is now a citizen of the United States, Czeslaw Milosz 
(born 1911) is still considered one of Poland’s major poets. Born in 
Lithuania, he traveled widely as a child with his engineer father. He 
began to write poetry while studying law and eventually helped to 
form a literary circle known as the Catastrophic School because its 
members predicted worldwide doom. He lived in Warsaw, Poland, 
during World War Il, publishing through the underground press, but 
eventually was forced to flee to Paris. There he wrote and published 
The Captive Mind, a prose piece that describes the effects of 
Communism on creativity. In 1960 he came to the University of 
California in Berkeley, where he now lives and works. 

When Milosz received the 1980 Nobel Prize for Literature, the 
Swedish Academy described his poems as “captivating and arresting.” 
According to the academy, Milosz “voices man’s exposed condition in 
a world of severe conflicts.” Milosz himself has said that poetry 
should capture the “consciousness of an epoch.” In other words, it 
should translate the poet’s private pain into larger, universal themes. 
Milosz draws from many sources for his poems, blending classical 
and modern events, secular and Christian concerns, eastern and 
western culture. His language is similarly kaleidoscopic, sprinkled 
with Old Russian, Lithuanian, and Latin words. Like Elytis and 
Montale, Milosz finds much inspiration in the landscapes of his 
childhood. He too returns to topics such as exile, loss, separation, 
and doubt in his poetry. Yet he lightens these characteristically 
modern subjects with the equally modern saving graces of irony and 
humor. 
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Odysseus Elytis 


Drinking the Corinthian Sun 


Translated by Kimon Friar 


Drinking the Corinthian sun 
Reading the marble ruins 
Striding over vineyard seas 
Aiming with my harpoon 

5 At votive’ fish that elude me 


I found those leaves that the psalm’ of the sun memorizes 


The living land that desire rejoices 
To open 


I drink water, cut fruit 


10 Plunge my hands through the wind’s foliage 


Lemon trees quicken the pollen of summer days 


Green birds cut through my dreams 
And I leave, my eyes filled 


With a boundless gaze where the world becomes 
15 Beautiful again from the beginning according to the heart’s 


measure. 


1. votive: offered in fulfillment of a vow. 
2. psalm [sim]: sacred poem or hymn. 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


Recalling 


1. 


2. 


3. 


Relate at least five things that the speaker 
does in the poem. 

Identify at least seven sense images in the 
poem. 

What fills the speaker’s eyes as he leaves, 
and in what terms does he describe the world 
in lines 14-15? 


Interpreting 


4. 


In what senses does the speaker “drink” the 
Corinthian sun? What is the effect of this and 
the other sense images in the poem? 


5. What different elements does Elytis combine in 


the image the “wind's foliage’? Find three 
other examples in which he mixes different 
elements together (for example, different time 
periods, the spiritual and the physical, the an- 
imal and the human, one sense and another). 


6. What picture of the relationship between hu- 


mans and nature do such combinations. cre- 
ate? What feeling about life do they create? 


7. What might the speaker mean by “the living 


land’? How does one “open” this land? 


Extending 
8. In what different ways can nature “nourish” 


human beings? 
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Eugenio Montale 


The Arno at Kovezzano 


Translated by G. Singh 


Big rivers are the image of time, 

cruel and impersonal. Seen 

from a bridge they declare their inexorable 
nullity.’ Only the hesitant 

bend of some marshy reed-bed, 

some mirror gleaming amid 

brushwood and moss can reveal 

that the water becomes aware of itself like us 
before turning into vortex’ and plunder. 

So much time has passed, 

yet nothing has changed since when 

I'd sing to you on the phone 

“toi qui fais l’endormie”’ 

amid immoderate peals of laughter. 

Your house was a lamp seen from 

the train. It leans over the Arno 

like the Judas tree* which wanted to protect it. 
Perhaps it’s still there, or there 

only in ruins. Full of insects, 

you would tell me, and quite uninhabitable. 
Other comforts are our lot now, other 
discomforts. 


1. inexorable [in ek’sor 9 bol} nullity: unrelenting 
nothingness. 

2. vortex: whirlpool. 

3. “toi qui fais Pendormie” [twa ké fa lan dér mé’}: “you 
who pretend to sleep.” 

4. Judas tree: flowering tree so-named because Judas, the 
apostle who betrayed Jesus, is said to have hanged himself on 
such a tree. 


Czeslaw Milosz 


Encounter 


Translated by Czeslaw Milosz and Lillian Vallee 


We were riding through frozen fields in a wagon at dawn. 


A red wing’ rose in the darkness. 


And suddenly a hare ran across the road. 
One of us pointed to it with his hand. 


on 


That was long ago. Today neither of them is alive, 
Not the hare, nor the man who made the gesture. 


O my love, where are they, where are they going 
The flash of a hand, streak of movement, rustle of 
I ask not out of sorrow, but in wonder. 


pebbles. 


1. red wing: European thrush with red flank and wing feathers. 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


The Arno at Rovezzano 


Recalling 

1. According to line 1, of what are big rivers the 
image? What two additional adjectives does 
the speaker assign to “Big rivers’? What do 
such rivers “declare” when seen from a 
bridge? 

2. In contrast, what does the water do in lines 
4-8? Into what does it then turn? 

3. In lines 15-17 to what two things does the 


of the Judas tree in line 17 suggest? What 
might this double meaning imply about the 
speaker's relationship with his friend? 

What do the past and present images of the 
friend’s house imply about the relationship be- 
tween the speaker and his friend then and 
now? What do lines 21-22 suggest about their 
present relationship? 

What does the poem seem to say about the 
effect of time on things and people? How do 
people change over time? How do they remain 
the same? 


speaker compare the house of his friend? Extending 


What various pictures of its present condition 9. 
does he paint in lines 18-20? 

4. What two things are the “lot” of the speaker 
and his friend now? 


Why do you think the image of a river is often 
used to suggest the passage of time? What 
other images might suggest this phenomenon? 


Encounter 


Interpreting 


5. Contrast the two pictures of water presented Recalling 


by the speaker in lines 1—4 and in lines 4-9. 1. 

What two aspects of time do these contrasting 

pictures suggest? 2. 
6. What double-edged meaning does the image 


What event does the speaker describe in lines 
1—4? When did it happen? 

What has since happened to the man and the 
hare? 
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3. What questions does the speaker ask in line 7, 
and what are his feelings, according to line 9? 


Interpreting 

4. What feeling is conveyed by the image of the 
“frozen fields . . . at dawn’? What impression 
of or idea about life is suggested by ‘The flash 
of a hand, streak of movement, rustle of peb- 
bles’? What might these things come to sym- 
bolize for the speaker? 

5. Why do you think the speaker equates the 
hare and the man in line 6? 

6. Why might the speaker be relating this event 
after so long? What do you think causes his 
“wonder’? 

7. What “encounters” occur in the poem? What 
larger questions about existence is the 
speaker actually posing? 


Extending 
8. Why might seemingly insignificant moments in 
our lives take on great importance? 


VOCABULARY 


natn 


Antonyms 

Antonyms are words that have opposite or 
nearly opposite meanings. Delicious and foul are 
antonyms. The words in capitals are from the 
translations of “Drinking the Corinthian Sun,” 
“The Arno at Rovezzano,” and “Encounter.” Ona 
separate sheet write the letter of the word that is 
most nearly the opposite of each word in capitals, 
as the word is used in the selection. 


1. votive: (a) noisy (b) dangerous 
(c) swift (d) random 
2. ELUDE: (a) escape 
(d) separate 
3. FOLIAGE: (a) desert 
(c) forest (d) street 
4. BOUNDLESS: (a) empty 
(c) restricted (d) infinite 
5. INEXORABLE: (a) avoidable 
(b) important (c) permanent 
(d) inexcusable 
6. NULLITY: (a) dullness (b) nothingness 
(c) evenness (d) richness 
7. VORTEX: (a) whirlpool (b) calm 
(c) cone (d) mud 
8. PLUNDER: (a) mistake (b) overflow 
(c) restoration (d) abundance 


(b) appear (c) join 
(b) shrubbery 


(b) short 
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9. IMMODERATE: (a) clumsy (b) fantastic 
(c) mediocre (d) slight 

10. RUSTLE: (a) sigh (b) roar 
(d) murmur 


COMPOSITION 


(c) whisper 


Writing a Comparison/Contrast 

@ Compare and contrast Milosz’s “Encounter 
with Montale’s “Arno at Rovezzano.” Discuss 
in particular how the two works portray time 
and nature in relation to human beings. Begin 
by pointing out the similarities between the 
form and content of the two poems, and then 
explain their differences. End by indicating 
which poem you prefer, and why. For help with 
this assignment, refer to Lesson 2 in the Writ- 
ing About Literature Handbook at the back of 
this book. 


Writing a Poem About Nature 

#8 Write a very brief poem in which you describe 
a natural scene in terms that express an in- 
tense feeling of identification with nature. As 
Elytis does in “Drinking the Corinthian Sun,” 
choose images that combine several different 
senses and that convey a powerful emotional 
response to nature. 


COMPARING ENGLISH AND WESTERN 


PL SDR AIOE SRM EA YER AEC RANGA 


WRITERS 


ARLEN ORLA DTN, 


1. Choose one English and one European poet of 
the twentieth century, and compare the subject 
matter of their poems. Do they focus primarily 
on personal or social concerns? As products of 
the twentieth century, what do these works 
have in common? 

2. Compare the uses of imagery in the works of 
several twentieth-century English and Euro- 
pean poets. In particular, which group of poets 
seems more likely to combine unrelated im- 
ages in a single work? Cite specific examples. 

3. What attitude toward time is expressed in the 
works of twentieth-century English and Euro- 
pean poets? What attitude toward nature is ex- 
pressed? Use examples from at least two Eng- 
lish and two European writers. 

4. Which poets, English or European, take a 
more hopeful view of human affairs and the fu- 
ture of humanity? Cite specific examples from 
the poems presented in this book. 


PROSE 


Luigi Pirandello — 1867-1936 


Outside Italy Luigi Pirandello [loo é’jé pir’an del’6] may be his 
country’s best-known modern author, and he is its most famous 
playwright. In fact, his plays, more than half of which are 
dramatizations of his own short stories, won for him the Nobel Prize 
for Literature in 1934. Pirandello’s work—novels and poems as well 
as plays and short stories—is recognizable for the atmosphere of 
mystery and tension that he creates. 

Pirandello was born in Sicily to a wealthy family. He studied in 
Rome and received a degree in philosophy from the University of 
Bonn in Germany. He taught for a while at a girls’ high school in 
Rome. His wrote verse, essays, and novels, but his many volumes of 
short stories have established him as a master of that genre. He 
turned to playwrighting reluctantly when he was asked to dramatize 
one of the stories. His plays include Six Characters in Search of an 
Author (1918) and Henry IV (1922). He invented “grotesco,” his own 
grotesque form of theatrical expressionism, a theatrical style that 
sacrifices realism in order to give expression to psychological 
experience. In 1925 Pirandello founded his own theater company, 
which then toured Europe. 

A conflict between reality and illusion rages throughout 
Pirandello’s plays, novels, and short stories. His characters often 
deceive themselves in an effort to avoid troublesome facts. Self- 
awareness is painful, and the characters survive by perpetuating 
illusions and ignoring reality. The tone is often mysterious or ironic, 
and when characters are forced to accept the truth, it becomes tragic. 

“War” is a short story that also shows Pirandello’s skill with 
dramatic dialogue. Like much of his work, it shows the ways people 
struggle to cope with unpleasant reality. Pirandello’s own son was a 
prisoner of war during World War I, and Pirandello knew intimately 
the anguish he treats in this story. 
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Luigi Pirandello 


War 


Translated by Samuel Putnam 


The passengers who had left Rome by the 
night express had to stop until dawn at the 
small station of Fabriano in order to continue 
their journey by the small old-fashioned “local” 
joining the main line with Sulmona. 

At dawn, in a stuffy and smoky second-class 
carriage in which five people had already spent 
the night, a bulky woman in deep mourning 
was hoisted in—almost like a shapeless bundle. 
Behind her—puffing and moaning—followed 
her husband, a tiny man, thin and weakly, his 
face death-white, his eyes small and bright and 
looking shy and uneasy. 

Having at last taken a seat, he politely 
thanked the passengers who had helped his 
wife and who had made room for her. Then he 
turned round to the woman trying to pull 
down the collar of her coat and politely in- 
quired: 

“Are you all right, dear?” 

The wife, instead of answering, pulled up 
her collar again to her eyes, so as to hide her 
face. : 

“Nasty world,” muttered the husband with 
a sad smile. 

And he felt it his duty to explain to his 
traveling companions that the poor woman was 
to be pitied, for the war was taking away from 
her her only son. He was a boy of twenty to 
whom both had devoted their entire life, even 
breaking up their home at Sulmona to follow 
him to Rome, where he had to go as a student. 
Then they had allowed him to volunteer for 
war, with an assurance, however, that at least 
for six months he would not be sent to the 
front. And now, all of a sudden, they had re- 
ceived a wire that he was due to leave in three 
days’ time and asking them to go and see 
him off. 

The woman under the big coat was twisting 
and wriggling, at times growling like a wild an- 
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imal, feeling certain that all those explanations 
would not have aroused even a shadow of sym- 
pathy from those people who—most likely— 
were in the same plight as herself. One of 
them, who had been listening with particular 
attention, said: 

“You should thank God that your son is 
only leaving now for the front. Mine has been 
sent there the first day of the war. He has al- 
ready come back twice wounded and been 
sent back again to the front.” 

“What about me? I have two sons and three 
nephews at the front,” said another passenger. 

“Maybe, but in our case it is our only son,” 
ventured the husband. 

“What difference can it make? You may 
spoil your only son with excessive attentions, 
but you cannot love him more than you would 
all your other children if you had any. Paternal 
love is not like bread that can be broken into 
pieces and split among the children in equal 
shares. A father gives ali his love to each one 
of his children without discrimination, whether 
it be one or ten, and if J am suffering now for 
my two sons, I am not suffering half for each 
of them but double. .. .” 

“True true .. .” sighed the embar- 
rassed husband, “but suppose (of course, we 
all hope it will mever be your case) a father 
has two sons at the front and he loses one of 
them, there is still one left to console him... 
while...” 

“Yes,” answered the other, getting cross, “a 
son left to console him but also a son left for 
whom he must survive, while in the case of 
the father of an only son, if the son dies, the 
father can die, too, and put an end to his dis- 
tress. Which of the two positions is the worse? 
Don’t you see how my case would be worse 
than yours?” 

“Nonsense,” interrupted another traveler, a 


fat, red-faced man with bloodshot eyes of the 
palest gray. 

He was panting. From his bulging eyes 
seemed to spurt inner violence of an uncon- 
trolled vitality which his weakened body could 
hardly contain. 

“Nonsense,” he repeated, trying to cover 
his mouth with his hand so as to hide the two 
missing front teeth. “Nonsense. Do we give life 
to our children for our own benefit?” 

The other travelers stared at him in dis- 
tress. The one who had had his son at the front 
since the first day of the war sighed: “You are 
right. Our children do not belong to us, they 
belong to the Country... .” 

“Bosh,” retorted the fat traveler. “Do we 
think of the Country when we give life to our 
children? Our sons are born because. . . well, 
because they must be born and when they 
come to life they take our own life with them. 
This is the truth. We belong to them but they 
never belong to us. And when they reach 
twenty, they are exactly what we were at their 
age. We, too, had a father and mother, but 
there were so many other things as well—girls, 
cigarettes, illusions, new ties—and the Coun- 
try, of course, whose call we would have an- 
swered, when we were twenty, even if father 
and mother had said no. Now, at our age, the 
love of our Country is still great, of course, but 
stronger than it is the love for our children. Is 
there any one of us here who wouldn’t gladly 
take his son’s place at the front if he could?” 

There was a silence all round, everybody 
nodding as to approve. 

“Why, then,’ continued the fat man, 
“shouldn’t we consider the feelings of our chil- 
dren when they are twenty? Isn’t it natural that 
at their age they should consider the love for 
their Country (I am speaking of decent boys, 
of course) even greater than the love for us? 
Isn’t it natural that it should be so, as after all 
they must look upon us as upon old boys who 
cannot move any more and must stay at home? 
If Country exists, if Country is a natural neces- 
sity like bread, of which each of us must eat in 
order not to die of hunger, somebody must go 
to defend it. And our sons go, when they are 


twenty, and they don’t want tears, because if 
they die, they die inflamed and happy (I am 
speaking, of course, of decent boys). Now, if 
one dies young and happy, without having the 
ugly sides of life, the boredom of it, the petti- 
ness, the bitterness of disillusion . . . what 
more can we ask for him? Everyone should 
stop crying: everyone should laugh, as I do 

. or at least thank God—as I do—because 

my son, before dying, sent me a message saying 
that he was dying satisfied at having ended his 
life in the best way he could have wished. That 
is why, as you see, I do not even wear mourn- 
ing... .” 
He shook his light fawn coat as to show it. 
His livid lip over his missing teeth was trem- 
bling, his eyes were watery and motionless and 
soon after, he ended with a shrill laugh which 
might well have been a sob. 

“Quite so... quite so... 
others. 

The woman who, bundled in a corner un- 
der her coat, had been sitting and listening 
had—for the last three months—tried to find 
in the words of her husband and her friends 
something to console her in her deep sorrow, 
something that might show her how a mother 
should resign herself to send her son not even 
to death but to a probable danger of life. Yet 
not a word had she found among the many 
which had been said ... and her grief had 
been greater in seeing that nobody—as she 
thought—could share her feelings. 

But now the words of the traveler amazed 
and almost stunned her. She suddenly realized 
that it wasn’t the others who were wrong and 
could not understand her but herself who 
could not rise up to the same height of those 
fathers and mothers willing to resign them- 
selves, without crying, not only to the depar- 
ture of their sons but even to their death. 

She lifted her head, she bent over from her 
corner trying to listen with great attention to 
the details which the fat man was giving to his 
companions about the way his son had fallen as 
a hero, for his King and his Country, happy and 
without regrets. It seemed to her that she had 
stumbled into a world she had never dreamed 


agreed the 


Luigi Pirandello 877 


of, a world so far unknown to her, and she was 
so pleased to hear everyone joining in congrat- 
ulating that brave father who could so stoically 
speak of his child’s death. 

Then suddenly, just as if she had heard 
nothing of what had been said and almost as if 
waking up from a dream, she turned to the old 
man, asking him: 

“Then . . . is your son really dead?” 

Everybody stared at her. The old man, too, 
turned to look at her, fixing his great, bulging, 


horribly watery light gray eyes deep in her 
face. For some little time he tried to answer, 
but words failed him. He looked and looked at 
her, almost as if only then—at that silly, incon- 
gruous question—he had suddenly realized at 
last that his son was really dead . . . gone for- 
ever... forever. His face contracted, became 
horribly distorted, then he snatched in haste a 
handkerchief from his pocket and, to the 
amazement of everyone, broke into harrowing, 
heart-rending, uncontrollable sobs. 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


Recalling 

1. Where are the tiny man and his grieving wife 
going? Give two examples of the woman’s be- 
havior from the beginning of the story. 

2. Summarize the arguments of the two fathers 
who have sons at the front. 

3. What reason does the father who lost his son 
give for not wearing mourning? 

4. What is the man’s reaction when the woman 
asks if his son is really dead? 


Interpreting 

5. Explain the following statement, and tell why 
the man who lost his son makes it: “We be- 
long to them but they never belong to us.” 

6. What does the grieving mother think at first of 
the man’s reason for not mourning his son? As 
a result, what does she think of herself? 

7. Why does the man break down? Does his 
crying affect the strength of his earlier re- 
marks? 

8. What do you think is the theme of the story? 


LITERARY FOCUS 


Dialogue 

Dialogue is conversation between characters 
in any form of writing. Dialogue helps to develop 
character; it indirectly informs the reader of char- 
acters’ thoughts and opinions. Dialogue also en- 
ables an author to present an interplay of ideas 
among a number of characters. 
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What a character says must be appropriate to 
that character’s personality, background, and in- 
telligence. In addition, dialogue must sound like 
natural speech and still be free of the flaws of 
everyday conversation. 


Thinking About Dialogue 

1. What does their dialogue reveal about the per- 
sonalities of the two men who have sons at 
the front? Is their dialogue natural? Explain. 

2. In what sense does the dialogue in “War” pro- 
vide an interplay of ideas? 


COMPOSITION 


Developing a Thesis Statement 

@ Develop a thesis statement about “War,” and 
write a brief essay to defend your thesis. First 
clearly state your thesis. Then use examples 
from the story to explain and defend it. You 
may want to consider one of the following for 
your thesis: (a) Pirandello’s attitude toward 
war, (b) the attitudes about children, (c) the 
use of dialogue, or (d) the conflict between jl- 
lusion and reality. For help with this assign- 
ment, refer to Lesson 7 in the Writing About 
Literature Handbook at the back of this book. 


Writing Dialogue 

E Imagine three strangers who begin a conver- 
sation while riding on a train. They realize that 
they agree about some ideas and disagree 
about others. First describe each character. 
Then write a brief dialogue in which the three 
strangers come to know one another. 


Thomas Mann — 1875-1955 


A major concern of Thomas Mann’s life and of his fiction was the 
place of the artist in society. Mann [man] saw a conflict between the 
artist's role as a commentator about society and the necessity of 
living within that society. His early life was marked by this struggle. 
Born of a wealthy merchant family in Lubeck, Germany, Mann 
cultivated his artistic interests in a commercial environment. He 
supported himself as an editorial assistant and as an insurance 
salesperson before devoting his full-time energies to writing. Mann 
won the Nobel Prize for Literature in 1929. Four years later the 
conflict between art and society became a crisis. Adolf Hitler and the 
Nazis came to power in 1933. Mann, whose writing expressed his 
liberal philosophy, sensed a growing rift between himself and the 
German rulers. He left Germany for Switzerland and eventually for 
the United States. Later his books were banned in his own country, 
and Mann was stripped of his German citizenship. 

The conflict between art and society also dominates Mann’s 
fiction, in which material deterioration often contrasts with cultural 
refinement. His first novel, Buddenbrooks (1900), focuses on the 
decline of a wealthy merchant family much like his own. Death in 
Venice (1912) illustrates Mann’s interest in Freudian psychology. To 
explain the main character’s behavior, Mann recorded his exterior 
actions in minute detai! and steeped them in symbolic significance. 
Mann usually worked slowly and deliberately, and he spent twelve 
years on his novel The Magic Mountain (1924), a portrait of a 
decaying Europe after World War I. Joseph and His Brothers (1933- 
1943) is a four-volume novel that is based on the biblical story. 

Like Mann’s best fiction, ‘The Infant Prodigy” concerns the artist’s 
role in society. In the story Mann goes beyond the glitter of a young 
musician’s fame to show us the core of his personality; he goes 
beyond the applause of adoring audiences to expose the artist's 
isolation from his society. 
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Thomas Mann 


The Infant Prodigy 


Translated by H. T. Lowe-Porter 


The infant prodigy entered. The hall be- 
came quiet. 

It became quiet and then the audience be- 
gan to clap, because somewhere at the side 
a leader of mobs, a born organizer, clapped 
first. The audience had heard nothing yet, but 
they applauded; for a mighty publicity organi- 
zation had heralded the prodigy and people 
were already hypnotized, whether they knew it 
or not. 

The prodigy came from behind a splendid 
screen embroidered with Empire’ garlands and 
great conventionalized flowers, and climbed 
nimbly up the steps to the platform, diving 
into the applause as into a bath; a little chilly 
and shivering, but yet as though into a friendly 
element. He advanced to the edge of the plat- 
form and smiled as though he were about to 
be photographed; he made a shy, charming ges- 
ture of greeting, like a little girl. 

He was dressed entirely in white silk, which 
the audience found enchanting. The little white 
jacket was fancifully cut, with a sash under- 
neath it, and even his shoes were made of 
white silk. But against the white socks his bare 
little legs stood out quite brown; for he was a 
Greek boy. 

He was called Bibi Saccellaphylaccas. And 
such indeed was his name. No one knew what 
Bibi was the pet name for, nobody but the im- 
presario,’ and he regarded it as a trade secret. 
Bibi had smooth black hair reaching to his 
shoulders; it was parted on the side and fas- 
tened back from the narrow domed forehead 
by a little silk bow. His was the most harmless 


1. Empire [om pér’ ]: French style of decoration 
developed in the early nineteenth century during the 
first French Empire under Napoleon Bonaparte. 

2. impresario [im'pro sar’ é 6]: organizer or manager of 
live entertainments. 
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childish countenance in the world, with an un- 
finished nose and guileless mouth. The area be- 
neath his pitch-black mouselike eyes was al- 
ready a little tired and visibly lined. He looked 
as though he were nine years old but was 
really eight and given out for seven. It was 
hard to tell whether to believe this or not. 
Probably everybody knew better and still be- 
lieved it, as happens about so many things. The 
average man thinks that a little falseness goes 
with beauty. Where should we get any excite- 
ment out of our daily life if we were not will- 
ing to pretend a bit? And the average man is 
quite right, in his average brains! 

The prodigy kept on bowing until the ap- 
plause died down, then he went up to the 
grand piano, and the audience cast a last look 
at its programs. First came a Marche solen- 
nelle,’ then a Réverie,* and then Le Hibou et 
les moineaux’—all by Bibi Saccellaphylaccas. 
The whole program was by him, they were all 
his compositions. He could not score them, of 
course, but he had them all in his extraordi- 
nary little head and they possessed real artistic 
Significance, or so it said, seriously and objec- 
tively, in the program. The program sounded as 
though the impresario had wrested these 
concessions from his critical nature after a 
hard struggle. 

The prodigy sat down upon the revolving 
stool and felt with his feet for the pedals, 
which were raised by means of a clever device 
so that Bibi could reach them. It was Bibi’s 
own piano, he took it everywhere with him. It 
rested upon wooden trestles and its polish was 


3. Marche solennelle [marsh sé 19 nel! |: French for 
“solemn march.” 

4. Réverie [re ver €']: brief, quiet musical composition. 
5. Le Hibou et les moineaux [la € boo! 4 la mwa nd’ |: 
French for “The Owl and the Sparrows.” 


somewhat marred by the constant transporta- 
tion—but all that only made things more inter- 
esting. 

Bibi put his silk-shod feet on the pedals; 
then he made an artful little face, looked 
straight ahead of him, and lifted his right hand. 
It was a brown, childish litthe hand; but the 
wrist was strong and unlike a child’s, with 
well-developed bones. 

Bibi made his face for the audience because 
he was aware that he had to entertain them a 
little. But he had his own private enjoyment in 
the thing too, an enjoyment which he could 
never convey to anybody. It was that prickling 
delight, that secret shudder of bliss, which ran 
through him every time he sat at an open 
piano—it would always be with him. And here 
was the keyboard again, these seven black and 
white octaves, among which he had so often 
lost himself in abysmal and thrilling adven- 
tures—and yet it always looked as clean and 
untouched as a newly washed blackboard. This 


"3 7a ® eee oD 5 aM an 


was the realm of music that lay before him. It 
lay spread out like an inviting ocean, where he 
might plunge in and blissfully swim, where he 
might Iet himself be borne and carried away, 
where he might go under in night and storm, 
yet keep the mastery: control, ordain—he held 
his right hand poised in the air. 
A breathless stillness reigned in the room— 
the tense moment before the first note came. 
How would it begin? It began so. And 
Bibi, with his index finger, fetched the first 
note out of the piano, a quite unexpectedly 
powerful first note in the middle register, like 
a trumpet blast. Others followed, an introduc- 
tion developed—the audience relaxed. 
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The concert was held in the palatial hall of 
a fashionable first-class hotel. The walls were 
covered with mirrors framed in gilded ara- 
besques,° between frescoes’ of the rosy and 
fleshly school. Ornamental columns supported 
a ceiling that displayed a whole universe of 
electric bulbs, in clusters darting a brilliance 
far brighter than day and filling the whole 
space with thin, vibrating golden light. Not a 
seat was unoccupied, people were standing in 
the side aisles and at the back. The front seats 
cost twelve marks;® for the impresario believed 
that anything worth having was worth paying 
for. And they were occupied by the best soci- 
ety, for it was in the upper classes, of course, 
that the greatest enthusiasm was felt. There 
were even some children, with their legs hang- 
ing down demurely from their chairs and their 
shining eyes staring at their gifted little white- 
clad contemporary. 

Down in front on the left side sat the prod- 
igy’s mother, an extremely obese woman with 
a powdered double chin and a feather on her 
head. Beside her was the impresario, a man of 
oriental appearance with large gold buttons on 
his conspicuous cuffs. The princess was in the 
middle of the front row—a wrinkled, shriveled 
little old princess but still a patron of the arts, 
especially everything full of sensibility. She sat 
in a deep, velvet-upholstered armchair, and a 
Persian carpet was spread before her feet. She 
held her hands folded over her gray striped-silk 
breast, put her head on one side, and pre- 
sented a picture of elegant composure as she 
sat looking up at the performing prodigy. Next 
to her sat her lady-in-waiting, in a green 
striped-silk gown. Being only a lady-in-waiting 
she had to sit up very straight in her chair. 

Bibi ended in a grand climax. With what 
power this wee manikin? belabored the key- 


6. arabesques [ar’a besks’ ]: elaborate designs of 
intertwined patterns. 

7. frescoes: paintings done directly on plaster. 

8. marks: German monetary unit. The value of one mark 
at the time of the story was approximately twenty-five 
cents. 

9. manikin: little man. 
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board! The audience could scarcely trust its 
ears. The march theme, an infectious, swing- 
ing tune, broke out once more, fully harmo- 
nized, bold and showy; with every note Bibi 
flung himself back from the waist as though he 
were marching in a triumphal procession. He 
ended fortissimo,'° bent over, slipped sideways 
off the stool, and stood with a smile awaiting 
the applause. 

And the applause burst forth, unanimously, 
enthusiastically; the child made his demure lit- 
tle maidenly curtsy and people in the front 
seats thought: “Look what slim little hips he 
has! Clap, clap! Hurrah, bravo, little chap, Sac- 
cophylax or whatever your name is! Wait, let 
me take off my gloves—what a little devil of a 
chap he is!” 

Bibi had to come out three times from be- 
hind the screen before they would stop. Some 
latecomers entered the hall and moved about 
looking for seats. Then the concert continued. 
Bibi’s Réverie murmured its numbers, consist- 
ing almost entirely of arpeggios,'' above which 
a bar of melody rose now and then, weak- 
winged. Then came Le Hibou et les moineaux. 
This piece was brilliantly successful, it made a 
strong impression; it was an effective child- 
hood fantasy, remarkably well envisaged. The 
bass represented the owl, sitting morosely roll- 
ing his filmy eyes; while in the treble the im- 
pudent, half-frightened sparrows chirped. Bibi 
received an ovation when he finished, he was 
called out four times. A hotel page with shiny 
buttons carried up three great laurel wreaths 
onto the stage and proffered them from one 
side while Bibi nodded and expressed his 
thanks. Even the princess shared in the ap- 
plause, daintily and noiselessly pressing her 
palms together. 

Ah, the knowing little creature understood 
how to make people clap! He stopped behind 
the screen, they had to wait for him; lingered 
a little on the steps of the platform, admired 


10. fortissimo [for tés’é m6"]: a musical direction, 
Italian for “very loud.” 

11. arpeggios [ar pej’é 6z'}: notes of a musical chord 
played in succession instead of together. 


the long streamers on the wreaths—although 
actually such things bored him stiff by now. He 
bowed with the utmost charm, he gave the au- 
dience plenty of time to rave itself out, be- 
cause applause is valuable and must not be cut 
short. “Le Hibou is my drawing card,” he 
thought—this expression he had learned from 
the impresario. “Now I will play the fantasy, it 
is a lot better than Le Hibou, of course, espe- 
cially the C-sharp passage. But you idiots dote 
on the Hibou, though it is the first and the sil- 
liest thing I wrote.” He continued to bow and 
smile. 

Next came a Méditation’? and then an 
Etude'*—the program was quite comprehen- 
sive. The Méditation was very like the Rév- 
erie—which was nothing against it—and the 
Etude displayed all of Bibi’s virtuosity, which 
naturally fell a little short of his inventiveness. 
And then the Fantaisie.'* This was his favorite; 
he varied it a little each time, giving himself 
free rein and sometimes surprising even him- 
self, on good evenings, by his own inventive- 
ness. 

He sat and played, so little, so white and 
shining, against the great black grand piano, 
elect and alone, above that confused sea of 
faces, above the heavy, insensitive mass soul, 
upon which he was laboring to work with his 
individual, differentiated soul. His lock of soft 
black hair with the white silk bow had fallen 
over his forehead, his trained and bony little 
wrists pounded away, the muscles stood out 
visibly on his brown childish cheeks. 

Sitting there he sometimes had moments of 
oblivion and solitude, when the gaze of his 
strange little mouselike eyes with the big rings 
beneath them would lose itself and stare 
through the painted stage into space that was 
peopled with strange vague life. Then out of 
the corner of his eye he would give a quick 
look back into the hall and be once more with 
his audience. 


12. Méditation [m4 dé ta syon’ |: short musical piece. 

13. Etude [atood’]: solo musical piece intended to 
demonstrate a special technique. 

14. Fantaisie [fan ta zé! |: improvisational musical piece. 


“Joy and pain, the heights and the depths— 
that is my Fantaisie,” he thought lovingly. “Lis- 
ten, here is the C-sharp passage.” He lingered 
over the approach, wondering if they would 
notice anything. But no, of course not, how 
should they? And he cast his eyes up prettily at 
the ceiling so that at least they might have 
something to look at. 

All these people sat there in their regular 
rows, looking at the prodigy and thinking all 
sorts of things in their regular brains. An old 
gentleman with a white beard, a seal ring’” on 
his finger and a bulbous swelling on his bald 
spot, a growth if you like, was thinking to him- 
self: “Really, one ought to be ashamed.” He had 
never got any further than “Ah, thou dearest 
Augustin” on the piano, and here he sat now, 
a gray old man, looking on while this little 
hop-o’-my-thumb performed miracles. Yes, yes, 
it is a gift of God, we must remember that. 
God grants His gifts, or He withholds them, 
and there is no shame in being an ordinary 
man. Like with the Christ Child—Before a 
child one may kneel without feeling ashamed. 
Strange that thoughts like these should be so 
satisfying—he would even say so sweet, if it 
was not too silly for a tough old man like 
him to use the word. That was how he felt, 
anyhow. 

Art . . . the businessman with the parrot- 
nose was thinking. “Yes, it adds something 
cheerful to life, a little good white silk and a 
litthe tumty-ti-ti-tum. Really he does not play so 
badly. Fully fifty seats, twelve marks apiece, 
that makes six hundred marks—and everything 
else besides. Take off the rent of the hall, the 
lighting and the programs, you must have fully 
a thousand marks profit. That is worthwhile.” 

That was Chopin’® he was just playing, 
thought the piano teacher, a lady with a 
pointed nose; she was of an age when the un- 
derstanding sharpens as the hopes decay. “But 
not very original—I will say that afterwards, it 


15. seal ring: ring with an embossed design to make 
imprints on wax. 

16. Chopin [sho’ pan]: Frederick Chopin (1810-1849), 
Polish-born French composer and pianist. 
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sounds well. And his hand position is entirely 
amateur. One must be able to lay a coin on the 
back of the hand—I would use a ruler on him.” 

Then there was a young girl, at that self- 
conscious and chlorotic’’ time of life when the 
most ineffable ideas come into the mind. She 
was thinking to herself: “What is it he is play- 
ing? It is expressive of passion, yet he is a 
child. If he kissed me it would be as though 
my little brother kissed me—no kiss at all. Is 
there such a thing as passion all by itself, with- 
out any earthly object, a sort of child’s play of 
passion? What nonsense! If I were to say such 
things aloud they would just be at me with 
some more cod-liver oil. Such is life.” 

An officer was leaning against a column. He 
looked on at Bibi’s success and thought: ‘Yes, 
you are something and I am something, each in 
his own way.” So he clapped his heels together 
and paid to the prodigy the respect which he 
felt to be due to all the powers that be. 

Then there was a critic, an elderly man in 
a shiny black coat and turned-up trousers 
splashed with mud. He sat in his free seat and 
thought: “Look at him, this young beggar of a 
Bibi. As an individual he has still to develop, 
but as a type he is already quite complete, the 
artist par excellence.'* He has in himself all the 
artist’s exaltation and his utter worthlessness, 
his charlatanry and his sacred fire, his burning 
contempt and his secret raptures. Of course I 
can’t write all that, it is too good. Of course, I 
should have been an artist myself if I had not 
seen through the whole business so clearly.” 

Then the prodigy stopped playing and a 
perfect storm arose in the hall. He had to 
come out again and again from behind his 
screen. The man with the shiny buttons carried 
up more wreaths: four laurel wreaths, a lyre’” 
made of violets, a bouquet of roses. He had not 
arms enough to convey all these tributes, the 


17. chlorotic [k1o rot’ ik]: referring to a type of anemia 
that affects adolescent girls. 

18. par excellence [par ek'sa lans’ |: beyond 
comparison. 

19. lyre: small, stringed musical instrument similar to a 
harp. 
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impresario himself mounted the stage to help 
him. He hung a laurel wreath round Bibi’s 
neck, he tenderly stroked the black hair—and 
suddenly as though overcome he bent down 
and gave the prodigy a kiss, a resounding kiss, 
square on the mouth. And then the storm be- 
came a hurricane. That kiss ran through the 
room like an electric shock, it went direct to 
people’s marrow and made them shiver down 
their backs. They were carried away by a help- 
less compulsion of sheer noise. Loud shouts 
mingled with the hysterical clapping of hands. 
Some of Bibi’s commonplace little friends 
down there waved their handkerchiefs. But the 
critic thought: “Of course that kiss had to 
come—it’s a good old gag. Yes, good Lord, if 
only one did not see through everything quite 
so clearly—” 

And so the concert drew to a close. It be- 
gan at half past seven and finished at half past 
eight. The platform was laden with wreaths and 
two little pots of flowers stood on the lamp 
stands of the piano. Bibi played as his last num- 
ber his Rhapsodie grecque,*° which turned into 
the Greek national hymn at the end. His fel- 
low-countrymen in the audience would gladly 
have sung it with him if the company had not 
been so august. They made up for it with a 
powerful noise and hullabaloo, a hot-blooded 
national demonstration. And the aging critic 
was thinking: “Yes, the hymn had to come too. 
They have to exploit every vein—publicity 
cannot afford to neglect any means to its end. 
I think I'll criticize that as inartistic. But perhaps 
I am wrong, perhaps that is the most artistic 
thing of all. What is the artist? A jack-in-the- 
box. Criticism is on a higher plane. But I can't 
say that.” And away he went in his muddy 
trousers. 

After being called out nine or ten times the 
prodigy did not come any more from behind 
the screen but went to his mother and the im- 
presario down in the hall. The audience stood 
about among the chairs and applauded and 


20. Rhapsodie grecque [rap's6 dé’ grek’]: French for 
“Greek Rhapsody”; a rhapsody is a musical piece of free, 
irregular form. 


pressed forward to see Bibi close at hand. 
Some of them wanted to see the princess too. 
Two dense circles formed, one round the prod- 
igy, the other round the princess, and you 
could actually not tell which of them was re- 
ceiving more homage. But the court lady was 
commanded to go over to Bibi; she smoothed 
down his silk jacket a bit to make it look suit- 
able for a court function, led him by the arm 
to the princess, and solemnly indicated to him 
that he was to kiss the royal hand. “How do 
you do it, child?” asked the princess. “Does it 
come into your head of itself when you sit 
down?” “Oui, madame,” answered Bibi. To 
himself he thought: “Oh, what a stupid old 
princess!” Then he turned round shyly and un- 
courtierlike and went back to his family. 

Outside in the cloakroom there was a 
crowd. People held up their numbers and re- 
ceived with open arms furs, shawls, and ga- 
loshes. Somewhere among her acquaintances 
the piano teacher stood making her critique. 
“He is not very original,” she said audibly and 
looked about her. 

In front of one of the great mirrors an ele- 
gant young lady was being arrayed in her eve- 
ning cloak and fur shoes by her brothers, two 
lieutenants. She was exquisitely beautiful, with 
her steel-blue eyes and her clean-cut, well-bred 
face. A really noble dame. When she was ready 
She stood waiting for her brothers. ‘Don’t 
Stand so long in front of the glass, Adolf,” she 


said softly to one of them, who could not tear 
himself away from the sight of his simple, 
good-looking young features. But Lieutenant 
Adolf thinks: What cheek! He would button his 
overcoat in front of the glass, just the same. 
Then they went out on the street where the 
arc lights”? gleamed cloudily through the white 
mist. Lieutenant Adolf struck up a little dance 
on the frozen snow to keep warm, with his 
hands in his slanting overcoat pockets and his 
collar turned up. 

A girl with untidy hair and swinging arms, 
accompanied by a gloomy-faced youth, came 
out just behind them. A child! she thought. A 
charming child. But in there he was an awe-in- 
spiring . . . and aloud in a toneless voice she 
said: “We are all infant prodigies, we artists.” 

“Well, bless my soul!” thought the old gen- 
tleman who had never got further than Augus- 
tin on the piano, and whose boil was now con- 
cealed by a top hat. “What does all that mean? 
She sounds very oracular.””* But the gloomy 
youth understood. He nodded his head slowly. 

Then they were silent and the untidy-haired 
girl gazed after the brothers and sister. She 
rather despised them, but she looked after 
them until they had turned the corner. 


21. arc lights: high-intensity light produced by an 
electric arc and used to illuminate outdoor nighttime 
events. 

22. oracular [6 rak/ yo lar]: with wise but mysterious 
meaning. 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


Recalling 

1. Describe Bibi and the scene as he enters the 
concert hall. 

2. Describe Bibi’s enjoyment of his music. Give 
two examples of his attitude toward the audi- 
ence. 

3. Give at least three examples of opinions about 
Bibi and his music from individuals in the au- 
dience. 


Interpreting 

4. What aspects of his concert does Bibi enjoy, 
and which does he dislike? What does the 
critic dislike about the concert? What theme 
about artists is implied? 

5. Explain how Bibi’s talent makes the audience 
feel about him. How does it make them feel 
about themselves? 

6. What is significant in the way the crowd sur- 
rounds the princess as well as Bibi after the 
concert? 
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7. What does the girl with untidy hair mean when 
she says, “We are all infant prodigies, we art- 
ists’? Why does she despise the two brothers 
and their sister? 


Extending 

8. To what extent do you think today’s artists (or 
entertainers) and audiences share the atti- 
tudes of Bibi and his audience? 


VIEWPOINT 


In a letter to his friend, conductor Bruno Wal- 
ter, Thomas Mann wrote: 


Music as well as the other arts... is ina 
crisis which sometimes threatens its very 
life. 

—Letters of Thomas Mann 


™ Based on “The Infant Prodigy,” what kind of 
crisis do you think threatens music and art? 


LITERARY FOCUS 


lrony 

Irony is a broad term used to talk about a 
contrast between appearance and reality. Situa- 
tional irony exists when what is expected to hap- 
pen is not what actually comes to pass. For ex- 
ample, near the end of Shakespeare’s Macbeth, 
Macbeth is secure in the prediction that he is safe 
until Birnam Wood marches to his castle at Dun- 
sinane. Situational irony occurs when his enemies 
hack down Birnam’s trees for use as camouflage. 

Verbal irony exists when words that appear to 
be saying one thing are really saying something 
quite different. For example, when in Shake- 
speare’s Julius Caesar Marc Antony calls Brutus 
“an honorable man,” he actually means the op- 
posite. 


Thinking About Irony 

1. In what sense does irony exist in the differ- 
ence between Bibi’s public and private person- 
alities? In the difference between the thoughts 
of the audience and their actions? 

2. Review the words of dialogue and _ interior 
monologue in “The Infant Prodigy.” Find two 
examples of verbal irony. 
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VOCABU LARY 


cease RRR REIN ICL 


Antonyms 

Antonyms are words that have opposite or 
nearly opposite meanings. Traditional and inno- 
vative are antonyms. The words in capital letters 
are from “The Infant Prodigy.” Choose the word 
that is most nearly the opposite of each word in 
capital letters, as the word is used in the selec- 
tion. Write the number of each item and the letter 
of your choice on a separate sheet. 


1. HERALDED: (a) denounced (b) applauded 
(c) invented (d) cherished 

2. NIMBLY: (a) agilely (b) gracefully 
(c) silently (d) awkwardly 


3. MARRED: (a) flawless (b) contained 
(c) wedded (d) blemished 


4. DEMURELY: (a) Outrageously 
(b) singularly (c) modestly (d) tragically 
5. MOROSELY: {a) gloomily (b) mournfully 
(c) cheerfully (d) naturally 


COMPOSITION 


yosemite 


Citing Evidence 

1 In “The Infant Prodigy” Mann uses a few well- 
chosen details of description to create sympa- 
thy for some characters and dislike for others. 
For example, he wants the reader to sympa- 
thize with the girl with untidy hair and to dislike 
Bibi’s mother. Cite evidence from the story— 
both verbatim and in paraphrase—to demon- 
Strate Mann’s use of descriptive detail. For 
help with this assignment, refer to Lesson 3 in 
the Writing About Literature Handbook at the 
back of this book. 


Writing a Music Review 

| Write a brief review of a musical performance. 
Comment on a performance that you have 
seen live or one that you know from film, tele- 
vision, or recording. In your first paragraph de- 
scribe the musician and the type of music. In 
your second paragraph write about your favor- 
able impressions of the music and the style of 
performance. Write a third paragraph in which 
you record your unfavorable impressions. 


Juan Kamon Jimenez — 1881-1958 


Juan RamO6n Jiménez {hw4n ra mGn’ hé ma/neth] wrote poetry, poetic 
criticism, and lyrical nonfiction, and he is widely considered to be 
one of Spain’s major poetic voices in the twentieth century. A tireless 
worker and a perfectionist, Jiménez authored more than thirty 
volumes of poems, and he devoted his life to revising and reworking 
them. He summed up his approach when he said that “a poem is 
never finished, only abandoned.” 

Jiménez was born in the small town of Moguer in southwestern 
Spain; his family were wealthy wine growers. After planning a career 
in law, he came to prefer painting and writing. Jiménez was 
extremely sensitive and was always in poor health. When the woman 
he loved went to school in the United States, Jiménez followed and 
married her. Together they returned to Spain, where, with his wife's 
help, Jiménez withdrew from most public activity and worked in a 
soundproof room. During the Spanish civil war Jiménez and his wife 
exiled themselves to Puerto Rico, where he continued to paint and to 
write poetry and criticism. In 1956, two days before his wife’s death, 
Jiménez received the Nobel Prize for Literature. 

Much of Jiménez’s poetic career was devoted to achieving what 
he called “naked poetry,” poems that are pure, simple, and objective. 
His best poems are fragile, refined melodies that are bathed in a 
gentle melancholy. They reflect a preoccupation with beauty, love, 
solitude, nature, and death. Jiménez’s prose work Platero and I is a 
collection of poetic essays—prose poems—that reflect the isolation 
from everyday life that he felt as an artist. Platero is a donkey that 
accompanies the narrator through the small-town world of turn-of- 
the-century Moguer. The essays, which are more lyrical than 
expository, take a whimsical, ironic look at the people, landscape, 
and heartbeat of a little town that could represent many. Although 
prose, this work is reminiscent of Jiménez’s poetry in its simple but 
poetic language and imagery and in its sensitive insights. 
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Juan Ramon Jiménez 


from Platero and I 


Translated by Eloise Roach 


Platero 


Platero is a small donkey, a soft, hairy don- 
key: so soft to the touch that he might be said 
to be made of cotton, with no bones. Only the 
jet mirrors of his eyes are hard like two black 
crystal scarabs. 

I turn him loose, and he goes to the 
meadow, and, with his nose, he gently caresses 
the little flowers of rose and blue and 
gold... .1I call him softly, “Platero?” and he 
comes to me at a gay little trot that is like 
laughter of a vague, idyllic, tinkling sound. 

He eats whatever I give him. He likes man- 
darin oranges, amber-hued muscatel grapes, 
purple figs tipped with crystalline drops of 
honey. 

He is as loving and tender as a child, but 
strong and sturdy as a rock. When on Sundays 
I ride him through the lanes in the outskirts of 
the town, slow-moving countrymen, dressed in 
their Sunday clean, watch him a while, specu- 
latively: 

“He is like steel,” they say. 

Steel, yes. Steel and moon silver at the same 
time. 


Twilight Games 


At dusk, when, stiff with cold, Platero and I 
enter the purple darkness of the miserable by- 
street that fronts the dry riverbed, the chil- 
dren of the poor are playing at make-believe, 
frightening one another, playing beggars. One 
throws a sack over his head, another says he is 
blind, another limps... . 

Later, with that fickleness of childhood, 
since they at least wear shoes and clothes, and 
since their mothers—though only they know 
how—have fed them, they become princes and 
princesses. 

“My father has a silver clock.” 
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“Mine has a horse.” 

“Mine a gun.” 

Clock to rouse him at daybreak; gun that 
cannot kill hunger; horse to take him to mis- 
ery. ... 
Then the children join hands, dancing in a 
circle. In the darkness a little girl with fragile 
voice like a thread of liquid crystal in the 
shadow sings proudly like a princess: 


“I am the young widow 
Of great Count Oré. .. .” 


Aye, aye! Sing, dream, children of the poor! 
Soon, at the awakening of your youth, spring, 
like a beggar disguised as winter, will frighten 
you. 

“Let us go, Platero.” 


Eclipse 

We unwittingly put our hands in our pock- 
ets, and on our brows we felt the fine touch of 
a cool shadow, as when entering a thick pine 
forest. The chickens began going up their 
perch, one by one. All around, the countryside 
darkened its greenness, as if the purple veil of 
the main altar were spread over it. The distant 
sea was visible as a white vision, and a few 
stars shone palely. How the whiteness of the 
roofs took on a changed whiteness! Those of us 
who were on the roofs called to each other 
more or less wittily, small dark creatures in the 
confining silence of the eclipse. 

We tried looking at the sun through all 
sorts of things: opera glasses, telescopes, bot- 
tles, smoked glass; and from all angles: the dor- 
mer window, the ladder in the yard, the gran- 
ary window; through the scarlet and blue 
panes of the skylight... . 

On hiding, the sun, which a moment before 


made everything twice, thrice, a hundred times 
greater and better with its complexities of light 
and gold, now leaves all things, without the 
long transition of twilight, lonely and poverty- 
Stricken as though one had exchanged gold for 
silver first and then silver for copper. The 
town resembles a musty and valueless copper 
cent. How gloomy and unimportant the streets, 
the squares, the tower, the mountain roads. 

Down in the yard Platero appears less real, 
different and diminished, a different don- 
key... . 


Fear 

Large, round, pure, the moon comes with 
us. In the sleepy meadows we see shadowy 
forms like black goats among the blackberry 


bushes. At our passing, someone hides noise- 
lessly. A huge almond tree, snowy with blooms 
and moonlight, its top enveloped in a white 
cloud, shadows the road shot with March stars. 
A penetrating smell of oranges. Dampness and 
silence. The witches’ glen. . . . 

“Platero, it is . . . cold!” 

Platero—I do not know whether spurred on 
by his fear or by mine—trots, enters the creek 
bed, steps on the moon and breaks it into 
pieces. It is as if a swarm of clear crystal roses 
were entangled at his feet, trying to hold 
him... . 

And Platero trots uphill, shortening his 
croup as if someone were after him, already 
sensing the soft warmth—which seems unat- 
tainable—of the approaching town. 


STUDY QUESTIONS 
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Recalling 

1. Based on “Platero,” describe the donkey’s ap- 
pearance, and find at least three things to 
which the narrator compares him. 

2. What are the three “twilight games” that the 
children play? 

3. What is the reaction of the people to the 
eclipse? To what three metals does the nar- 
rator compare the sun’s light? 

4, What causes the narrator to become afraid? 
What is Platero’s reaction to the fear? 


Interpreting 

5. According to “Platero,” what apparently oppo- 
site qualities does the donkey possess? 

6. What is the narrator’s attitude toward the poor 
children in “Twilight Games”? What does he 
predict for them? 

7. Explain how the use of detail in “Eclipse” pro- 
vides a vivid picture of the event. 

8. Explain the fear that the narrator feels in 
“Fear.” What happens when Platero “steps on 
the moon and breaks it into pieces’? 

9. In what ways are these essays like poetry? In 
what ways are they unlike poetry? 


COMPOSITION 
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Writing About Nonfiction 

& In a brief essay discuss Jiménez’s purpose in 
writing Platero and |. First explain what you 
think is the purpose of the essays, the effect 
that Jiménez wanted them to have. Then cite 
with examples the particular techniques that he 
uses to accomplish that purpose. You may 
want to consider the following: (a) narration, 
(b) description, (c) figurative language, and (qd) 
tone. For help with this assignment, refer to 
Lesson 4 in the Writing About Literature Hand- 
book at the back of this book. 


Writing a Prose Poem 

® In the manner of Jiménez, write a poetic essay 
that describes an object and hints at emotions 
that the object awakens. To do so, describe an 
object in prose, but choose words and images 
carefully to reveal the feelings associated with 
the object. You may choose any object for the 
description, but you may want to consider one 
of the following: (a) a hamburger, (b) a catch- 
er’s mitt (or other piece of sports equipment), 
(c) a lawnmower, (d) a favorite item of clothing, 
or (e) a caterpillar. 
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Franz Kafka 1883-1924 


Franz Kafka’s [frants kaf’ka] fiction presents the most unusual events 
as completely commonplace. For example, in “The Metamorphosis” a 
young man wakes to discover his own transformation into an insect. 
Kafka’s world is full of such occurrences, nightmares that capture 
what he saw as the particular anxiety of modern life. His characters— 
ordinary, rational beings—must cope with a world they no longer 
understand. They struggle unsuccessfully with the unknown, trying to 
make sense of events that are incomprehensible. Kafka’s puzzling 
view of the world defies classification but contains elements of 
surrealism and existentialism. The nightmare vision, the illogical 
combination of events, and the seemingly realistic, detailed style 
create a verbal equivalent of surrealist art. Yet the fiction also 
pictures an existential world without meaningful order or pattern, a 
world in which human beings must live according to rules they 
cannot understand. 

Franz Kafka was born in Prague, in what is now Czechoslovakia, 
to an affluent German-speaking Jewish family. He wrote part time 
while working as an insurance lawyer. Because his father 
disapproved of his literary interests and because of his own doubts 
about his talents, he published only a few works during his life 
and intended the rest to be destroyed after his death. A friend 
disobeyed instructions and published the remainder of the work 
after Kafka died of tuberculosis at forty-one. 

Kafka’s work is a series of variations on a recurring topic: the 
estrangement of the individual from society. In The Trial (1925) a 
man is arrested, tried, and executed for a crime he never 
understands. In The Castle (1926) a man struggles to enter the 
fortress home of a supreme authority. The atmosphere is one of 
futility, loneliness, and alienation. Meaning exists on different levels 
and is suggested through symbolism, descriptive detail, and 
concrete imagery. Like all Kafka’s fiction, “First Sorrow” presents a 
puzzle for both hero and reader. 
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Franz Kafka 


First Sorrow 


Translated by Willa and Edwin Muir 


A trapeze artist—this art, practiced high in 
the vaulted domes of the great variety theaters, 
is admittedly one of the most difficult human- 
ity can achieve—had so arranged his life that, 
as long as he kept working in the same build- 
ing, he never came down from his trapeze by 
night or day, at first only from a desire to per- 
fect his skill, but later because custom was too 
strong for him. All his needs, very modest 
needs at that, were supplied by relays of 
attendants who watched from below and sent 
up and hauled down again in specially con- 
structed containers whatever he required. This 
way of living caused no particular inconven- 
ience to the theatrical people, except that, 
when other turns were on the stage, his being 
still up aloft, which could not be dissembled, 
proved somewhat distracting, as also the fact 
that, although at such times he mostly kept 
very still, he drew a stray glance here and 
there from the public. Yet the management 
overlooked this, because he was an extraordi- 
nary and unique artist. And of course they rec- 
ognized that this mode of life was no mere 
prank, and that only in this way could he really 
keep himself in constant practice and his art at 
the pitch of its perfection. 

Besides, it was quite healthful up there, and 
when in the warmer seasons of the year the 
side windows all around the dome of the the- 
ater were thrown open and sun and fresh air 
came pouring irresistibly into the dusky vault, 
it was even beautiful. True, his social life was 
somewhat limited, only sometimes a fellow ac- 
robat swarmed up the ladder to him, and then 
they both sat on the trapeze, leaning left and 
cight against the supporting ropes, and chatted, 
or builders’ workmen repairing the roof ex- 
changed a few words with him through an 
open window, or the fireman, inspecting the 
emergency lighting in the top gallery, called 


over to him something that sounded respectful 
but could hardly be made out. Otherwise noth- 
ing disturbed his seclusion; occasionally, per- 
haps, some theater hand straying through the 
empty theater of an afternoon gazed thought- 
fully up into the great height of the roof, al- 
most beyond eyeshot, where the trapeze artist, 
unaware that he was being observed, practiced 
his art or rested. 

The trapeze artist could have gone on living 
peacefully like that, had it not been for the in- 
evitable journeys from place to place, which he 
found extremely trying. Of course his manager 
saw to it that his sufferings were not prolonged 
one moment more than necessary; for town 
travel, racing automobiles were used, which 
whirled him, by night if possible or in the ear- 
liest hours of the morning, through the empty 
Streets at breakneck speed, too slow all the 
same for the trapeze artist’s impatience; for 
railways journeys, a whole compartment was 
reserved, in which the trapeze artist, as a pos- 
sible though wretched alternative to his usual 
way of living, could pass the time up on the 
luggage rack; in the next town on their circuit, 
long before he arrived, the trapeze was already 
slung up in the theater and all the doors lead- 
ing to the stage were flung wide open, all cor- 
ridors kept free—yet the manager never knew 
a happy moment until the trapeze artist set his 
foot on the rope ladder and in a twinkling, at 
long last, hung aloft on his trapeze. 

Despite so many journeys having been suc- 
cessfully arranged by the manager, each new 
one embarrassed him again, for the journeys, 
apart from everything else, got on the nerves 
of the artist a great deal. 

Once when they were again traveling to- 
gether, the trapeze artist lying on the luggage 
rack dreaming, the manager leaning back in the 
opposite window seat reading a book, the tra- 
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peze artist addressed his companion in a low 
voice. The manager was immediately all atten- 
tion. The trapeze artist, biting his lips, said that 
he must always in future have two trapezes for 
his performance instead of only one, two tra- 
pezes opposite each other. The manager at 
once agreed. But the trapeze artist, as if to 
show that the manager’s consent counted for 
as little as his refusal, said that never again 
would he perform on only one trapeze, in no 
circumstances whatever. The very idea that it 
might happen at all seemed to make him shud- 
der. The manager, watchfully feeling his way, 
once more emphasized his entire agreement, 
two trapezes were better than one, besides it 
would be an advantage to have a second bar, 
more variety could be introduced into the per- 
formance. At that the trapeze artist suddenly 
burst into tears. Deeply distressed, the manager 
sprang to his feet and asked what was the mat- 
ter, then getting no answer climbed up on the 
seat and caressed him, cheek to cheek, so that 
his own face was bedabbled by the trapeze art- 
ist’s tears. Yet it took much questioning and 


soothing endearment until the trapeze artist 
sobbed: “Only the one bar in my hands—how 
can I go on living!” That made it somewhat 
easier for the manager to comfort him; he 
promised to wire from the very next station 
for a second trapeze to be installed in the first 
town on their circuit; reproached himself for 
having let the artist work so long on only one 
trapeze; and thanked and praised him warmly 
for having at last brought the mistake to his 
notice. And so he succeeded in reassuring the 
trapeze artist, little by little, and was able to go 
back to his corner. But he himself was far from 
reassured, with deep uneasiness he kept glanc- 
ing secretly at the trapeze artist over the top 
of his book. Once such ideas began to torment 
him, would they ever quite leave him alone? 
Would they not rather increase in urgency? 
Would they not threaten his very existence? 
And indeed the manager believed he could see, 
during the apparently peaceful sleep which had 
succeeded the fit of tears, the first furrows of 
care engraving themselves upon the trapeze 
artist’s smooth, childlike forehead. 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


Recalling 

1. Why did the trapeze artist stay on his trapeze 
night and day? Why did the management per- 
mit him to do so? 

2. Briefly describe the trapeze artist's manner of 
traveling. 

3. What tearful request does the trapeze artist 
make of his manager? What is the manager’s 
reaction? 

4. What thought worries the manager at the end 
of the story? 


Interpreting 

5. In what sense do the trapeze artist's way of 

life and his request to the manager represent 

modern life in general? Explain. 

What is the significance of the story’s title? 

7. Explain the significance of the story’s last four 
sentences. 
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LITERARY FOCUS 


Existentialism 

Existentialism [eg’zis ten’sha liz’am] is a 
modern European philosophy that is concerned 
with the nature of life, or existence. It developed 
as a highly pragmatic response to the alienation 
and confusion that defines the modern age. Ex- 
istentialists consider life empty of any meaning, 
purpose, or value other than that which individu- 
als give to their own lives. Existentialists believe 
that people must cope with the indifference of the 
world around them and define themselves entirely 
through their own actions. Although Kafka’s fiction 
is not purely existential, his work influenced Jean- 
Paul Sartre and Albert Camus, leaders of the ex- 
istentialist movement in France. 


Thinking About Existentialism 
& Explain how the events of “First Sorrow” sug- 
gest an existentialist view of life. 


Hermann Hesse _ 1887-1962 


Young people across Europe and America have been responding to 
Hermann Hesse’s [hes’a] voice for more than fifty years. After World 
War I Thomas Mann wrote of Hesse’s novel Demian (1919) that it 
“struck the nerve of the times and called forth grateful rapture from 
a whole youthful generation who believed that an interpreter of their 
innermost life had risen from their own midst—whereas it was a 
man already thirty-two years old.” Hesse was able to appeal to that 
and succeeding generations of young people by exploring issues that 
concern them: identity, self-realization, and individuality. 

Hermann Hesse was born in Calw, in southern Germany’s Black 
Forest. His parents were Protestant missionaries who spent many 
years in India. Hesse, who was expected to follow his parents into 
their vocation, worked instead as a bookseller, a job which he hoped 
would lead to a writing career. His early writings were successful 
and won him a following. Hesse angered many of his faithful 
readers, however, with a series of pacifist essays during World War I. 
After the war he moved to Switzerland and surrendered his German 
citizenship. 

Demian was the first novel to express the new man that Hesse 
felt he had become after the war. The novel teaches that people have 
a “divine duty” to be themselves and that the only way to improve 
the human condition is for each individual to improve from within. 
Demian and the novels that followed sought a balance between what 
Hesse saw as conflicting poles in life—order and chaos, reason and 
antireason, the mind and the senses. Oriental philosophy, which he 
had absorbed through his family’s missionary work, became an 
influence in novels such as Siddhartha (1922) and Steppenwolf 
(1927). Each novel presents one person's journey in search of self- 
awareness and fulfillment. 

Like all of Hesse’s work, “The Jackdaw” contains different levels 
of meaning. (The title refers to a European black bird smaller than a 
crow.) On the surface the mood of the story is light, but careful 
reading uncovers a serious, perhaps somber undertone. 
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Hermann Hesse 


The Jackdaw 


Translated by Rika Lesser 


It has been a long time since, as a returning 
visitor to Baden’ to take the cure, I have gone 
there with the expectation of being surprised. 
The day will come when the last stretch of the 
Goldwand will be built over, the lovely spa 
park converted into factories, but I will not 
live to see this. And yet on this visit, on the 
ugly, lopsided bridge to Ennetbaden, a wonder- 
ful and charming surprise awaited me. I am in 
the habit of allowing myself a few moments of 
sheer pleasure each day when I stand on this 
bridge—it lies but a few steps from the spa ho- 
tel—and feed the gulls with some small pieces 
of bread. They are not at the bridge at all 
hours of the day, and when they are there one 
cannot talk to them. There are times when 
they sit in long rows on the roof of the city 
baths building, guarding the bridge and waiting 
for one of the passers-by to stop, take some 
bread out of his pocket, and throw it to them. 
When someone tosses a bit of bread up into 
the air, the youthful and acrobatic gulls like to 
hover over the head of the bread-thrower as 
long as they can; one can watch each one and 
try to make sure that each gull will get its 
turn. Then one is besieged by a deafening roar- 
ing and flashing, a whirling and clattering 
swarm of feverish life; beleaguered and wooed, 
one stands amid a white-gray winged cloud, 
out of which, without pause, short, shrill 
shrieks shoot. But there are always a number 
of more prudent and less athletic gulls who 
keep their distance from the tumult and who 
leisurely cruise down below the bridge and 
over the streaming waters of the river Limmat, 
where it is calm and where some piece of 
bread, having escaped the clutches of the vying 


1. Baden [bad/’on]: town and spa, or health resort with 
hot springs baths, on the Limmat River in northern 
Switzerland. 
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acrobats up above, is always sure to fall. At 
other times of day, there are no gulls here at 
all. Perhaps they have all gone on an outing to- 
gether, a school or a club excursion; perhaps 
they have found an especially rich feeding 
place farther down the Limmat; in any event, 
they have all disappeared together. And then 
there are other hours when, to be sure, the 
whole flock of gulls is at hand, but they are 
not sitting on the rooftops or thronging over 
the head of the feeder; rather, they are swarm- 
ing and raising a din importantly and excitedly 
just above the surface of the water a bit down- 
stream. No amount of waving or bread-tossing 
will help, they don’t give a hoot, busy as they 
are with their bird games, and perhaps their 
human games: gathering the tribes together, 
brawling, voting, trading stocks, who knows 
what else. And even with baskets full of the 
most delectable morsels you would not be able 
to draw them away from their uproarious and 
important transactions and games. 

This time when I got to the bridge, seated 
on the railing was a black bird, a jackdaw of 
extremely small stature, and when it did not 
fly away at my nearer approach, I stalked it, 
more and more slowly inching closer to it, one 
small step after the other. It showed neither 
fear nor suspicion, only attentiveness and curi- 
Osity; it let me get within a half step of it, sur- 
veyed me with its blithe bird eyes, and tilted 
its powdery gray head to one side, as if to say: 
“Come now, old man, you certainly do stare!” 
Indeed, I was staring. This jackdaw was accus- 
tomed to having dealings with humans, you 
could talk to it, and a few people who knew 
him had already come by and greeted him, say- 
ing: “Salut,? Jakob.” I tried to find out more 


2. Salut [sa la’ ]: French for “hello.” 


about him, and since that time [’ve collected 
quite a bit of information, all of it contradic- 
tory. The main questions remain unanswered: 
where the bird made its home and how it 
came to be on intimate terms with human 
beings. One person told me the bird was 
tamed and that he belonged to a woman in En- 
netbaden. Another said that he roamed freely, 
wherever it suited him, and sometimes he’d fly 
into a room through an open window, peck at 
something edible, or pluck to shreds some 
knitted garment left lying around. A man from 
one of the French-speaking cantons,’ obviously 
a bird specialist, asserted that this jackdaw be- 
longed to a very rare species, which, as far as 
he knew, could be found only in the mountains 
of Fribourg,* where it lived in the rocky cliffs. 

After that, I would meet the jackdaw Jakob 
almost every day; now by myself, now with my 
wife, I would greet him and talk to him. One 
day my wife was wearing a pair of shoes whose 
uppers had a pattern cut out of the leather, al- 
lowing a bit of stocking to shine through the 
holes. These shoes, and especially the little is- 
lands of hose, interested Jakob a great deal; he 
alit on the ground, and with sparkling eyes he 
took aim and pecked at them with gusto. Many 
a time he would sit on my arm or my shoulder 
and peck at my coat, my collar, my cheek, and 
my neck, or tear at the brim of my hat. He did 
not care for bread; still, he would get jealous 
and sometimes downright angry if you shared 
it with the gulls in his presence. He accepted 
and adeptly picked walnuts or peanuts from 
the hand of the giver. But best of all he liked 
to peck, pluck, pulverize, and destroy any little 
thing—a crumpled ball of paper, a cigar stub, a 
little piece of cardboard or material; he’d put 
one of his feet on it and rashly and impatiently 
hack away at it with his beak. And time and 
again one perceives that he does all this not 
for his sake alone but on behalf of the onlook- 
ers, some of whom always and many of whom 


3. French-speaking cantons [kan‘tonz]|: Cantons are 
states in Switzerland; they are grouped according to the 
three official languages, French, German, and Italian. 

4. Fribourg [fré boor’}: canton in western Switzerland. 


often gather around him. For them he hops 
about on the ground or back and forth on the 
railing of the bridge, enjoying the crowd; he 
flutters onto the head or shoulder of one of 
the members of the audience, alights again on 
the ground, studies our shoes, and forcefully 
pecks at them. He takes pleasure in pecking 
and plucking, tearing and destroying, he does 
all this with roguish delight; but the members 
of the audience must also participate, they 
must admire, laugh, cry out, feel flattered by 
his show of friendliness, and then again show 
fear when he pecks at their stockings, hats, and 
hands. 

He has no fear of the gulls, who are twice 
as large and many times stronger than he; 
sometimes he flies on high right in their midst. 
And they let him be. For one thing, he who 
scarcely touches bread is neither a rival nor a 
spoilsport; for another, I suppose that they, 
too, consider him a phenomenon, something 
rare, enigmatic, and a little bit uncanny. He is 
alone, belongs to no tribe, follows no customs, 
obeys no commands, no laws; he has left the 
tribe of jackdaws, where once he was one 
among many, and has turned toward the hu- 
man tribe, which looks on him with astonish- 
ment and brings him offerings, and which he 
serves as a buffoon or a tightrope walker when 
it suits him; he makes fun of them and yet can- 
not get enough of their admiration. Between 
the bright gulls and the motley humans he sits, 
black, impudent, and alone, the only one of his 
kind; by destiny or by choice, he has no tribe 
and no homeland. Audacious and sharp-eyed, 
he sits watching over the traffic on the bridge, 
pleased that only a few people rush past inat- 
tentive, that the majority stop for a while, of- 
ten a long while; because of him they remain 
standing, and gaze at him in astonishment, 
racking their brains over him, calling him Ja- 
kob, and only reluctantly deciding to walk on. 
He does not take people more seriously than a 
jackdaw should, and yet he seems unable to do 
without them. 

When I found myself alone with him—and 
this happened only rarely—I could talk to him 
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a little in a bird language which as a boy and 
youth I had partly learned from years of inti- 
mate discourse with our pet parrot and had 
partly invented on my own; it consisted of a 
brief melodic series of notes uttered in a gut- 
tural tone. I would bend down toward Jakob 
and talk things over with him in a fraternal 
way in my half-bird dialect; he would throw 
back his lovely head; he enjoyed both listening 
and thinking his own thoughts. But unexpect- 
edly the rogue and the sprite would come to 
the fore in him again; he would alight on my 
shoulder, dig in his claws, and rapping like a 
woodpecker he would hammer his beak into 
my neck or cheek, until it was too much for 
me and I would shrug myself free, whereupon 
he would return to the railing, amused and 
ready for new games. But at the same time he 
would survey the footpath in both directions 
with hasty glances, to see if more of the tribe 
of humans were on the march and whether 
there were any new conquests to be made. He 
understood his position to a tee, his hold on us 
great clumsy animals, his uniqueness and cho- 
senness in the midst of a strange ungainly peo- 
ple, and he enjoyed it enormously, tightrope 
walker and actor, when he found himself in the 
thick of a crowd of admiring, moved, or laugh- 
ing giants. In me, at least, he had gained favor, 
and those times when I came to pay him a visit 
and did not find him I was disappointed and 
sad. My interest in him was a good deal 
stronger than in the majority of my fellow hu- 
man beings. And much as I esteemed the gulls 
and loved their beautiful, wild, fervent expres- 
sions of life, when I stood in their fluttering 
midst, they were not individuals; they were a 
flock, a band, and even if I looked back to ex- 
amine one of them more closely as an individ- 
ual, never again would I recognize him once 
he had escaped my field of vision. 

I have never learned where and by what 
means Jakob was estranged from his tribe and 
the safe harbor of his anonymity, whether he 
himself had chosen this extraordinary destiny— 
as tragic as it was radiant—or whether he had 
been forced to do so. The latter is more plau- 
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sible. Presumably he was quite young when 
perhaps he fell wounded or unfledged from the 
nest, was found and taken in by people, cared 
for and raised. And yet our imagination is not 
always satisfied with the most plausible expla- 
nation, it also likes to play with the remote 
and the sensational, and so I have conceived of 
two further possibilities beyond the probable 
one. It is conceivable, or rather, imaginable 
that this Jakob was a genius who from an early 
age felt himself to be very different, striving for 
an abnormal degree of individuality, dreaming 
of accomplishments, achievements, and honors 
which were unknown in jackdaw life and the 
jackdaw tribe, and thus he became an outsider 
and loner who, like the young man in Schiller’s 
poem,’ shunned the coarse company of his 
companions and wandered about by himself 
until through some lucky chance the world 
opened for him a door to the realm of beauty, 
art, and fame, about which all young geniuses 
have dreamed since time out of mind. 

The other fable I’ve made up about Jakob is 
this: Jakob was a ne’er-do-well, a mischief- 
maker, a little rascal, which in no way rules 
out his being a genius. With his impudent at- 
tacks and pranks, he had at first bewildered 
and at times delighted his father and mother, 
siblings and relatives, and finally the whole of 
his community or colony. From early on, he 
was considered to be a little devil and a sly fel- 
low, then he became more and more impertti- 
nent, and in the end he had so provoked his 
father’s household against him, as well as the 
neighbors, the tribe, and the government, that 
he was solemnly excommunicated and, like the 
scapegoat, driven out into the wilderness. But 
before he languished away and perished, he 
came into contact with human beings. Having 
conquered his natural fear of the clumsy giants, 
he drew closer to them and joined them, en- 
chanting them with his cheerful disposition 
and his uniqueness—of which he himself had 


5. Schiller's poem: refers to “The Lay of the Bell,” a 
poem by the German poet Johann von Schiller (1759- 
1805). 


long been aware. And so he found his way into 
the city and the world of human beings, and in 
it a place for himself as a joker, an actor, a 
main attraction, and a wunderkind.® He became 
what he is today: the darling of a large public, 
a much sought-after charmeur’—particularly of 
elderly ladies and gentlemen, as much a friend 
to humans as one contemptuous of them, an 
artist soliloquizing at the podium, an envoy 
from a strange world—one unknown to clumsy 
giants, a buffoon for some, a dark admonition 
for others, laughed at, applauded, loved, ad- 
mired, pitied, a drama for all, an enigma for the 
contemplative. 

We the contemplative—for doubtless there 
are many others besides myself—turn our 
thoughts and conjectures, our impulse to un- 
derstand the fabulous, not solely toward Ja- 
kob’s enigmatic lineage and past. His appear- 
ance, which so stimulates our imagination, 
compels us to devote some thought to his fu- 


6. wunderkind [voon’ dar kint’]: ‘wonder child,” or 
child prodigy. 
7. charmeur |shar moer’ |: French for “charmer.” 


ture as well. And we do this with some hesi- 
tation, with a feeling of resistance and sadness, 
for the presumable and probable end of our 
darling will be a violent one. No matter how 
much we may want to imagine a quiet and nat- 
ural death for him, something on the order of 
his dying in the warm room and good care of 
that legendary lady in Ennetbaden to whom he 
supposedly “belongs,” all probability speaks 
against it. A creature that has emerged from 
the freedom of the wild, from a secure place in 
a community and a tribe, and has fallen into 
the company of human beings and into civili- 
zation, no matter how adeptly he may adapt to 
the foreign surroundings, no matter how aware 
he may be of the advantages his unique situa- 
tion provides, such a creature cannot com- 
pletely escape the countless dangers concealed 
in this very situation. The mere thought of all 
these imaginable dangers—from electric cur- 
rent to being locked up in a room with a cat 
or dog, or being captured and tormented by 
cruel little boys—makes one shudder. 

There are reports of peoples in olden times 
who every year chose or drew lots for a king. 
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Then a handsome, nameless, and poor youth, a 
slave perhaps, would suddenly be clad in splen- 
did robes and raised to the position of king; he 
would be given a palace or a majestic tent-of- 
state, servants ready to serve, lovely girls, 
kitchen, cellar, stable, and orchestra; the whole 
fairy tale of kingship, power, riches, and pomp 
would become reality for the chosen one. And 
so the new ruler would live amidst pomp and 
circumstance for days, weeks, months, until a 
year had elapsed. Then he would be tied and 
bound, taken to the place of execution, and 
slaughtered. 

And it is of this story, which I read once 


decades ago and whose authenticity I have nei- 
ther occasion nor desire to verify, this glitter- 
ing and gruesome story—beautiful as a fairy 
tale and steeped in death, that I must some- 
times think when I[ observe Jakob, pecking pea- 
nuts from ladies’ hands, rebuking an overly 
clumsy child with a blow from his beak, taking 
an interest in and somewhat patronizingly lis- 
tening to my parrotlike chatter, or plucking up 
a paper ball before an enraptured audience, 
holding it fast with one of his clawed feet— 
while his capricious head and his bristling gray 
headfeathers simultaneously appear to express 
anger and delight. 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


Recalling 

1. Describe the behavior of the two types of gulls 
near the bridge. In what ways is the jackdaw 
different from either type? 

2. What three explanations does the narrator of- 
fer for how the jackdaw became separated 
from his flock? 

3. What activities does the jackdaw share with 
humans? Find two conflicting emotions toward 
humans that the narrator gives to the jackdaw. 

4. Relate briefly and in your own words the story 
of the poor youth made king. 


Interpreting 

5. Why does the narrator call the jackdaw’s sep- 
aration from its flock “tragic” and ‘radiant’? 

6. Based on the type of human the bird repre- 
sents, explain the symbolism of the jackdaw. 

7. Explain the significance of the story of the 
poor youth made king. 


Extending 

8. Why do you think authors often choose to dis- 
guise their observations on human nature by 
writing about animals? In answering, consider 
also the fables by Aesop (page 671). 


VIEWPOINT 


Hesse’s popularity among young people 
caused many youth to seek his advice. One critic 
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reveals Hesse’s reaction to these requests: 


. . . he did not want to be a counselor, a 
physician, or a leader, and if there was any- 
thing he ever intended to teach, it was that 
young people should become themselves. 
—A. Otten, Hesse Companion 


f Does “The Jackdaw” exemplify Hesse’s refusal 
to be a leader? According to the story what pres- 
sures do people who ‘‘become themselves’ face? 


COMPOSITION 


Writing a Comparison/Contrast 

= Compare and contrast Hesse’s “Jackdaw” and 
Thomas Mann's “infant Prodigy.” Point out 
similarities and differences in their content and 
in their techniques. You may wish to consider 
plot, character, setting, theme, and symbolism. 
For help with this assignment, refer to Lesson 
2 in the Writing About Literature Handbook at 
the back of this book. 


Writing a Fable 

@ Write a brief fable in which an animal character 
symbolizes a human trait. To do this, choose 
(1) a facet of human nature about which you 
would like to write and (2) an animal that is an 
appropriate symbol of this human trait. In cre- 
ating your fable, illustrate the personality of the 
animal character, and show its relationships 
with other animals. 


Albert Camus 1913-1960 


In the essay The Myth of Sisyphus [{sis’a fas] (1942), Albert Camus 

[ka moo’] demonstrates his existentialist philosophy. Sisyphus is a 
mythological character who was condemned by the gods to roll a 
huge boulder up a mountain only to have to begin anew when the 
boulder rolled down again. Condemned to this absurdity forever, 
Sisyphus symbolizes Camus’s view of life as a ceaseless replay of 
meaningless existence. Camus refused to be included with French 
author Jean-Paul Sartre among the existentialists but is usually ranked 
as one of their strongest voices. One area of disagreement between 
him and many other existentialists is Camus’s optimism. While others 
denied any hope, Camus gradually came to believe in the possibility 
of honesty and dignity in a world without order or purpose. Even 
Sisyphus could attain happiness by being honest with himself and by 
accepting what he could not change. 

Camus was born in Algeria—at the time a French colony—in 
North Africa. His parents were poor; his mother was deaf. Camus 
studied philosophy in college and worked as a journalist and as an 
actor. During World War II he edited a resistance newspaper for the 
underground movement against the German occupation of France. 
His essays, novels, and plays won him the Nobel Prize for Literature 
in 1957, three years before he died in an automobile accident. 

Camus’s novels show the development of his philosophy. The 
Stranger (1942) illustrates the isolation and alienation of the 
individual; it also deals with human freedom and its attendant burden 
of responsibility. The Plague (1947) displays Camus’s compassion and 
his call for human solidarity in the face of life’s absurdity. The Fall 
(1957), his most pessimistic novel, presents humanity as the source 
of its own suffering. “The Guest” is one of Camus’s later stories. 
Beyond the plot lies Camus’s ever-present question: Why? 
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Albert Camus 


The Guest 


Translated by Justin O’Brien 


The schoolmaster was watching the two 
men climb toward him. One was on horseback, 
the other on foot. They had not yet tackled the 
abrupt rise leading to the schoolhouse built on 
the hillside. They were toiling onward, making 
slow progress in the snow, among the stones 
on the vast expanse of the high, deserted pla- 
teau. From time to time the horse stumbled. 
Without hearing anything yet, he could see the 
breath issuing from the horse’s nostrils. One of 
the men, at least, knew the region. They were 
following the trail although it had disappeared 
days ago under a layer of dirty white snow. 
The schoolmaster calculated that it would take 
them half an hour to get onto the hill. It was 
cold; he went back into the school to get a 
sweater. 

He crossed the empty, frigid classroom. On 
the blackboard the four rivers of France, drawn 
with four different colored chalks, had been 
flowing toward their estuaries for the past 
three days. Snow had suddenly fallen in mid- 
October after eight months of drought without 
the transition of rain, and the twenty pupils, 
more or less, who lived in the villages scat- 
tered over the plateau had stopped coming. 
With fair weather they would return. Daru now 
heated only the single room that was his lodg- 
ing, adjoining the classroom and giving also 
onto the plateau to the east. Like the class win- 
dows, his window looked to the south too. On 
that side the school was a few kilometers from 
the point where the plateau began to slope to- 
ward the south. In clear weather could be seen 
the purple mass of the mountain range where 
the gap opened onto the desert. 

Somewhat warmed, Daru returned to the 
window from which he had first seen the two 
men. They were no longer visible. Hence they 
must have tackled the rise. The sky was not so 
dark, for the snow had stopped falling during 
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the night. The morning had opened with a 
dirty light which had scarcely become brighter 
as the ceiling of clouds lifted. At two in the af- 
ternoon it seemed as if the day were merely 
beginning. But still this was better than those 
three days when the thick snow was falling 
amid unbroken darkness with little gusts of 
wind that rattled the double door of the class- 
room. Then Daru had spent long hours in his 
room, leaving it only to go to the shed and 
feed the chickens or get some coal. Fortunately 
the delivery truck from Tadjid, the nearest vil- 
lage to the north, had brought his supplies two 
days before the blizzard. It would return in 
forty-eight hours. 

Besides, he had enough to resist a siege, for 
the little room was cluttered with bags of 
wheat that the administration left as a stock to 
distribute to those of his pupils whose families 
had suffered from the drought. Actually they 
had all been victims because they were ail 
poor. Every day Daru would distribute a ration 
to the children. They had missed it, he knew, 
during these bad days. Possibly one of the fa- 
thers or big brothers would come this after- 
noon and he could supply them with grain. It 
was just a matter of carrying them over to the 
next harvest. Now shiploads of wheat were ar- 
riving from France and the worst was over. But 
it would be hard to forget that poverty, that 
army of ragged ghosts wandering in the sun- 
light, the plateaus burned to a cinder month af- 
ter month, the earth shriveled up little by lit- 
tle, literally scorched, every stone bursting into 
dust under one’s foot. The sheep had died then 
by thousands and even a few men, here and 
there, sometimes without anyone’s knowing. 

In contrast with such poverty, he who lived 
almost like a monk in his remote schoolhouse, 
nonetheless satisfied with the little he had and 
with the rough life, had felt like a lord with his 


whitewashed walls, his narrow couch, his un- 
painted shelves, his well, and his weekly pro- 
vision of water and food. And suddenly this 
snow, without warning, without the foretaste 
of rain. This is the way the region was, cruel 
to live in, even without men—who didn’t help 
matters either. But Daru had been born here. 
Everywhere else, he felt exiled. 

He stepped out onto the terrace in front of 
the schoolhouse. The two men were now half- 
way up the slope. He recognized the horseman 
as Balducci, the old gendarme’ he had known 
for a long time. Balducci was holding on the 
end of a rope an Arab who was walking behind 
him with hands bound and head lowered. The 
gendarme waved a greeting to which Daru did 
not reply, lost as he was in contemplation of 
the Arab dressed in a faded blue jellaba,’ his 
feet in sandals but covered with socks of heavy 
raw wool, his head surmounted by a narrow, 
short chéche.* They were approaching. Bal- 
ducci was holding back his horse in order not 
to hurt the Arab, and the group was advancing 
slowly. 

Within earshot, Balducci shouted: “One 
hour to do the three kilometers from El 
Ameur!” Daru did not answer. Short and square 
in his thick sweater, he watched them climb. 
Not once had the Arab raised his head. ‘“‘Hello,” 
said Daru when they got up onto the terrace. 
“Come in and warm up.” Balducci painfully got 
down from his horse without letting go the 
rope. From under his bristling mustache he 
smiled at the schoolmaster. His little dark eyes, 
deep-set under a tanned forehead, and _ his 
mouth surrounded with wrinkles made him 
look attentive and studious. Daru took the bri- 
dle, led the horse to the shed, and came back 
to the two men, who were now waiting for 
him in the school. He led them into his room. 
“fam going to heat up the classroom,” he said. 


1. gendarme [zhan’darm]: armed policeman in French- 
speaking countries. 

2. jellaba [jo 14’b9a): loose-fitting hooded garment worn 
by men in North Africa. 

3. chéche [shash’ ya]: cylindrical tasseled cap worn by 
Arabs. 


“We'll be more comfortable there.” When he 
entered the room again, Balducci was on the 
couch. He had undone the rope tying him to 
the Arab, who had squatted near the stove. His 
hands still bound, the chéche pushed back on 
his head, he was looking toward the window. 
At first Daru noticed only his huge lips, fat, 
smooth, almost Negroid; yet his nose was 
Straight, his eyes were dark and full of fever. 
The chéche revealed an obstinate forehead and, 
under the weathered skin now rather discol- 
ored by the cold, the whole face had a restless 
and rebellious look that struck Daru when the 
Arab, turning his face toward him, looked him 
straight in the eyes. “Go into the other room,” 
said the schoolmaster, ‘and Pll make you some 
mint tea.” “Thanks,” Balducci said. “What a 
chore! How I long for retirement.” And ad- 
dressing his prisoner in Arabic: “Come on, 
you.” The Arab got up and, slowly, holding his 
bound wrists in front of him, went into the 
classroom. 

With the tea, Daru brought a chair. But Bal- 
ducci was already enthroned on the nearest 
pupil’s desk and the Arab had squatted against 
the teacher’s platform facing the stove, which 
stood between the desk and the window. 
When he held out the glass of tea to the pris- 
oner, Daru hesitated at the sight of his bound 
hands. “He might perhaps be untied.” “Sure,” 
said Balducci. “That was for the trip.” He 
started to get to his feet. But Daru, setting the 
glass on the floor, had knelt beside the Arab. 
Without saying anything, the Arab watched him 
with his feverish eyes. Once his hands were 
free, he rubbed his swollen wrists against each 
other, took the glass of tea, and sucked up the 
burning liquid in swift little sips. 

“Good,” said Daru. “And where are you 
headed?” 

Balducci withdrew his mustache from the 
tea. “Here, son.” 

“Odd _ pupils! 
night?” 

“No. I’m going back to El Ameur. And you 
will deliver this fellow to Tinguit. He is ex- 
pected at police headquarters.” 


And you’re spending the 


Albert Camus 901 


Balducci was looking at Daru with a 
friendly little smile. 

“What’s this story?” asked the schoolmaster. 
“Are you pulling my leg?” 

“No, son. Those are the orders.” 

“The orders? I''m not... .” Daru hesitated, 
not wanting to hurt the old Corsican.’ “I mean, 
that’s not my job.” 

“What! What’s the meaning of that? In war- 
time people do all kinds of jobs.” 

“Then I'll wait for the declaration of war!” 

Balducci nodded. 

“O.K. But the orders exist and they concern 
you too. Things are brewing, it appears. There 
is talk of a forthcoming revolt. We are mobi- 
lized, in a way.” 

Daru still had his obstinate look. 

“Listen, son,” Balducci said. “I like you and 
you must understand. There’s only a dozen of 
us at El Ameur to patrol throughout the whole 
territory of a small department and I must get 
back in a hurry. I was told to hand this guy 
over to you and return without delay. He 
couldn’t be kept there. His village was begin- 
ning to stir; they wanted to take him back. You 
must take him to Tinguit tomorrow before the 
day is over. Twenty kilometers shouldn't faze a 
husky fellow like you. After that, all will be 
over. You'll come back to your pupils and your 
comfortable life.” 

Behind the wall the horse could be heard 
snorting and pawing the earth. Daru was look- 
ing out the window. Decidedly, the weather 
was clearing and the light was increasing over 
the snowy plateau. When all the snow was 
melted, the sun would take over again and 
once more would burn the fields of stone. For 
days, still, the unchanging sky would shed its 
dry light on the solitary expanse where noth- 
ing had any connection with man. 

“After all,” he said, turning around toward 
Balducci, “what did he do?” And, before the 
gendarme had opened his mouth, he asked: 
“Does he speak French?” 


4. Corsican: person from Corsica, a French island in the 
Mediterranean. 
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“No, not a word. We had been looking for 
him for a month, but they were hiding him. He 
killed his cousin.” 

“Is he against us?” 

“TI don’t think so. But you can never be 
sure.” 

“Why did he kill?” 

“A family squabble, I think. One owed the 
other grain, it seems. It’s not at all clear. In 
short, he killed his cousin with a billhook.’ 
You know, like a sheep, kreezk/” 

Balducci made the gesture of drawing a 
blade across his throat and the Arab, his atten- 
tion attracted, watched him with a sort of anx- 
iety. Daru felt a sudden wrath against the man, 
against all men with their rotten spite, their 
tireless hates, their blood lust. 

But the kettle was singing on the stove. He 
served Balducci more tea, hesitated, then 
served the Arab again, who, a second time, 
drank avidly. His raised arms made the jellaba 
fall open and the schoolmaster saw his thin, 
muscular chest. 

“Thanks, kid,” Balducci said. “And now, I’m 
off.” 

He got up and went toward the Arab, taking 
a small rope from his pocket. 

“What are you doing?” Daru asked dryly. 

Balducci, disconcerted, showed him the 
rope. 

“Don’t bother.” 

The old gendarme hesitated. “It’s up to you. 
Of course, you are armed?” 

“J have my shotgun.” 

“Where?” 

“In the trunk.” 

“You ought to have it near your bed.” 

“Why? I have nothing to fear.” 

“You're crazy, son. If there’s an uprising, no 
one is safe, we’re all in the same boat.” 

“Til defend myself. T’ll have time to see 
them coming.” 

Balducci began to laugh, then suddenly the 
mustache covered the white teeth. 


5. billhook: hook-shaped instrument used for pruning 
or cutting. 


“You'll have time? O.K. That’s just what I 
was saying. You have always been a little 
cracked. That’s why IJ like you, my son was like 
that.” 

At the same time he took out his revolver 
and put it on the desk. 

“Keep it: I don’t need two weapons from 
here to El Ameur.” 

The revolver shone against the black paint 
of the table. When the gendarme turned to- 
ward him, the schoolmaster caught the smell of 
leather and horseflesh. 

“Listen, Balducci,’ Daru said suddenly, 
“every bit of this disgusts me, and first of all 
your fellow here. But I won’t hand him over. 
Fight, yes, if I have to. But not that.” 

The old gendarme stood in front of him and 
looked at him severely. 

“You’re being a fool,’ he said slowly. “I 
don’t like it either. You don’t get used to put- 
ting a rope On a man even after years of it, and 
you’re even ashamed—yes, ashamed. But you 
can’t let them have their way.” 

“I won't hand him over,” Daru said again. 

“It’s an order, son, and I repeat it.” 

“That’s right. Repeat to them what I’ve said 
to you: I won’t hand him over.” 

Balducci made a visible effort to reflect. He 
looked at the Arab and at Daru. At last he de- 
cided. 

“No, I won't tell them anything. If you want 
to drop us, go ahead; I’ll not denounce you. I 
have an order to deliver the prisoner and I’m 
doing so. And now you'll just sign this paper 
for me.” 

“There’s no need. Pll not deny that you left 
him with me.” 

“Don’t be mean with me. I know you'll tell 
the truth. You’re from hereabouts and you are 
a man. But you must sign, that’s the rule.” 

Daru opened his drawer, took out a little 
square bottle of purple ink, the red wooden 
penholder with the “sergeant-major” pen he 
used for making models of penmanship, and 
signed. The gendarme carefully folded the pa- 
per and put it into his wallet. Then he moved 
toward the door. 


“TH see you off,’ Daru said. 

“No,” said Balducci. “There’s no use being 
polite. You insulted me.” 

He looked at the Arab, motionless in the 
same spot, sniffed peevishly, and turned away 
toward the door. ‘“‘Good-by, son,” he said. The 
door shut behind him. Balducci appeared sud- 
denly outside the window and then disap- 
peared. His footsteps were muffled by the 
snow. The horse stirred on the other side of 
the wall and several chickens fluttered in 
fright. A moment later Balducci reappeared 
outside the window leading the horse by the 
bridle. He walked toward the little rise without 
turning around and disappeared from sight 
with the horse following him. A big stone 
could be heard bouncing down. Daru walked 
back toward the prisoner, who, without stir- 
ring, never took his eyes off him. “Wait,” the 
schoolmaster said in Arabic and went toward 
the bedroom. As he was going through the 
door, he had a second thought, went to the 
desk, took the revolver, and stuck it in his 
pocket. Then, without looking back, he went 
into his room. 

For some time he lay on his couch watch- 
ing the sky gradually close over, listening to 
the silence. It was this silence that had seemed 
painful to him during the first days here, after 
the war. He had requested a post in the little 
town at the base of the foothills separating the 
upper plateaus from the desert. There, rocky 
walls, green and black to the north, pink and 
lavender to the south, marked the frontier of 
eternal summer. He had been named to a post 
farther north, on the plateau itself. In the be- 
ginning, the solitude and the silence had been 
hard for him on these wastelands peopled only 
by stones. Occasionally, furrows suggested cul- 
tivation, but they had been dug to uncover a 
certain kind of stone good for building. The 
only plowing here was to harvest rocks. Else- 
where a thin layer of soil accumulated in the 
hollows would be scraped out to enrich paltry 
village gardens. This is the way it was: bare 
rock covered three quarters of the region. 
Towns sprang up, flourished, then disappeared; 
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men came by, loved one another or fought bit- 
terly, then died. No one in this desert, neither 
he nor his guest, mattered. And yet, outside 
this desert neither of them, Daru knew, could 
have really lived. 

When he got up, no noise came from the 
classroom. He was amazed at the unmixed joy 
he derived from the mere thought that the 
Arab might have fled and that he would be 
alone with no decision to make. But the pris- 
oner was there. He had merely stretched out 
between the stove and the desk. With eyes 
open, he was staring at the ceiling. In that po- 
sition, his thick lips were particularly notice- 
able, giving him a pouting look. “Come,” said 
Daru. The Arab got up and followed him. In 
the bedroom, the schoolmaster pointed to a 
chair near the table under the window. The 


Arab sat down without taking his eyes off Daru. 


“Are you hungry?” 
“Yes,” the prisoner said. 


904 Western Literature: The Twentieth Century 


Daru set the table for two. He took flour 
and oil, shaped a cake in a frying pan, and 
lighted the little stove that functioned on bot- 
tled gas. While the cake was cooking, he went 
out to the shed to get cheese, eggs, dates, and 
condensed milk. When the cake was done he 
set it on the windowsill to cool, heated some 
condensed milk diluted with water, and beat 
up the eggs into an omelet. In one of his mo- 
tions he knocked against the revolver stuck in 
his right pocket. He set the bowl down, went 
into the classroom, and put the revolver in his 
desk drawer. When he came back to the room, 
night was falling. He put on the light and 
served the Arab. “Eat,” he said. The Arab took 
a piece of the cake, lifted it eagerly to his 
mouth, and stopped short. 

“And you?” he asked. 

“After you, TIL eat too.” 

The thick lips opened slightly. The Arab 
hesitated, then bit into the cake determinedly. 


The meal over, the Arab looked at the 
schoolmaster. “Are you the judge?” 

“No, I'm simply keeping you until tomor- 
row.” 

“Why do you eat with me?” 

“I’m hungry.” 

The Arab fell silent. Daru got up and went 
out. He brought back a folding bed from the 
shed, set it up between the table and the stove, 
perpendicular to his own bed. From a large 
suitcase which, upright in a corner, served as a 
shelf for papers, he took two blankets and ar- 
ranged them on the camp bed. Then he 
stopped, felt useless, and sat down on his bed. 
There was nothing more to do or to get ready. 
He had to look at this man. He looked at him, 
therefore, trying to imagine his face bursting 
with rage. He couldn’t do so. He could see 
nothing but the dark yet shining eyes and the 
animal mouth. 

“Why did you kill him?” he asked in a voice 
whose hostile tone surprised him. 

The Arab looked away. 

“He ran away. I ran after him.” 

He raised his eyes to Daru again and they 
were full of a sort of woeful interrogation. 
“Now what will they do to me?” 

“Are you afraid?” 

He stiffened, turning his eyes away. 

“Are you sorry?” 

The Arab stared at him open-mouthed. 
Obviously he did not understand. Daru’s annoy- 
ance was growing. At the same time he felt 
awkward and self-conscious with his big body 
wedged between the two beds. 

“Lie down there,” he _ said 
“That's your bed.” 

The Arab didn’t move. He called to Daru: 

“Tell me!” 

The schoolmaster looked at him. 

“Is the gendarme coming back tomorrow?” 

“I don’t know.” 

“Are you coming with us?” 

“I don’t know. Why?” 

The prisoner got up and stretched out on 
top of the blankets, his feet toward the win- 
dow. The light from the electric bulb shone 


impatiently. 


straight into his eyes and he closed them at 
once. 

“Why?” Daru repeated, standing beside the 
bed. 

The Arab opened his eyes under the blind- 
ing light and looked at him, trying not to blink. 

“Come with us,” he said. 

In the middle of the night. Daru was still 
not asleep. He had gone to bed after undress- 
ing completely; he generally slept naked. But 
when he suddenly realized that he had nothing 
on, he hesitated. He felt vulnerable and the 
temptation Came to him to put his clothes back 
on. Then he shrugged his shoulders; after all, 
he wasn’t a child and, if need be, he could 
break his adversary in two. From his bed he 
could observe him, lying on his back, still mo- 
tionless with his eyes closed under the harsh 
light. When Daru turned out the light, the 
darkness seemed to coagulate all of a sudden. 
Little by little, the night came back to life in 
the window where the starless sky was stirring 
gently. The schoolmaster soon made out the 
body lying at his feet. The Arab still did not 
move, but his eyes seemed open. A faint wind 
was prowling around the schoolhouse. Perhaps 
it would drive away the clouds and the sun 
would reappear. 

During the night the wind increased. The 
hens fluttered a little and then were silent. The 
Arab turned over on his side with his back to 
Daru, who thought he heard him moan. Then 
he listened to his guest’s breathing become 
heavier and more regular. He listened to that 
breath so close to him and mused without 
being able to go to sleep. In this room where 
he had been sleeping alone for a year, this 
presence bothered him. But it bothered him 
also by imposing on him a sort of brotherhood 
he knew well but refused to accept in the 
present circumstances. Men who share the 
same rooms, soldiers or prisoners, develop a 
Strange alliance as if, having cast off their ar- 
mor with their clothing, they fraternized every 
evening, over and above their differences, in 
the ancient community of dream and fatigue. 
But Daru shook himself; he didn’t like such 
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musings, and it was essential to sleep. 

A little later, however, when the Arab 
stirred slightly, the schoolmaster was still not 
asleep. When the prisoner made a second 
move, he stiffened, on the alert. The Arab was 
lifting himself slowly on his arms with almost 
the motion of a sleepwalker. Seated upright in 
bed, he waited motionless without turning his 
head toward Daru, as if he were listening atten- 
tively. Daru did not stir; it had just occurred to 
him that the revolver was still in the drawer of 
his desk. It was better to act at once. Yet he 
continued to observe the prisoner, who, with 
the same slithery motion, put his feet on the 
ground, waited again, then began to stand up 
slowly. Daru was about to call out to him 
when the Arab began to walk, in a quite natu- 
ral but extraordinarily silent way. He was head- 
ing toward the door at the end of the room 
that opened into the shed. He lifted the latch 
with precaution and went out, pushing the 
door behind him but without shutting it. Daru 
had not stirred. “He is running away,” he 
merely thought. “Good riddance!” Yet he lis- 
tened attentively. The hens were not fluttering; 
the guest must be on the plateau. A faint sound 
of water reached him, and he didn’t know what 
it was until the Arab again stood framed in the 
doorway, closed the door carefully, and came 
back to bed without a sound. Then Daru 
turned his back on him and fell asleep. Still 
later he seemed, from the depths of his sleep, 
to hear furtive steps around the schoolhouse. 
“[’m dreaming! I’m dreaming!” he repeated to 
himself. And he went on sleeping. 

When he awoke, the sky was clear; the 
loose window let in a cold, pure air. The Arab 
was asleep, hunched up under the blankets 
now, his mouth open, utterly relaxed. But 
when Daru shook him, he started dreadfully, 
Staring at Daru with wild eyes as if he had 
never seen him and such a frightened expres- 
sion that the schoolmaster stepped back. 
“Don’t be afraid. It’s me. You must eat.” The 
Arab nodded his head and said yes. Calm had 
returned to his face, but his expression was va- 
cant and listless. 
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The coffee was ready. They drank it seated 
together on the folding bed as they munched 
their pieces of the cake. Then Daru led the 
Arab under the shed and showed him the fau- 
cet where he washed. He went back into the 
room, folded the blankets and the bed, made 
his own bed and put the room in order. Then 
he went through the classroom and out onto 
the terrace. The sun was already rising in the 
blue sky; a soft, bright light was bathing the 
deserted plateau. On the ridge the snow was 
melting in spots. The stones were about to 
reappear. Crouched on the edge of the plateau, 
the schoolmaster looked at the deserted ex- 
panse. He thought of Balducci. He had hurt 
him, for he had sent him off in a way as if he 
didn’t want to be associated with him. He 
could still hear the gendarme’s farewell and, 
without knowing why, he felt strangely empty 
and vulnerable. At that moment, from the other 
side of the schoolhouse, the prisoner coughed. 
Daru listened to him almost despite himself 
and then, furious, threw a pebble that whistled 
through the air before sinking into the snow. 
That man’s stupid crime revolted him, but to 
hand him over was contrary to honor. Merely 
thinking of it made him smart with humiliation. 
And he cursed at one and the same time his 
own people who had sent him this Arab and 
the Arab too who had dared to kill and not 
managed to get away. Daru got up, walked in a 
circle on the terrace, waited motionless, and 
then went back into the schoolhouse. 

The Arab, leaning over the cement floor of 
the shed, was washing his teeth with two fin- 
gers. Daru looked at him and said: ‘‘Come.” He 
went back into the room ahead of the prisoner. 
He slipped a hunting jacket on over his 
sweater and put on walking shoes. Standing, he 
waited until the Arab had put on his chéche 
and sandals. They went into the classroom and 
the schoolmaster pointed to the exit, saying: 
“Go ahead.” The fellow didn’t budge. “I'm 
coming,” said Daru. The Arab went out. Daru 
went back into the room and made a package 
of pieces of rusk, dates, and sugar. In the class- 
room, before going out, he hesitated a second 


in front of his desk, then crossed the threshold 
and locked the door. ‘“‘That’s the way,” he said. 
He started toward the east, followed by the 
prisoner. But, a short distance from the school- 
house, he thought he heard a slight sound be- 
hind them. He retraced his steps and examined 
the surroundings of the house; there was no 
one there. The Arab watched him without 
seeming to understand. “Come on,” said Daru. 

They walked for an hour and rested beside 
a sharp peak of limestone. The snow was melt- 
ing faster and faster and the sun was drinking 
up the puddles at once, rapidly cleaning the 
plateau, which gradually dried and vibrated like 
the air itself. When they resumed walking, the 
ground rang under their feet. From time to 
time a bird rent the space in front of them 
with a joyful cry. Daru breathed in deeply the 
fresh morning light. He felt a sort of rapture 
before the vast familiar expanse, now almost 
entirely yellow under its dome of blue sky. 
They walked an hour more, descending toward 
the south. They reached a level height made 
up of crumbly rocks. From there on, the pla- 
teau sloped down, eastward, toward a low 
plain where there were a few spindly trees 
and, to the south, toward outcroppings of rock 
that gave the landscape a chaotic look. 

Daru surveyed the two directions. There 
was nothing but the sky on the horizon. Not a 
man could be seen. He turned toward the 
Arab, who was looking at him blankly. Daru 
held out the package to him. “Take it,” he said. 
“There are dates, bread, and sugar. You can 
hold out for two days. Here are a thousand 
francs too.” The Arab took the package and the 
money but kept his full hands at chest level as 
if he didn’t know what to do with what was 
being given him. “Now look,” the schoolmaster 
said as he pointed in the direction of the east, 
“there’s the way to Tinguit. You have a two- 
hour walk. At Tinguit you’ll find the adminis- 
tration and the police. They are expecting 
you.” The Arab looked toward the east, still 
holding the package and the money against his 
chest. Daru took his elbow and turned him 
rather roughly toward the south. At the foot of 


the height on which they stood could be seen 
a faint path. “That’s the trail across the plateau. 
In a day’s walk from here you'll find pasture 
lands and the first nomads. They’ll take you in 
and shelter you according to their law.” The 
Arab had now turned toward Daru and a sort 
of panic was visible in his expression. “Listen,” 
he said. Daru shook his head: “No, be quiet. 
Now I’m leaving you.” He turned his back on 
him, took two long steps in the direction of 
the school, looked hesitantly at the motionless 
Arab, and started off again. For a few minutes 
he heard nothing but his own step resounding 
on the cold ground and did not turn his head. 
A moment later, however, he turned around. 
The Arab was still there on the edge of the 
hill, his arms hanging now, and he was looking 
at the schoolmaster. Daru felt something rise in 
his throat. But he swore with impatience, 
waved vaguely, and started off again. He had al- 
ready gone some distance when he again 
stopped and looked. There was no longer any- 
one on the hill. 

Daru hesitated. The sun was now rather 
high in the sky and was beginning to beat 
down on his head. The schoolmaster retraced 
his steps, at first somewhat uncertainly, then 
with decision. When he reached the little hill, 
he was bathed in sweat. He climbed it as fast 
as he could and stopped, out of breath, at the 
top. The rock fields to the south stood out 
sharply against the blue sky, but on the plain 
to the east a steamy heat was already rising. 
And in that slight haze, Daru, with heavy heart, 
made out the Arab walking slowly on the road 
to prison. 

A little later, standing before the window of 
the classroom, the schoolmaster was watching 
the clear light bathing the whole surface of the 
plateau, but he hardly saw it. Behind him on 
the blackboard, among the winding French riv- 
ers, sprawled the clumsily chalked-up words he 
had just read: “You handed over our brother. 
You will pay for this.” Daru looked at the sky, 
the plateau, and, beyond, the invisible lands 
stretching all the way to the sea. In this vast 
landscape he had loved so much, he was alone. 


Albert Camus 907 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


NS RNR 


Recalling 

1. Describe the school and the two visitors. 

2. What order is the schoolmaster given? Why? 
What is his reaction? 

3. How does Daru finally discharge his duty? 
What does he find when he returns to the 
school? 


Interpreting 

4. Why is Balducci insulted by Daru’s response to 
the order? 

5. Why do you think Daru treats the prisoner the 
way he does both at home and on the trail? 

6. Explain why the prisoner is frightened by the 
choice Daru gives him. Why do you think he 
chooses as he does? In what sense is Daru 
responsible for the message he finds on the 
blackboard? 

7. Why do you think Daru returns to the class- 
room with a heavy heart? Explain the signifi- 
cance of the story's last sentence. 


VIEWPOINT 


“The Guest” was collected in The Exile and 
the Kingdom. One critic says the topic of the en- 
tire collection is 


exile and the longing all [people] have to 
find a country which will give them a 
home. ... 

—A. Padovano, The Estranged God 
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3 Explain how each of the story’s three main 
characters is an exile, or an outsider. 


COMPOSITION 


Writing About Theme 

i Write a brief essay on one existentialist theme, 
as it is presented in ‘‘The Guest.” First identify 
the theme that Camus conveys in the story. 
Then show how Camus illuminates this theme 
through (a) plot, (b) characterization, (c) set- 
ting, (d) point of view, and (e) tone. You may 
wish to consider the following existentialist be- 
liefs as you identify Camus’s theme: (a) Indi- 
viduals are isolated from society; (b) life is ab- 
surd; (c) responsibility is a terrible burden; or 
(d) dignity is possible even in a meaningless 
world. For help with this assignment, refer to 
Lesson 6 in the Writing About Literature Hand- 
book at the back of this book. 


Writing a Dialogue 

&& Write a dialogue between Daru and Balducci 
that occurs after the end of “The Guest.” 
Imagine that Daru has gone to Balducci for 
protection from the rebels who threatened him. 
Record his request for help and Balducci’s re- 
ply. Answer the following questions in your dia- 
logue: (a) What right has Daru to ask for help? 
(b) What reasons does Balducci have for refus- 
ing? (c) Does Balducci finally help? (d) Why or 
why not? 


Alberto Moravia — bom 1907 


“Our character is formed by the things we are constrained to do, not 
by those things we do of our own accord.” With these words Alberto 
Moravia, the best-known contemporary Italian novelist, explained how 
his literary career developed from an enforced captivity in his youth, 
Moravia was born in Rome. At the age of nine, he developed 
tuberculosis and was bedridden for most of the next ten years. With 
the help of governesses, he learned to read English, French, and 
German in addition to his native Italian. He took refuge in books 
and as a result passed equivalency tests for a high school diploma. At 
sixteen Moravia entered a sanitorium; at the same time he began to 
write a novel. The Time of Indifference (1929) was published six 
years later, and it made Moravia, at the age of twenty-two, one of the 
most celebrated authors in Europe. Fame brought him work as a film 
critic, a magazine editor, and a lecturer; he was a foreign corre- 
spondent in Paris, London, the United States, and Mexico. 

He has written stories, novels, poems, essays, plays, and screenplays. 
Film versions of his fiction—such as the novel Two Women (1957)}— 
have been made by Italy's most famous and respected directors. 

The Time of Indifference shocked Rome with its portrayal of the 
Italian middle class. A picture of human despair and alienation in an 
absurd world, it was an early existentialist novel written before that 
term was coined. A frequent Moravia topic is the decline of the 
Italian middle class. Many of his stories are about adolescents or 
inexperienced adults who must struggle with a dehumanized world. 
Moravia is a master of plot and concise description. Setting is often 
deftly used to reflect character. The style is smooth: Phrases and 
images are apt, sentences flow rhythmically and with ease. The easy 
style of “Doubles” leads readers along effortlessly until they are faced 
with a harsh conclusion. 
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Alberto Moravia 


Doubles 


Translated by Angus Davidson 


One day recently I came to a decision. I 
picked out an advertisement in which a “good 
room, sunny, bathroom, friendly atmosphere” 
was offered at an address a very long way from 
my own; I got into my car and went there. I 
live in a turning off the Via Cassia, almost in 
the country; the room of the advertisement 
was in a turning off the Via Appia’ Nuova: so 
great a distance seemed to me a safe guarantee 
of independence, secrecy and, above all, dis- 
similarity. 

I myself did not know precisely what [ 
wanted to do. Was I to embark seriously on a 
double life, with two homes, one near the Via 
Cassia and one near the Via Appia? I was a stu- 
dent, with my family in the provinces, and it 
would be easy to make each landlady believe 
that I had to spend fifteen days out of thirty in 
the country. Or was I, on the other hand, 
merely to take a look at the double life, but 
without—for the moment, anyhow—practicing 
it? To sound out its possibilities, to get the 
taste of it? 


1. Via Cassia [vé’o ka’sé 9]. . . Via-Appia [vé’a 4’ pé 
9]: Via is Italian for “street.” These streets lead out of 
Rome to the northwest and southeast, respectively. 
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Yes, that was it; because I did not desire a 
double life with the object of giving vent to 
some unavowable instinct; I did not aspire, let 
us say, to be a faithful fiancé on the Via Cassia 
and a Don Juan” on the Via Appia. No, I had 
nothing to hide or to give vent to in secret; | 
merely wished to duplicate myself, that is, to 
become two people instead of one—and in- 
deed by doing the most innocent and normal 
things. The double life, in fact, was for me not 
a means but an end. 

I found the house of the advertisement in a 
turning off the Via Appia that very much re- 
sembled the street in which I lived near the 
Via Cassia: two rows of modern buildings, the 
surface of the road uneven and full of holes 
and hummocks and, at the far end, a strip of 
blue sky above a strip of green countryside. 
Moreover the building itself was like the one 
in which I lived: the same eight-story facade 
riddled with windows and balconies, the same 
marble entrance-hall, the same lift-shaft, the 
same staircase, the same balustrade. I reflected 
that this, after all, was not so very strange: the 
building had probably been constructed with 


2. Don Juan: refers to the legendary Spanish nobleman. 


the same materials, at the same period, perhaps 
even by the same firm and according to the 
plans of the same engineer. I reached the 
fourth floor. I could hardly believe my eyes 
when I saw that the nameplate bore the name 
of my Via Cassia landlady: “Longo.” Then I re- 
flected that this was not an entirely improbable 
coincidence: Longo was not an uncommon 
name; in the telephone directory there was a 
page and a half of Longos. I rang the bell. 

As I waited I was conscious of the same se- 
cret feeling of expectation that I had experi- 
enced when I rang at the door of Signora 
Longo No. 1, near the Via Cassia. Moreover this 
feeling of expectation had not been falsified, 
for the door had been opened by the lady’s 
daughter, Elena, with whom I had lost no time 
in forming a mildly amorous relationship. And 
now the door opened and a gentle voice said: 
“Yes, what is it?” 

I looked up. Elena was fair, this one was 
dark; Elena’s face bore all the signs of health, 
with its blue eyes, pink cheeks and scarlet 
mouth; this girl, on the other hand, had a del- 
icate, pale, almost wasted face with two enor- 
mous dark, shining eyes. But the welcome was 
the same: discreet, reticent, even shy, but not 
indifferent—the usual welcome of a girl who 
finds herself confronted by a young man of her 
own age. 

I explained what I wanted. She at once 
showed me into the sitting-room, announced 
that she would go and tell her mother, and dis- 
appeared. I looked round: in the home of Si- 
gnora Longo No. 1 the predominant style was 
sham Renaissance; here it was sham Louis XvI;? 
but I felt that this dissimilarity was only appar- 
ent and that, like the two Longo daughters, 
these two styles of decoration had, as far as 
concerned me, the same “intention.” What this 
“intention” might be, I could not have said; 
but that it was the same, I was certain. I sat 
down and then almost shuddered as I recalled 


3. sham Renaissance . . . sham Louis XVI: furniture 
imitating, respectively, the ornate style of the Italian 
Renaissance and the simpler French style of the 
eighteenth century. 


that Elena, too, had said, that day: “Ill go and 
tell Mother.” 

Soon the mother appeared. The same phe- 
nomenon was again repeated with regard to 
her as had formerly occurred in the case of 
Signora Longo No. 1: I did not see her. I was 
indeed aware that I had in front of me some- 
thing mellifluous, homely, provincial, calculat- 
ing and authoritative; but I failed to see what 
kind of a face and figure Signora Longo No. 2 
had, just as, even now, I did not know what 
Signora Longo No. 1 looked like. Of course we 
all know that there are people who may even 
have an intense, though concealed, life, but 
who nevertheless make no more effect than a 
damp stain on a wall. 

Anyhow, the following dialogue took place 
between us. “You are a student?” 

“Yes, I'm studying literature.” 

“And your family, where are they?” 

“At Ancona.” 

“A fine city, Ancona. I have a cousin at An- 
cona. Are you an only son?” 

“Yes.” 

“['m afraid you must be terribly spoiled, 
then. You only children . . . For example, my 
Elena...” 

I gave a start. “Who is Elena?” 

“My daughter.” 

“Excuse me. You were saying?” 

“Ah yes, I was saying that, alas, Elena too is 
an only child.” 

“Why alas?” 

“I should have liked so much to have a son. 
I always let the room to young men like you. 
Then I can partly deceive myself into thinking 
1 have a son.” 

“I knew that too”; the remark escaped me. 

“What?” 

“1 knew that you wanted so much to have 
a son and, not having one, that you let the 
room to young men like me.” 

“Excuse me, but how did you come to 
know that?” 

“Well, I guessed it, when you told me that 


4. Ancona [an co’n9]: city on the east coast of Italy. 
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Elena is an only daughter and when I saw you 
sigh.” 

“You're very intuitive, there’s no denying it. 
Anyhow, don’t worry: here you’ll be like one 
of the family, but at the same time you'll be 
free, perfectly free. Would you like to see the 
room?” 

“Thank you, yes.” 

We went out into the passage; there was a 
door open, and at the far end of a long, narrow 
room, facing the window, Elena No. 2 was sit- 
ting at her desk. Her mother, as we went past, 
said: “Elena, let me introduce Signor . . . What 
is your name? Excuse me.” 

“Fabiani.” 

“Signor Fabiani, who is very soon coming to 
stay with us here.” 

Elena jumped up and at once came towards 
us, as though she were merely waiting to be 
called. We shook hands, and I noticed that, 
during my conversation with her mother, Elena 
had changed her clothes. When she had 
opened the door to me, she had been wearing 
a little green dress, rather shabby; now she had 
put on a red blouse and a gray skirt, both of 
which looked new. She followed us, and we 
went into the room, all three of us. 

“The room is both light and quiet; on fine 
days you can see the Castelli Romani;’ this is 
the bathroom; all the furniture is new; this 
way, by this door, you can go in and out with- 
out anyone noticing.” Signora Longo No. 2 
went backwards and forwards, opening the 
windows, displaying drawers and cupboards, 
exactly as Signora Longo No. 1 had formerly 
done. And, as then, Elena stood aside looking 
at us; and I, instead of looking at the furniture 
and the landscape, looked at Elena. Then the 
repeated ringing of the telephone bell was 
heard, and her mother said she was going to 
answer it and went out, leaving us alone. 

I was standing near the door; Elena was at 
the other end of the room, near the window. 
We looked at one another, exactly as, in anal- 


5. Castelli Romani [ka stel’é 16 ma’né]: small hill 
towns south of Rome. 
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ogous circumstances (but that time it had been 
the front door bell) in the Longo No. 1 home, 
I and the other Elena had looked at one an- 
other. And in that moment, as with the other 
Elena, I realized that the girl was begging me 
to take the room and that I was promising her 
that I would do so. I felt that I had fallen on 
my feet; or rather that, just as the materials 
used, the plan adopted, the engineer and the 
firm entrusted with the job had brought it 
about that the building in which I found myself 
at the moment was in every respect similar to 
the one in which I lived near the Via Cassia; 
so, in the same way, an incommensurable num- 
ber of forces was bringing it about that I 
should behave with Elena No. 2 in precisely 
the same way as I had behaved with Elena No. 
1. Then, suddenly, an idea occurred to me: this 
was the double life, not that entirely different 
life that I had pictured. A life, that is, whose 
principal quality was not so much to change by 
changing its place and its circumstances, as to 
remain substantially identical. The feeling of 
duplication at which I had aimed was, funda- 
mentally, just this: to acquire the conscious- 
ness, in doing something, that I had done it al- 
ready and that anyhow it was impossible for 
me not to do it in precisely that way and no 
other. 

This reflection lasted no more than a sec- 
ond. Then Signora Longo came back into the 
room, saying: “Wrong number.” 

There was nothing left for me but to go 
away. I told Signora Longo that I would give 
her my answer next day, I shook hands with 
Elena who left her hand in mine perhaps a mo- 
ment longer than was necessary (as the other 
Elena had done); then I went down to the 
ground floor in the lift that was so like the one 
in the building near Via Cassia, even to the 
rude words scrawled on the glossy wood with 
the point of a nail. 

I returned home. Scarcely had I thrown my- 
self down on my bed, tired after so many ad- 
ventures, when there was a knock at my door 
and Elena’s voice said: “Telephone.” 

As I went out to take the call, Elena fol- 
lowed me and, while I was telephoning, took 


my hand and played with my fingers. At the 
other end of the line I heard the voice of the 
other Elena say: “Signor Fabiani?” 

“Yes?” 

“My mother asks me to tell you that there’s 
no need for you to give her an answer. There 
was someone under consideration before you, 
and my mother has decided to let this other 
person have the room.” 

I inquired at once, hurriedly: “Who is this 
someone?” 

“A student called Mariani.” 

“Ah, a student. And what’s he like? Dark, 
fair, tall, short—what’s he like?” 

“You're rather strange, aren’t you? He’s 
more or less like you, neither dark nor fair, 
neither tall nor short, so-so. But why d’you 
want to know?” 

“Thank you, I’m sorry, good-bye.” I hung 
up the receiver: Elena came close to me and 
said in a whisper: “Who was that woman? What 
is there between you and her?” 


I should have liked to reply: “That woman 
was you. Between me and her there is exactly 
what there is between you and me. Or rather, 
the student Mariani, who is so like me, does 
with her what I should have been able to do, 
and so there’s no need for me to take the 
room off the Via Appia since he will see to 
doing everything for me. And all of us, if we 
want to, can live not merely two lives at the 
same time but millions; all that’s necessary is 
for us to be aware that we’re identical with 
millions of other people in the world.” But I 
thought she would not understand me and so I 
answered her with a lie of some kind and went 
back to my room and threw myself down on 
the bed again. It occurred to me that at that 
very moment. an infinite number of other peo- 
ple like me were throwing themselves on their 
beds and, strange to say, this thought com- 
forted me, and, still thinking that I was doing 
something that so many others were doing, I 
fell asleep. 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


Recalling 

1. What reason does the narrator give for want- 
ing a double life? In what manner does he 
seek another life? 


2. Find at least six similarities between the two. 


apartments and the two Longo families. 
3. What does the narrator realize about a double 
life before he leaves the second apartment? 
4. What prevents him from renting the second 
apartment? What is his reaction? 


Interpreting 

5. What is the difference between a double life 
as means and a double life as end? 

6. Why are the two apartments and the two fam- 
ilies very similar? 

7. Why do you think the narrator is “comforted” 
at the end of the story? 


Extending 
8. Do you think the narrator can legitimately find 


comfort in his discovery at the end of the 
story? Why or why not? 


COMPOSITION 


Writing About Setting 

= Write an essay on the setting of “Doubles.” 
First describe the time and place and the mood 
they create. Then explain how the setting re- 
flects the narrator’s personality. Finally tell how 
the setting adds to the story’s theme. 


Writing a Plot Outline 

fH Write the plot outline of a story in which a 
character actually does live a double life. Do 
not write the story, but write at least two sen- 
tences to answer each of the following ques- 
tions: (a) What are the character’s dominant 
personality traits? (b) Why does the character 
want to live a double life? (c) What form does 
the double life take? (d) What are the advan- 
tages and disadvantages of a double life? (e) 
What is the final result of living a double life? 
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Heinrich Boll bom 1917 


World War II created a vacuum of ideals in Germany. The Nazis 
replaced religion and morality with their own chauvinistic principles, 
which collapsed with their regime. The country, particularly its 
younger generation who had known nothing else, was left without 
ideals on which to rebuild. Heinrich Boll sought to fill that vacuum 
with hope and a simple morality to lift people out of their negativity 
and despair. In short stories and in novels such as The Clown (1965) 
and The Safety Net (1982), he satirizes greed, stupidity, pretentious- 
ness, and arrogance, and reminds readers of their potential to rise 
above such evils. 

Born and raised in Cologne, in what is now West Germany, BOI! 
resisted pressures to join the Hitler youth movement. Later he was 
drafted into military service, was wounded four times, and was held 
as a prisoner of war. His war stories, however, are not set on 
battlefields. They are about the effects of the war and take place on 
crowded trains, in hospitals, and in ruined cities. BOll’s postwar 
fiction deals with a nation’s recovery from war and with war’s 
enormous moral and social cost. 

Another typical B6ll subject is the struggle to be a private 
individual in an impersonal society. He sees self-delusion as a 
complication in this struggle; people refuse to admit their lack of 
effectiveness and lack of accomplishment. Much of B6ll’s fiction 
resembles parables with characters and situations that embody moral 
issues. He often exposes the absurdity of an unacceptable situation by 
carrying it to a ridiculous extreme. BOll’s style is marked by concrete 
detail and everyday language. His ability to tell an interesting story in 
simple prose has been traced to the influence of American authors 
such as Ernest Hemingway. BOll’s storytelling skill is demonstrated in 
“The Thrower-Away,” a story that will leave readers with more 
questions than answers. 
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Heinrich Boll 


The Thrower-Away 


Translated by Leila Vennewitz 


For the last few weeks I have been trying 
to avoid people who might ask me what I do 
for a living. If I really had to put a name to my 
occupation, I would be forced to utter a word 
which would alarm people. So I prefer the ab- 
stract method of putting down my confession 
on paper. 

Until recently I would have been prepared 
at any time to make an oral confession. I al- 
most insisted. I called myself an inventor, a 
scholar, even a student, and, in the melodra- 
matic mood of incipient intoxication, an unrec- 
ognized genius. I basked in the cheerful fame 
which a frayed collar can radiate; arrogantly, as 
if it were mine by right, I exacted reluctant 
credit from suspicious shopkeepers who 
watched margarine, ersatz’ coffee and cheap 
tobacco disappear into my pockets; I reveled in 
my unkempt appearance, and at breakfast, 
lunch and dinner I drank the nectar of Bohe- 
mian life: the bliss of knowing one is not con- 
forming. 

But for the past few weeks I have been 
boarding the streetcar every morning just be- 
fore 7:30 at the corner of the Roonstrasse;* like 
everyone else I meekly hold out my season 
ticket to the conductor. I have on a gray dou- 
ble-breasted suit, a striped shirt, a dark-green 
tie, I carry my sandwiches in a flat aluminum 
box and hold the morning paper, lightly rolled, 
in my hand. I look like a citizen who has man- 
aged to avoid introspection. After the third 
stop I get up to offer my seat to one of the 
elderly working women who have got on at 
the housing settlement. Having sacrificed my 
seat on the altar of social compassion, I con- 


1. ersatz {er’zits|: artificial. 
2. Roonstrasse [r6n’shtra sa]: Roon street. Strasse is 
German for “street.” 


tinue to read the newspaper standing up, now 
and again letting myself be heard in the capac- 
ity of arbitrator when morning irritation is in- 
clined to make people unjust. I correct the 
worst political and historical errors (by ex- 
plaining, for instance, that there is a certain dif- 
ference between SA* and USA); as soon as any- 
one puts a cigarette to his lips I discreetly hold 
my lighter in front of his nose and, with the 
aid of the tiny but dependable flame, light his 
morning cigarette for him. Thus I complete the 
picture of a well-groomed fellow-citizen who is 
still young enough for people to say he “has 
nice manners.” 

I seem to have been successful in donning 
the mask which makes it impossible to ask me 
about my occupation. I am evidently taken for 
an educated businessman dealing in attractively 
packaged and agreeably smelling articles such 
as coffee, tea or spices, or in valuable small ob- 
jects which are pleasing to the eye such as 
jewelry or watches; a man who practices his 
profession in a nice old-fashioned office with 
dark oil paintings of merchant forebears hang- 
ing on the walls, who phones his wife about 
ten, who knows how to imbue his apparently 
impassive voice with that hint of tenderness 
which betrays affection and concern. Since I 
also participate in the usual jokes and do not 
refrain from laughing when every morning at 
the Lohengrinstrasse* the clerk from City Hall 
shouts out “When does the next swan leave?” 
since I do not withhold my comments con- 
cerning either the events of the day or the re- 


3. SA: Société Anonyme [s6 sé 4 ta’ 4 nd ném/’]: French 
for “anonymous society,” a commercial term similar to 
“jneorporated” in English. 

4. Lohengrinstrasse [16’an grin’ shtrd’sa]: street named 
for the opera Lohengrin by German composer Richard 
Wagner (1813-1883). The hero of the opera travels in a 
boat drawn by a swan. 
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sults of the football pools, I am obviously re- 
garded as someone who, although prosperous 
(as can be seen from his suit material), has an 
attitude toward life which is deeply rooted in 
the principles of democracy. An air of integrity 
encases me the way the glass coffin encased 
Snow White. 

When a passing truck provides the streetcar 
window with a background for a moment, I 
check up on the expression on my face: isn’t it 
perhaps rather too pensive, almost verging on 
the sorrowful? I assiduously erase the remnants 
of brooding and do my best to give my face 
the expression I want it to wear: neither re- 
served nor familiar, neither superficial nor pro- 
found. 

My camouflage seems to be successful, for 
when I get out at the Marienplatz’ and dive 
into the maze of streets in the Old Town, 
where there is no lack of nice old-fashioned of- 
fices, where notaries and lawyers abound, no 
one suspects that I pass through a rear en- 
trance into the UBIA building—a firm that can 
boast of supporting 350 people and of insuring 
the lives of 400,000. The commissionaire® 
greets me with a smile at the delivery en- 
trance, I walk past him, go down to the base- 
ment, and start in on my work, which has to 
be completed by the time the employees come 
pouring into the offices at 8:30. The activity 
that I pursue every morning between 8 and 
8:30 in the basement of this respected estab- 
lishment is devoted entirely to destruction. I 
throw away. 

It took me years to invent my profession, to 
endow it with mathematical plausibility. I 
wrote treatises; graphs and charts covered— 
and still cover—the walls of my apartment. For 
years I climbed along abscissas and up ordi- 
nates,’ wallowed in theories, and savored the 
glacial ecstasy of solving formulas. Yet since 


5. Marienplatz [m4 rén’plats]: “Marien Place.” Platz is 
German for “place.” 

6. commissionaire [ko mish’s nar’ |]: one who sweeps 
and cleans and does errands. 

7. abscissas . . . ordinates: horizontal and vertical 
lines on a graph. 
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practicing my profession and seeing my theo- 
ries come to life, I am filled with a sense of 
sadness such as may come over a general who 
finds himself obliged to descend from the 
heights of strategy to the plains of tactics. 

I enter my workroom, exchange my jacket 
for a gray smock, and immediately set to work. 
I open the mailbags which the commissionaire 
has already picked up earlier from the main 
post office, and I empty them into the two 
wooden bins which, constructed according to 
my design, hang to the right and left on the 
wall over my worktable. This way I only need 
to stretch out my hands, somewhat like a 
swimmer, and begin swiftly to sort the mail. 

First I separate the circulars from the let- 
ters, a purely routine job, since a glance at the 
postage suffices. At this stage a knowledge of 
the postal tariff renders hesitation unnecessary. 
After years of practice I am able to complete 
this phase within half an hour, and by this time 
it is half past eight and I can hear the footsteps 
of the employees pouring into the offices over- 
head. I ring for the commissionaire, who takes 
the sorted letters to the various departments. It 
never fails to sadden me, the sight of the com- 
missionaire carrying off in a metal tray the size 
of a briefcase the remains of what had once 
filled three mailbags. I might feel triumphant, 
for this, the vindication of my theory of throw- 
ing away, has for years been the objective of 
my private research; but, strangely enough, I 
do not feel triumphant. To have been right is 
by no means always a reason for rejoicing. 

After the departure of the commissionaire 
there remains the task of examining the huge 
pile of printed matter to make sure it contains 
no letter masquerading behind the wrong pos- 
tage, no bill mailed as a circular. This work is 
almost always superfluous, for the probity of 
the mailing public is nothing short of astound- 
ing. I must admit that here my calculations 
were incorrect: I had overestimated the num- 
ber of postal defrauders. 

Rarely has a post card, a letter or a bill sent 
as printed matter escaped my notice; about half 
past nine I ring for the commissionaire, who 


takes the remaining objects of my careful scru- 
tiny to the departments. 

The time has now come when I require 
some refreshment. The commissionaire’s wife 
brings me my coffee, I take my sandwich out 
of the flat aluminum box, sit down for my 
break, and chat with the commissionaire’s wife 
about her children. Is Alfred doing somewhat 
better in arithmetic? Has Gertrude been able to 
catch up in spelling? Alfred is not doing any 
better in arithmetic, whereas Gertrude has 
been able to catch up in spelling. Have the to- 
matoes ripened properly, are the _ rabbits 
plump, and was the experiment with the mel- 
ons successful? The tomatoes have not ripened 
properly, but the rabbits are plump, while the 
experiment with the melons is still undecided. 
Serious problems, such as whether one should 
stock up on potatoes or not, matters of edu- 
cation, such as whether one should enlighten 
one’s children or be enlightened by them, are 
the subjects of our intense consideration. 

Just before eleven the commissionaire’s 
wife leaves, and usually she asks me to let her 
have some travel folders. She is collecting 
them, and I smile at her enthusiasm, for I have 
retained tender memories of travel folders. As 
a child I also collected travel folders, I used to 
fish them out of my father’s waste-paper bas- 
ket. Even as a boy it bothered me that my fa- 
ther would take mail from the mailman and 
throw it into the waste-paper basket without 
looking at it. This action wounded my innate 
propensity for economy: there was something 
that had been designed, set up, printed, put in 
an envelope, and stamped, that had passed 
through the mysterious channels by which the 
postal service actually causes our mail to arrive 
at our addresses; it was weighted with the 
sweat of the draftsman, the writer, the printer, 
the office boy who had stuck on the stamps; 
on various levels and in various tariffs it had 
cost money: all this only to end—without 
being deemed worthy of so much as a 
glance—in a waste-paper basket? 

At the age of eleven I had already adopted 
the habit of taking out of the waste-paper bas- 


Dovecote (boxlike shelter for doves or pigeons) construction, 
Joseph Cornell, 1954-1956. 


ket, as soon as my father had left for the office, 
whatever had been thrown away. I would study 
it, sort it, and put it away in a chest which I 
used to keep toys in. Thus by the time I was 
twelve I already possessed an imposing collec- 
tion of wine-merchants’ catalogues, as well as 
prospectuses on naturopathy® and natural his- 
tory. My collection of travel folders assumed 
the dimensions of a geographical encyclopedia; 
Dalmatia was as familiar to me as the Norwe- 
gian fjords, Scotland as close as Zakopane, the 


8. naturopathy [n4’cho rop’a thé]: method of medical 
treatment that depends on natural healing agents such as 
diet and exercise. 
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forests of Bohemia soothed me while the 
waves of the Atlantic disquieted me; hinges 
were offered me, houses and buttons, political 
parties asked for my vote, charities for my 
money; lotteries promised me riches, religious 
sects poverty. I leave it to the reader’s imagi- 
nation to picture what my collection was like 
when at the age of seventeen, suddenly bored 
with it all, I offered my collection to a junk 
dealer who paid me 7 marks and 60 pfennigs? 
for it. 

Having finished school, I embarked in my 
father’s footsteps and set my foot on the first 
rung of the civil service ladder. With the 7 
marks and 60 pfennigs I bought a package of 
squared paper and three colored crayons, and 
my attempt to gain a foothold in the civil ser- 
vice turned into a laborious detour, for a 
happy thrower-away was slumbering in me 
while I filled the role of an unhappy junior 
clerk. All my free time was devoted to intricate 
calculations. 

Stop-watch, pencil, slide-rule, squared pa- 
per, these were the props of my obsession; I 
calculated how long it took to open a circular 
of small, medium or large size, with or without 
pictures, give it a quick glance, satisfy oneself 
of its uselessness, and then throw it in the 
waste-paper basket, a process requiring a min- 
imum of five seconds and a maximum of 
twenty-five; if the circular is at all attractive, 
either the text or the pictures, several minutes, 
often a quarter of an hour, must be allowed for 
this. By conducting bogus negotiations with 
printing firms, I also worked out the minimum 
production costs for circulars. Indefatigably I 
checked the results of my studies and adjusted 
them (it did not occur to me until two years 
later that the time of the cleaning-women who 
have to empty the waste-paper baskets had to 
be included in my calculations); I applied the 
results of my research to firms with ten, 


9. marks . . . pfennigs [pfe’nigz]: German currency. 
There are one hundred pfennigs in a mark, which was 
worth approximately twenty-five cents at the time the 
story was written. 
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twenty, a hundred or more employees; and I 
arrived at results which an expert on econom- 
ics would not have hesitated to describe as 
alarming. 

Obeying my sense of loyalty, I began by of- 
fering my results to my superiors; although I 
had reckoned with the possibility of ingrati- 
tude, I was nevertheless shocked at the extent 
of that ingratitude. I was accused of neglecting 
my duties, suspected of nihilism,’ pronounced 
“a mental case,” and discharged. To the great 
sorrow of my kind parents, I abandoned my 
promising career, began new ones, broke these 
off too, forsook the warmth of the parental 
hearth, and, as I have already said, eked out my 
existence as an unrecognized genius. I took 
pleasure in the humiliation of vainly peddling 
my invention, and spent years in a blissful state 
of being antisocial, so consistently that my 
punch-card in the central files which had long 
ago been punched with the symbol for “mental 
case” was now stamped with the confidential 
symbol for “antisocial.” 

In view of these circumstances, it can read- 
ily be imagined what a shock it was when the 
obviousness of my results at last became ob- 
vious to someone else—the manager of UBIA, 
how deeply humiliated I was to have to wear 
a dark-green tie, yet I must continue to go 
around in disguise as I am terrified of being 
found out. I try anxiously to give my face the 
proper expression when I laugh at the Lohen- 
grin joke, since there is no greater vanity than 
that of the wags who populate the streetcar 
every morning. Sometimes, too, I am afraid the 
streetcar may be full of people who the pre- 
vious day have done work which I am about to 
destroy that very morning: printers, typesetters, 
draftsmen, writers who compose the wording 
of advertisements, commercial artists, envelope 
stuffers, packers, apprentices of all kinds. From 
8 to 8:30 every morning I ruthlessly destroy 
the products of respected paper mills, worthy 


10. nihilism [ni’9 liz’am]: rejection of established 
institutions and ideals. 


printing establishments, brilliant commercial 
artists, the texts of talented writers; coated pa- 
per, glossy paper, copperplate, I take it all, just 
as it comes from the mailbag, and without the 
faintest sentimentality tie it up into handy bun- 
dles for the waste-paper dealer. In the space of 
one hour I destroy the output of 200 work- 
hours and save UBIA a further 100 hours, so 
that altogether (here I must lapse into my own 
jargon) I achieve a concentrate of 1:300. 
When the commissionaire’s wife leaves with 
the empty coffeepot and the travel folders, I 
knock off. I wash my hands, exchange my 
smock for my jacket, pick up the morning pa- 
per, and leave the UBIA building by the rear 
entrance. I stroll through the town and wonder 
how I can escape from tactics and get back 
into strategy. That which intoxicated me as a 
formula, I find disappointing, since it can be 
performed so easily. Strategy translated into ac- 
tion can be carried out by hacks. I shall prob- 
ably establish schools for throwers-away. I may 
possibly also attempt to have throwers-away 
placed in post offices, perhaps even in printing 
establishments; an enormous amount of energy, 
valuable commodities, and intelligence could 
be utilized as well as postage saved; it might 
even be feasible to conceive, compose, and set 
brochures up in type but not print them. These 
are all problems still requiring a lot of study. 
However, the mere throwing away of mail 
as such has almost ceased to interest me; any 
improvements on that level can be worked out 
by means of the basic formula. For a long time 
now I have been devoting my attention to cal- 
culations concerning wrapping paper and the 
process of wrapping: this is virgin territory 
where nothing has been done, here one can 
strive to spare humanity those unprofitable ef- 
forts under the burden of which it is groaning. 
Every day billions of throwing-away move- 
ments are made, energies are dissipated which, 
could they but be utilized, would suffice to 
change the face of the earth. It would be a 
great advantage if one were permitted to un- 
dertake experiments in department stores; 
should one dispense with the wrapping process 


altogether, or should one post an expert 
thrower-away right next to the wrapping table 
who unwraps what has just been wrapped and 
immediately ties the wrapping paper into bun- 
dles for the waste-paper dealer? These are 
problems meriting some thought. In any case it 
has struck me that in many shops the custom- 
ers implore the clerk not to wrap the pur- 
chased article, but that they have to submit to . 
having it wrapped. Clinics for nervous diseases 
are rapidly filling with patients who complain 
of an attack of nerves whenever they unwrap a 
bottle of perfume or a box of chocolates, or 
open a packet of cigarettes, and at the moment 
I am making an intensive study of a young man 
from my neighborhood who earned his living 
as a book reviewer but at times was unable to 
practice his profession because he found it im- 
possible to undo the twisted wire tied around 
the parcel, and even when he did find himself 
equal to this physical exertion, he was incapa- 
ble of penetrating the massive layer of gummed 
paper with which the corrugated paper is stuck 
together. The man appears deeply disturbed 
and has now gone over to reviewing the books 
unread and placing the parcels on his book- 
shelves without unwrapping them. I leave it to 
the reader’s imagination to depict for himself 
the effect of such a case on our intellectual 
life. 

While walking through the town between 
eleven and one I observe all sorts of details: I 
spend some time unobtrusively in the depart- 
ment stores, hovering around the wrapping ta- 
bles; I stand in front of tobacco shops and 
pharmacies and note down minor statistics; 
now and again I even purchase something, so 
as to allow the senseless procedure to be per- 
formed on myself and to discover how much 
effort is required actually to take possession of 
the article one wishes to own. 

So between eleven and one in my impec- 
cable suit I complete the picture of a man who 
is sufficiently prosperous to afford a bit of lei- 
sure—who at about one o’clock enters a so- 
phisticated little restaurant, casually chooses 
the most expensive meal, and scribbles some 
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hieroglyphics’’ on his beer coaster which 
could equally well be stock quotations or 
flights of poetry; who knows how to praise or 
decry the quality of the meat with arguments 
which betray the connoisseur to even the most 
blasé waiter; who, when it comes to choosing 
dessert, hesitates with a knowing air between 
cake, ice cream and cheese; and who finishes 
off his scribblings with a flourish which proves 
that they were stock quotations after all. 

Shocked at the results of my calculations I 
leave the little restaurant. My expression be- 
comes more and mere thoughtful while I 
search for a small café where I can pass the 
time till three o’clock and read the evening pa- 
per. At three I re-enter the UBIA building by 
the rear door to take care of the afternoon 
mail, which consists almost exclusively of cir- 
culars. It is a matter of scarcely fifteen minutes 
to pick out the ten or twelve letters; I don’t 
even have to wash my hands after it, I just 
brush them off, take the letters to the commis- 
sionaire, leave the building, and at the Marien- 
platz board the streetcar, glad that on the way 
home I do not need to laugh at the Lohengrin 
joke. When the dark tarpaulin of a passing 
truck makes a background for the streetcar 
window, I can see my face: it is relaxed; that 
is to say pensive, almost brooding, and I relish 
the fact that I do not have to put on any other 
face, for at this hour none of my morning fel- 
low-travelers has finished work. I get out at the 
Roonstrasse, buy some fresh rolls, a piece of 
cheese or sausage, some ground coffee, and 
walk up to my little apartment, the walls of 
which are hung with graphs and charts, with 
hectic curves: between the abscissas and ordi- 
nates I capture the lines of a fever going up 
and up; not a single one of my curves goes 
down, not a single one of my formulas has the 
power to soothe me. I groan under the burden 
of my vision of economics, and while the water 
is boiling for the coffee I place my slide-rule, 
my notes, pencil and paper in readiness. 


11. hieroglyphics (hi’or 9 glif’iks)]: picture writing; 
here, doodling. 
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My apartment is sparsely furnished, it looks 
more like a laboratory. I drink my coffee stand- 
ing up and hastily swallow a sandwich, the 
epicure’? I was at noon is now a thing of the 
past. Wash hands, light a cigarette, then I set 
my stop-watch and unwrap the nerve tonic I 
bought that morning on my stroll through the 
town: outer wrapping paper, cellophane cov- 
ering, carton, inside wrapping paper, directions 
for use secured by a rubber band: thirty-seven 
seconds. The nervous energy consumed in un- 
wrapping exceeds the nervous energy which 
the tonic promises to impart to me, but there 
may be subjective reasons for this which I shall 
disregard in my calculations. One thing is cer- 
tain: the wrapping is worth more than the con- 
tents, and the cost of the twenty-five yellow 
tablets is out of all proportion to their value. 
But these are considerations verging on the 
moral aspect, and I would prefer to keep away 
from morality altogether. My field of specula- 
tion is one of pure economics. 

Numerous articles are waiting to be un- 
wrapped by me, many slips of paper are wait- 
ing to be evaluated; green, red, blue ink, every- 
thing is ready. It is usually late by the time [ 
get to bed, and as I fall asleep I am haunted by 
my formulas, whole worlds of useless paper 
roll over me; some formulas explode like dy- 
namite, the noise of the explosion sounds like 
a burst of laughter: it is my own, my laughter 
at the Lohengrin joke originating in my fear of 
the clerk from City Hall. Perhaps he has access 
to the punch-card file, has picked out my card, 
discovered that it contains not only the symbol 
for “mental case” but the second, more dan- 
gerous one for “antisocial.” There is nothing 
more difficult to fill than a tiny hole like that 
in a punch-card; perhaps my laughter at the 
Lohengrin joke is the price I have to pay for 
my anonymity. I would not like to admit face 
to face what I find easier to do in writing: that 
I am a thrower-away. 


12. epicure: person with a refined taste for good food 
and drink. 


STUDY QUESTIONS 


Recalling 

1. What reason does the narrator give for writing 
the story? 

2. Find at least five examples of the narrator’s 
“camouflage” in the morning. Briefly outline 
his work day. 

3. What innovations does the narrator foresee for 
his career? 

4. What reason does the narrator give for being 
classified as ‘antisocial’? Briefly describe his 
life outside the office. 


Interpreting 

5. What is the narrator’s attitude toward his ca- 
reer? Why do you think he feels this way? 

6. Contrast the narrator's real personality with his 
“camouflage.” Why is “camouflage” neces- 
sary? 

7. In what ways is the story critical of society? In 
what ways is it critical of the narrator? 

8. Explain how Bdéll uses humor in the story to 
express serious ideas. 


Extending 

9. Create two or three new job titles that, like 
“thrower-awzey,” are made necessary by mod- 
ern life. 


VOCABULARY 


Synonyms 

A synonym is a word that has the same or 
nearly the same meaning as another word. Gen- 
erous and unselfish are synonyms. The words in 
capitals are from “The Thrower-Away.” Choose 
the word that is nearest the meaning of each 
word in capitals, as the word is used in the se- 
lection. Write the number of each item and the 
letter of your choice on a separate sheet. 


1. INCIPIENT: (a) beginning (b) concluding 
(c) insistent (d) painful 
2. RADIATE: (a) tingle (b) send out 


(c) absorb (d) develop 
3. UNKEMPT (a) wholesome (b) unloved 
(c) angry (d) untidy 
4. DISCREETLY: (a) cautiously 
(b) awkwardly (c) proudly (d) abruptly 
5. imBUE: (a) distract (b) fill (c) paint 
(d) deceive 


COMPOSITION 


Writing About Literature and Its Period 

@ Write an essay showing how Heinrich Boll ex- 
emplifies modern European literature. State at 
least three characteristics of the modern period 
in Europe. Then for each characteristic give 
examples from “The Thrower-Away.” For help 
with this assignment, refer to Lesson 10 in the 
Writing About Literature Handbook at the back 
of this book. 

Writing a Monologue 

@ while criticizing his society, the narrator of “The 
Thrower-Away” unintentionally reveals a great 
deal about himself. Write a brief monologue 
in which a character unintentionally reveals 
his or her own personality while offering opin- 
ions on some other topic. You may want to con- 
sider one of the following topics: (a) junk mail, 
(b) collecting unusual objects, (c) career 
“camouflage,” or (d) laughing at stale jokes. 


COMPARING ENGLISH AND WESTERN 
a in TERE TERE 


1. One frequent topic of modern fiction is the dif- 
ficulty of meaningful human communication. 
Compare the manner in which this problem is 
treated in English and western fiction. What 
obstacles to communication between people 
does a given story present? What hope does 
that story offer for a solution to the difficulty? 
Cite examples from at least one modern Eng- 
lish story (see pages 579-643) and one mod- 
ern western story (see pages 875-920). 

2. Much modern English fiction is psychological 
and is concerned with inner states of charac- 
ters. On the other hand, a great deal of mod- 
ern western fiction is philosophical and deals 
with the very meaning of life. Demonstrate this 
difference between English and western fiction 
by citing examples from at least one English 
and one western short story in this book. 

3. Modern literature created innovations in con- 
tent and technique to respond to rapidly 
changing times. Demonstrate this point by 
comparing innovations in at least one English 
and one western short story in this book. For 
each story identify an innovation of content or 
technique, and cite specific examples. Then 
tell what world event inspired the innovation. 
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Key to Illustrations on 
Pages 648-645. 


1. Detail, The Fox and the Grapes, 
engraving, 1879. 

2. Detail, The Colosseum, Ronie, 
J. MW Turner (1773-1851). 

3. Sophocles (496?—406 8.c.), 
Roman marbte copy of a Greek 
original. 

4. Detail, women weaving and 
folding cloth, design on Athenian 
flask, c. 560 B.c. 

5. Ruins of small temple at Delphi. 
6 Ovid (43 B.c.-Ap. 17). 

7. Detail, Roman masaic 
portraying musicians and their 
instruments, 

8. Homer, detail of statue from 
Herculaneum, ancient city in 
southern Italy, 

9. Arch of Titus, Rome, a.D. 81. 
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Key to [Lhustrations on 
Pages 732-733. 


1. Detail, medieval marketplace, 
fifteenth-century French 
Manuscript. 

2. Detail, singer and two 
musicians, Italian manuscript, 
3. Reims Cathedral, France, 

c. F294). 

4. Detail. The Effects of Good 
Government, Ambrogia 
Lorenzetti, 1340. 

5. Detail, chirteenth-century 
miniature depicting Dante 
composing the Ditine Comedy. 
6. Detail, interior of a bakery, 
fifteenth-century Ltalian 


~ manuscript. 


7. Detail, embarkation of Cheva- 
liers du Saint-Esprit on a Crusade, 
fourteenth-century miniature. 

&. Bishop's tower at the walled 
city of Carcassonne, France. 


Key to [lustrations on 
Pages 752-753. 


hh | 


—————S 


1, Detail, View of Toledo, El 
Greco, early 1600s. 

2. Giovanni Boccaccio 
(1313-1375). 

3. Vasco da Gama (1469?-1524), 
sixteenth-century manuscript. 
4. Chenonceaux Castle, France, 
mid-sixteenth century. 

5. Miguel de Cervantes 
(1547-1616). 

6. Detail, Christopher Columbus 
at the Royal Court of Spain, 
American lithograph, 1892. 

7. The dome of St. Peter’s 
Basilica, Rome, Michelangelo, 
1546-1564. 

8. Francesco Petrarch 
(1304-1374). 

9, Sixteench-century Italian 
ceramic plate showing an incident 
from the campaign of the Roman 
general Scipio. 


Key to Illustrations on 
Pages 774-775. 


Key-to Mlustrations on 
Pages 796-797. 


Key to Hlustrations on 
Pages 846-847. 


1. Engraving showing French 
costume, c. 1786. 

2. Detail, Boy Sharpening a 
Pencil, Jean-Baptiste-Siméon 
Chardin (1699-1779). 

3. Detail, French etching 
showing the storming of the 
Bastille, 1817. 

4. Detail, painting of Versailles, 
Pierre Patel, 1668: 

5. Detail, The Little Street, 

Jan Vermecr, 1658. 

6. Parade helmet made for Louis 
XIV, c. 1700. 

7. Voltaire (1694-1778). : 

8. Moliére in the role of Sgana- 
relle, period French engraving. 

9. Palace of Versailles. 

10, Detail, A Young Girl Reading, 
Jean-Honoré Fragonard, c. 1776. 


1. Anton Chekhov (1860-1904). 


2. Detail, The Battie of Waterloo, 
Sir William Allen, nineteenth 
century. 

3. Detail, On the Boulevard, 
Vladimir Makovsky, 1887. 

4. Detail, The Orchestra of the 
Opera, Edgar Degas, 1868-1870. 
5. Detail, Breton Women, Paul 

Gauguin, 1894. 

6. Guy de Maupassant 
(1850-1893). 

7. Example of art nouveau cer- 
amics, late nineteenth century. 

8. Portrait of Johann Wolfgang 


“von Goethe (1749-1832), J. K. 


Stieler, 1828. 

9. Detail, The Haymarket at 
Cologne, German engraving, mid- 
nineteenth century. 

10. Detail, Wheatfield with 
Reaper, Vincent van Gogh, 1889. 


1. Thomas Mann (1875-1955 ). 

2. Silver teapot exemplifying 
Bauhaus design, Germany, 1920s. 

3. Family Group, Henry Moore, 
1948-1949, 

4, Notre Dame du Haut (chapel), 
Le Corbusier, Ronchamp, France, 
1955, 

5. Detail, The Musician, Louis 
Marcoussis, 1914, 

6. Albert Camus (1913-1960). 

7. Wassily Chait, first cubular 
chaic designed by Marcel Breuer, 
1925. 

8. Detail} Harlequin, Pablo 
Picasso, 1901. 

9. Franz Kafka (1883-1924). 
10. The Georges Pompidou 
Center, Plateau Beauborg, Paris, 
France. 
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VOCABULARY WORDS 


In addition to the words listed in the words is presented to help you these words treated in English and 
Glossary and the words covered in prepare for standardized tests of Western Literature. 

the word study sections through- verbal skills. The page numbers at 

out this book, each of the following the right tell where you can find 

acme 399 foliage 874 prodigious 267 
acrid 638 formidable 787 radiate 920 
alacrity 193 frenzy 809 revelation 540 
anarchy 540 heralded 886 reverberating 638 
animate 193 imbue 920 risible 294 
asperity 294 immoderate 874 ruinous 638 
auspicious 713 impassive 838 rustle 874 
ballast 193 impassively 713 sagacity 267 
barren 419 implacable 713 sanctity 267 
bleared 438 impudence 787 scanty 399 
blight 438 inadvertency 294 seared 438 
blunt 855 incipient 920 sententiously 713 
boundless 874 inexorable 874 serrated 638 
bridled 193 inimical 787 shrill 838 
brimming 540 insatiableness 809 slander 419 
clamorous 540 intercede 787 solemn 838 
conjecture 267 lyre 855 soundiessly 855 
contritely 787 marred 886 strife 419 
contrive 267 mars 193 stupefied 855 
credulous 787 mercenary 787 sublime 787 
dappled 438 morosely 886 tenacity 809 
demurely 886 nimbly 886 torrent 809 
diminution 399 nullity 874 transgress 713 
discreetly 920 odious 267 tumult 540 
dissipated 399 ornamented 838 unburnished 419 
dogmatic 787 pathetic 399 unkempt 920 
elude 874 pathos 809 venomous 193 
eminent 193 percipience 787 vessel 419 
encumbers 294 perfidiousness 267 vexatious 267 
exasperated 838 pernicious 267 vigilance 294 
exasperating 638 petals 855 vortex 874 
felicity 267 plunder 874 votive 874 
fickle 438 precipitate 193 
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WRITING ABOUT LITERATURE HANDBOOK 


Revising and Editing Checklist ................... 


Lesson 1: Developing a Thesis Statement ...... 
Lesson 2: Writing a Comparison/Contrast ...... 
Lesson 3: Citing Evidence ................... 
Lesson 4: Writing About Nonfiction ............ 
Lesson 5: Writing About a Quotation or a Symbol 
Lesson 6: Writing About Theme .............. 
Lesson 7: Writing About Poetry ............... 
Lesson 8: Writing About the Total Effect........ 
Lesson 9: Applying a Statement About Literature 
Lesson 10: Writing About Literature and Its Period 


Revising and Editing Checklist 


The lessons in this handbook will help you think 
about literature in ways that you may be asked to 
when you are given essay assignments. If you can 
think clearly about literature, you will be on your 
way to writing clear analyses of literature. 

The lessons will show you how to approach writ- 
ing as a process. For each essay assignment they 
will advise you on prewriting steps to follow, and 
they will suggest how you can proceed from para- 
graph to paragraph. Each lesson will also remind 
you to revise and edit your first draft into a more 
polished final draft. Here are specific guidelines to 
follow as you review your first draft. 


1. Read your writing aloud. Your ear has been 
responding to words longer than you have 
been writing. 

2. Use the following checklist to revise your writ- 
ing. If you can answer “yes” to each question 
on the list, you will submit an essay that your 
audience will find interesting and logical. 


I], Organization 

a. Does your thesis statement in the introduc- 
tory paragraph relate directly to the assign- 
ment? 

b. Are the ideas mentioned in the thesis 
statement then taken up in the following 
paragraphs with a topic sentence for each? 

c. Is there clear movement from paragraph to 
paragraph by means of transitions? 


d. Does the final paragraph offer a restate- 
ment of the thesis statement along with ad- 
ditional insights? 

Il. Content 

a. Does the essay as a whole adequately an- 
swer the question posed in the assign- 
ment? 

b. Is each idea adequately developed with 
supporting details from the literature rather 
than simply stated and restated in different 
ways without evidence? 

Ill. Grammar, Usage, Mechanics 

a. Is each sentence complete (no fragments, 
no run-ons)? 

b. Have you avoided errors in the use of 
verbs (especially, subject-verb agreement), 
pronouns, and modifiers? 

c. Have you correctly capitalized and punc- 
tuated all sentences? 

d. Are all words spelled correctly? 

IV. Word Choice, Style 

a. Have you used words that are appropriate 
for your audience and your purpose? 

b. Have you avoided slang and cliches unless 
(and this should be rare) you are using 
them for a very special purpose or effect? 

c. Have you eliminated wordiness and vague- 
ness? 

d. Have you varied sentence length and 
structure while checking for parallelism? 
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LESSON 1: Developing a Thesis Statement 


The thesis statement of a composition states the 
topic of your composition and explains your pur- 
pose in writing about it. The thesis statement, 
which usually appears in the introductory para- 
graph, expresses the thesis, or proposition, that 
you will defend. For example, after reading James 
Joyce’s “Araby” (page 593 in this book) you may 
want to write about the boy’s attitudes toward the 
fair. “Appearance and reality,” then, is your topic. 
What you will say about the topic is the thesis, 
and you will state the thesis in a thesis state- 
ment. Note that a thesis statement may contain 
more than one main clause and may even, at 
times, be two sentences long. 


Example: The boy in ‘‘Araby” initially ex- 
pects the fair to be exotic and ablaze; 
when he reaches his goai of attending the 
fair, he confronts disappointment and dark- 
ness. 


A thesis statement is not merely a fact; it is an 
opinion or interpretation based on the facts of the 
literary selection. In other words, “‘Araby’ centers 
around a Dublin fair’ would not qualify as a the- 
sis statement. The sentence is not a thesis state- 
ment because it does not state a position or opin- 
ion based on the facts of the work. 

The purpose of the thesis statement is to in- 
troduce the subject of the composition to your au- 
dience and to explain the nature of the para- 
graphs that follow. Each of those paragraphs will 
have its own topic sentence and will Support the 
opening thesis statement. 


CONCEPTS TO REMEMBER 

1. A thesis statement is much more detailed and 
specific than a general topic. The topic is often 
just a single word or phrase. The thesis state- 
ment is one or more complete sentences that 
express your position and indicate the plan 
you will follow in the composition as a whole. 
Here are examples: 


Beowulf 

General Topic: Loyalty to lord and king 

™ Thesis Statement: In excerpts from Beo- 
wulf, we can see the dominant role that 
loyalty to lord and king played in the life of 
Anglo-Saxon nobles. 
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The thesis statement should narrow and focus 
the general topic so that you can write a co- 
herent composition with the limits of three to 
five paragraphs. 

2. It is very important that you believe in your 
thesis. Your composition will lack conviction 
and your thesis statement will not convince 
your audience if you yourself do not believe in 
it. You must look for a topic and then generate 
a thesis in which you are genuinely interested. 
Although your observations and analysis may 
not involve a radically new interpretation, you 
should nevertheless point out something of in- 
terest to you. 


TYPICAL ESSAY QUESTION 

The most challenging essay question may be 
the kind that asks you to create a thesis state- 
ment and to go on to support the thesis state- 
ment. Such an assignment may be worded as fol- 
lows: 


Develop a thesis statement about a piece of 
literature, and in a brief essay defend your 
thesis with examples from the work. 


PREWRITING 

Assuming you have read a work carefully, ask 
yourself some or all of the following questions or 
other, similar questions. These questions will help 
you identify which aspect of the work you want to 
write about and then to create a thesis statement 
that will focus your area of concern narrowly 
enough so that you can handle the topic within a 
brief essay. 


1. What is the most intriguirg literary element or 
aspect of the work? 


a. Plot: What is notable about the conflicts in 
this selection? What prepares you for the 
climax? What elements of foreshadowing 
are present? 

b. Characters: Do any of the characters ex- 
perience interesting growth or change? 
Would a compare/contrast approach pro- 
duce significant insights? 

c. Setting: How is the setting a reflection of 
the characters or another element of the 
work? 


d. Point of View: Why is the point of view ap- 
propriate for the selection? 

e. Theme: Why is the theme intriguing? How 
is it made clear throughout the work? 

f. Symbol: What is the purpose of any sym- 
bol that the author has used? 

g. Irony: What type of irony (verbal, dra- 
matic, situational) does the author use? 
What effect does it have on your under- 
standing of theme, characters, and so on? 

h. Tone: How does the author achieve his or 
her tone in this work? 

i. Purpose: What is the author’s purpose? 
What techniques does the author use to 
achieve that purpose? 

j. Total Effect: What is the total impact of 
the work? How is it achieved? 


2. Why is this element or aspect of the work in- 
teresting? Is it central to understanding the 
work? Do other elements or aspects of the 
work support the one you plan to write about? 

3. Can you support your idea about the element 
you have selected? What support can you find 
in the text itself? What evidence can you find 
in secondary sources, such as the author’s bi- 
ography or critics’ writings? (See Lesson 3: 
Citing Evidence for more information about pri- 
mary and secondary sources.) 

4. What are some of the arguments against your 
thesis statement? How would you go about re- 
sponding to these arguments? 


The following example shows a thesis state- 
ment generated for the epic poem Beowulf. 


Example: In the epic poem Beowulf the mon- 
ster Grendel and the fire-breathing dragon are 
symbols of absolute evil, and Beowulf’s heroic 
battles with the two monsters represent the 
eternal, universal, and predestined struggle 
between good and evil. 


WRITING AN ESSAY PARAGRAPH BY 

PARAGRAPH 

1. Begin the introductory paragraph with the the- 
sis statement. Fill out the introductory para- 


graph with definitions of terms or clarification 
of your thesis statement. 

2. In the following paragraphs give at least two 
specific examples from Beowulf to support the 
thesis statement. 

3. In your concluding paragraph repeat your the- 
sis statement in different words, and indicate 
that the preceding paragraphs have shown 
that the thesis statement is defensible. 


WRITING A ONE-PARAGRAPH ANSWER 

All the preceding advice on structure applies 
as well to written responses that are only one 
paragraph long. If you are limited to one para- 
graph, begin with a strong topic sentence. Each 
of your following sentences should develop one 
aspect of the topic sentence. You will not have as 
much room for supporting details as in a five- 
paragraph essay, but you nevertheless must give 
evidence to support the topic sentence. For ex- 
ample, using the thesis statement from Prewriting 
Step 4 as a topic sentence, you can devote a few 
sentences to description of the evil nature of the 
monsters and a few sentences to evidence that 
Beowulf symbolizes strength and goodness. You 
may include support to show that the battles 
and Beowulf’s death are predestined. You can 
conclude this one-paragraph response with a 
clincher sentence, which sums up the evidence 
you have presented. 


REVISING AND EDITING 
See page 925 for detailed reminders about im- 
proving your writing. 


ASSIGNMENTS 

1. Write the composition that will support the the- 
sis statement supplied here for Beowulf. 

2. Do one of the assignments called ‘Developing 
a Thesis Statement” that appear after the folk 
ballads (page 41) or after the selections by 
Christopher Marlowe and Sir Walter Raleigh 
(page 97), Samuel Johnson (page 294), Wil- 
liam Hazlitt (page 395), and Joseph Conrad 
(page 588). 
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LESSON 2: Writing a Comparison/Contrast 


As you identify similarities and differences be- 
tween two works of literature, you are examining 
the properties of each work in order to define its 
meaning. A comparison/contrast analysis of two 
works clarifies your understanding of how each 
author has approached the subject, what the 
meaning or theme is, and how each author feels 
about the subject. 


CONCEPTS TO REMEMBER 

1. To compare in this lesson means “to examine 
two or more literary works for the purpose of 
noting similarities.” To contrast means “to ex- 
amine two or more literary works for the pur- 
pose of noting differences.” 

2. In stories and novels you can compare and 
contrast these elements: plot, characters, set- 
tings, points of view, tones, themes, symbols, 
and irony. 

3. In poetry you can compare and contrast these 
elements: speakers, sound devices, rhythm, 
rhyme, imagery, and figurative speech. 


TYPICAL ESSAY QUESTION 

When you are asked to compare and contrast 
two literary works, you will often have to answer 
an essay assignment like this one: 


Select two pieces of literature that you have 
read. Compare and contrast the two by point- 
ing out similarities and differences in content 
and literary techniques. 


PREWRITING 
1. Use the following questions and others like 
them to compare and contrast two stories. 


a. What plot elements in each are similar? 

b. How are the characters similar or different? 
Do the characters change, or do they re- 
main the same throughout the story? 

c., From what point of view is each story told? 

d. What is the setting of each piece? In what 
period does it take place? Under what so- 
cial conditions? 

e. The tone of each piece may be serious, 
comic, straightforward, ironic, angry, etc. 
Are the tones of the two pieces alike or dif- 
ferent? 
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What theme is each author expressing? 
What symbols are used? How? 

How is irony used in each piece? 
What is the total impact of each piece? 


~aa> 


2. Use the following questions and others like 
them to compare and contrast two poems. 


a. Does each poem focus on the actions of a 
character? On a place? On a thing? On an 
event? 

b. Does each poem focus on an idea? A feel- 
ing? 

c. What is your emotional response to each? 

d. On what does each poem cause you to re- 

flect? 

Who is the speaker in each poem? 

What sound devices are used in each? 

What kind of rhyme and rhythm is used? 

How does each poem use imagery to ap- 

peal to your five senses? 

What figures of speech are used in the 

poem? 


sao 


3. Prepare a chart (see the opposite page) on 
which to record your answers to the questions 
in Prewriting Step 1 or Step 2 and to any other 
questions you have devised. 


WRITING PARAGRAPH BY PARAGRAPH 

1. Begin your introductory paragraph with a the- 
sis statement that restates the main points of 
the assignment. State the major similarities 
and differences in meaning and technique. 


Example: The two Scottish folk ballads, 
“Sir Patrick Spens” and ‘The Wife of Ush- 
er’s Well,” tell different stories that, how- 
ever, share common techniques and a 
common theme. 


2. Use one of the following options for organizing 
the body of the essay. 


Option A 

Introductory paragraph 

Next paragraph: Tell about one selection. 

Next paragraph: Tell about the second one. 

Next paragraph: Discuss similarities and differ- 
ences based on two preceding paragraphs. 

Concluding paragraph 


SIMILARITIES AND DIFFERENCES IN POEMS 
SELECTION: (1) “Sir Patrick Spens” and (2) “The Wife of Usher’s Well” 


saeiar Bid : als di- | Events: Knight recom- | Rhythm: Ballad stanza Death at sea as a result 

y lence. mends Sir Patrick as the : of the captain’s ignoring 
: penyiae Rhyme: Follows ballad : ai 

Tone: Foreboding, sad, | Man to sail the king's riviie scheme, abcb his premonition to carry 


somber ship. Shipwreck and out his duty; loyalty both 
drowning of all hands Alliteration: ‘‘Aloud lauch of captain and his men 
lauched he.”’ 


Repetition of words and 
phrases: ‘‘Half owre, half 
owre to Aberdour’’ 


SELECTION 1 


Disaster: Death at sea; 
loyalty and love of 
mother and sons 


Speaker tells story di- 
rectly to audience. 


Tone: Sad, but not omi- 
nous 


Drowning at sea of the 
three sons 


Visitation by ghosts of 
three sons to comfort 
mother and to say good- 
by to life 


Rhythm: Ballad stanza 


Rhyme: Follows ballad 
rhyme scheme, abcb 


Alliteration: ‘‘And a 
wealthy wife was she.”’ 


Repetition of phrases and 
words: “They  hadna’ 
been a week from her, a 
week but barely ane.’’ 


SELECTION 2 


ASSIGNMENTS 
1. Use the chart for ‘‘Sir Patrick Spens” and ‘‘The 


Option B 
Introductory paragraph 


Next paragraph: Discuss the similarities in 
meaning and elements in each selection. 
Next paragraph: Discuss the differences in 
meaning and elements in each selection. 

Concluding paragraph 


. In the concluding paragraph use different 
words to remind readers of your thesis. Focus 
on whether the two selections are more alike 
or more different. 


REVISING AND EDITING 
See page 925 for detailed reminders about im- 
proving your writing. 


Wife of Usher's Well” to write a compari- 
son/contrast for the two folk ballads. 


. Do one of the “Writing a Comparison/ 


Contrast” assignments that follow the selec- 
tions by Geoffrey Chaucer (page 63), Edmund 
Spenser (page 93), Robert Browning (page 
425), William Butler Yeats (page 540), John 
Galsworthy (page 591), Aesop (page 673), 
Dante (page 747), the Troubadours (page 
751), Petrarch (page 757), Moliére (page 787), 
Paul Verlaine (page 845), Rainer Maria Rilke 
(page 855), Eugenio Montale and Czeslaw 
Milosz (page 874), and Hermann Hesse (page 
898). 
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LESSON 3: Citing Evidence 


Whether you write one paragraph or an entire es- 
say of literary analysis, you must provide de- 
tails—evidence—to support the generalization you 
have made in your topic sentence or thesis state- 
ment. The following sample paragraph is effective 
because it includes numerous details providing 
proof of the opinion stated in the topic sentence. 


Sample 

In the Prologue to The Canterbury Tales, 
Chaucer’s portraits of the pilgrims not only tell 
us much about life and customs in medieval 
England but also show that human nature is 
the same, whatever the period. For example, 
his detailed descriptions of dress, which tell 
us much about daily life, include the hero- 
ic Knight's “...fustian tunic stained and 
dark / With smudges where his armor had left 
mark’; the Yeoman’s “. . . coat and hood of 
green. . . A hunting-horn, well-slung and bur- 
nished clean, / That dangled from a baldric of 
bright green”; and the Woman from Bath’s 
wimple, cloak, and hose of “the finest scarlet 
red.” Chaucer helps us understand customs 
by showing us people at work: the Reeve, an 
overseer who was ‘Feared like the plague”; 
the Plowman, a hard-working farmer who did 
“as the gospel bade him.” Demonstrating hu- 
man nature, Chaucer shows us the Miller, who 
was a “wrangler and buffoon” and ‘‘a master- 
hand at stealing grain,” and the Merchant, 
who worked hard concealing the fact that he 
was in debt. Chaucer’s satiric and witty de- 
scriptions make the people of this long-ago 
period come alive. 


CONCEPTS TO REMEMBER 
Evidence may be in the form of a paraphrase 
or in the form of a direct quotation. 


1. A paraphrase is a restatement in your own 
words of the sense of a piece of writing. When 
you paraphrase, you should indicate the 
source either within the context of your para- 
phrase or in a footnote or endnote that you re- 
fer your reader to by placing a raised numeral 
at the end of your paraphrase. 


Paraphrase 
Pilgrims to Canterbury traveled as a 
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group from London and may have passed 
the time by telling stories to one another 
as they journeyed. In one famous fictional 
account of such a pilgrimage, the pilgrims 
actually competed to see who would tell 
the most entertaining story." 


2. When you use a direct quotation, you use 
precisely the same words and the same word 
order aS your source. 


Direct Quotation 
One of literature’s classic monsters, 
Grendel, attacks the warriors at Herot: 
He slipped through the door and there 
in the silence 
Snatched up thirty men, smashed them 
Unknowing in their beds and ran out 
with their bodies, 
The blood dripping behind him, back 
To his lair, delighted with his night’s 
slaughter. 


TYPICAL ESSAY QUESTION 

You should always cite evidence in support of 
your thesis statement. Some essay questions 
make a particular point of reminding you to do so. 
The following essay assignment is an example. 


Write a brief essay in which you give your 
opinion or make a generalization about a par- 
ticular piece of literature. First clearly state 
your opinion. Then support it with examples. 


PREWRITING 

1. Gather material in support of your thesis by 
reading and rereading the piece of literature. 

2. Prepare a chart on which you can list (on the 
left) the arguments you will present in support 
of your thesis. In the middie column add exact 
quotations that defend each argument you list. 
In the right-hand column, offer a paraphrase of 
the quotation. The chart on the opposite page 
served as preparation for the sample para- 
graph near the beginning of this lesson. 


USING FOOTNOTES OR ENDNOTES 
AND BIBLIOGRAPHY ENTRIES 

A footnote or endnote gives source informa- 
tion for a statement in your composition. It tells 


ARGUMENT SUPPORTING QUOTATION 


Knight: ‘‘He wore a fustian tunic stained and 
dark / With smudges where his armor had left 
mark.” 


Yeoman: ‘‘This Yeoman wore a coat and hood of 
green, / And peacock-feathered arrows, bright 
and keen / And neatly sheathed, hung at his belt 
the while . . . And in his hand he bore a mighty 
bow. . . . Amedal of Saint Christopher he wore / 
Of shining silver on his breast, and bore/A 
hunting-horn, well slung and burnished clean, / 
That dangled from a baldric of bright green.”’ 


Descriptions of 
dress 


Woman from Bath: ‘‘Her hose were of the finest 
scarlet red / And gartered tight; her shoes were 
soft and new./ .. . she sat/ Well wimpled 
up, and on her head a hat / As broad as is a 
buckler or a shield; / She had a flowing mantle 
that concealed / Large hips, her heels spurred 
sharply under that.” 


Reeve: ‘‘His master’s sheep, his animals and 
hens, / Pigs, horses, dairies, stores and cattle 
pens / Were wholly trusted to his govern- 
ment. . . . No bailiff, serf or herdsman dared 
to kick, /He knew their dodges, knew their 
every trick; / Feared like the plague he was, by 
those beneath.” 


Plowman: ‘‘He was an honest worker, good and 
true, . . ./ And, as the gospel bade him, so 
did he.”’ 


Descriptions of 
work customs 


Examples of Miller: ‘‘A wrangler and buffoon, he had a 
human nature store / Of tavern stories, filthy in the main. / 
His was a master-hand at stealing grain.’’ 


Merchant: ‘‘This estimable Merchant so had set / 
His wits to work, none knew he was in debt, / 
He was so stately in negotiation, / Loan, bar- 
gain and commercial obligation.” 


CITING EVIDENCE 
SELECTION: Prologue to The Canterbury Tales 


THESIS: In the Prologue to The Canterbury Tales, Chaucer’s portraits of the pilgrims not only tell us 
much about life and customs in medieval England but also show that human nature is the same, 
whatever the period. 


SUPPORTING PARAPHRASE 


The Knight was dressed simply in a heavy cotton 
tunic stained by his armor. 


The Yeoman was dressed in the costume of a 
forester—rather Robin Hood—like and very clean 
and neat. His arrows in a quiver hung from a 
belt; a horn, from a shoulder strap. 


She wore a long hood topped by a hat that 
looked like a shield, bright red stockings, long 
cloak, and spurs on her new shoes. 


The overseer who managed the estate for the 
landowner, keeping all accounts 


A hard-working farmer who tried to follow the 
teachings of the Bible 


A boorish fellow who told off-color jokes and 
was very clever at stealing grain 


The merchant pursued his business in such a 
way as to keep people from suspecting that he 
was in debt. 


who wrote the source, its title, where it was pub- ASSIGNMENT 

lished, by whom, and when. Do one of the assignments called “Citing Evi- 
A bibliography is an alphabetical arrange- dence” that appear after the selections by Geof- 

ment by last name of the authors of ali the frey Chaucer (p. 71), Samuel Pepys (page 247), 

sources used in writing a composition. The bibli- James Boswell (page 301), James Joyce (page 

ography appears at the end of the composition. 597), and Thomas Mann (page 886). 
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LESSON 4: Writing About Nonfiction 


Essays, biographies, autobiographies, diaries, 
and journals are all types of nonfiction. You can 
analyze all kinds of nonfiction, whether book 
length or just a few paragraphs long, in the same 
way. You can discuss the author’s purpose in 
writing the piece and demonstrate with specific 
examples from the work how the author achieved 
that purpose. 


CONCEPTS TO REMEMBER 

1. The purpose of a piece of nonfiction is the 
central idea, or general statement about life, 
that the author wishes to make. 

2. To communicate the purpose, the author uses 
various techniques such as sensory details, 
facts, statistics, examples, and opinions. 


TYPICAL ESSAY QUESTION 

When you are asked to write about a piece of 
nonfiction, you are often answering an assign- 
ment such as the following: 


Select a piece of nonfiction that you have 
read. An author always has a purpose in writ- 
ing nonfiction. To accomplish this purpose, the 
author may use various techniques such as 
sensory details, facts, statistics, examples, 
and opinions. 


What is the purpose of the piece of nonfiction you 
have read? Cite with examples the particular 
techniques that the author uses to accomplish the 
purpose of the piece. 


PREWRITING 

1. To determine the author’s purpose in writing a 
work of nonfiction, ask yourself the following 
questions: 


a. What, if anything, does the title suggest 
about the author’s opinion of the subject of 
the essay, diary, or journal or about the 
person in a biography or autobiography? 

b. What opinion about life in general is sug- 
gested by the experiences that the author 
relates? 

c. What opinion about the subject or about 
people in general is suggested by details 
(including sensory details, facts, statistics, 
examples, and opinions)? 
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d. What ideas about the world in general are 
suggested by details of setting? 

e. What tone, or attitude, toward the subject is 
revealed by the author’s style? 


2. Based on your answers to the preceding ques- 
tions, prepare a statement of the author’s pur- 
pose, and, on a chart like the one on the op- 
posite page, record the techniques that the 
author uses to achieve that purpose. The fill- 
in chart represents an analysis of the essay “Of 
Ambition” by Sir Francis Bacon (page 191). 


WRITING PARAGRAPH BY PARAGRAPH 

1. Begin the introductory paragraph with a thesis 
Statement. It should specify the author's pur- 
pose and the techniques used to accomplish it. 


Example: \n his essay “Of Ambition” Sir 
Francis Bacon uses sensory detail, facts, 
examples, and opinion to advise rulers on 
when to employ ambitious men and how to 
protect themselves against the dangers of 
thwarted or unbridled ambition. 


2. In each of the body paragraphs, show how the 
author uses one. technique to make the pur- 
pose clear. 

3. In the concluding paragraph restate in other 
words the thesis statement from the introduc- 
tory paragraph. Here you might include briefly 
your own reaction to the author’s efforts. 


REVISING AND EDITING 
See page 925 for detailed reminders about im- 
proving your writing. 


ASSIGNMENTS 

1. Use the chart for “Of Ambition” (Prewriting 
Step 2) to write an essay in which you discuss 
the author’s purpose and the techniques he 
used to achieve that purpose. 

2. Do one of the assignments called ‘Writing 
About Nonfiction” that follow the selections by 
Joseph Addison and Sir Richard Steele (page 
275) and George Orwell (page 623), or select 
another piece of literature from this book, and 
write an essay in which you discuss the au- 
thor’s purpose and the techniques used to 
achieve that purpose. 


PURPOSE AND TECHNIQUES 
SELECTION: “Of Ambition” 


PURPOSE: To state his opinion that ambitious men can be valuable to rulers but that they can also 
be very dangerous and, therefore, should be curbed. 


SENSORY DETAILS 


“But then there must be some middle counselors 
to keep things steady; for without that ballast 


the ship will roll too much.” 


Examples of when to use ambitious men: ‘‘Good 
commanders in the wars must be taken, be they 


never so ambitious. . . . 


“There is also great use of ambitious men in 
being screens to princes in matters of danger 
andenvy... .” 


“There is use also of ambitious men in pulling 
down the greatness of any subject that overtops: 
as Tiberius used Macro in the pulling down of 
Sejanus.”” 


Examples of how to protect against the dangers 
of ambition: ‘‘It is counted by some a weakness 
in princes to have favorites; but it is of all others 
the best remedy against ambitious great ones.” 


“Another means to curb them is to balance them 
by others as proud as they.”’ 


FACTS 
“|. . choler; which is a humor that maketh 
men active, earnest, full of alacrity, and stirring 
...” (“fact” in Bacon’s day) 


OPINION 


Opinions on the value and danger of ambition: 
“So ambitious men, if they find the way open 
for their rising, and still get forward, they are 
rather busy than dangerous; but if they be 
checked in their desires, they become secretly 
discontent, and look upon men and matters with 
an evil eye, and are best pleased when things 
go backward; which is the worst property in a 
servant of a prince or state.”’ 


“|. itis good not to use such natures at all.”’ 


“He that seeketh to be eminent amongst able 
men hath a great task; but that is ever good for 
the public. But he that plots to be the only figure 
amongst ciphers is the decay of a whole age.”’ 


“Generally, let princes and states choose such 
ministers as are more sensible of duty than of 
rising; and such as love business rather upon 
conscience than upon bravery: and let them dis- 
cern a busy nature from a willing mind.”’ 
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STATISTICS 
NONE 


LESSON 5: Writing About a Quotation or a Symbol 


Why does a quotation from a piece of literature 
stand out? In some fiction, poetry, nonfiction, or 
drama, a singie line can at times sum up the 
meaning so vividly that the line itself comes to 
represent the entire work. In the same way, a 
symbol can create a vivid impression in the read- 
er’s mind. Just as a quotation can summarize an 
idea or opinion in a dramatic way, so a symbol 
may represent the message that the writer wishes 
to communicate. Because quotations and symbols 
express the writer's meaning so clearly and con- 
cisely, you should learn how to analyze them and 
relate them to a work as a whole. 


CONCEPTS TO REMEMBER 

1. A powerful quotation may have vivid adjectives 
and strong action verbs. It may use strong par- 
allel structure that gives dramatic rhythm to a 
sentence. It may use metaphorical language. It 
may appeal strongly to the reader’s emotions or 
sense. It may have a universal meaning. It 
may use clever word play or state a paradox. 
It may occupy a prominent position in the work. 

2. A symbol is something that stands for itself but 
also for something larger than itself. It may be 
a person, an animal, an inanimate object, or 
an action. A writer often uses a concrete 
object to express an abstract idea, a quality, 
or a belief. A symbol may also appeal to a 
reader's emotions and can provide a dramatic 
way to express an idea, communicate a mes- 
sage, or clarify meaning. 


TYPICAL ESSAY QUESTION 

When you are asked to write about a quotation 
or a symbol, you may find an essay question 
such as this: 


Identify a quotation [or symbol] from a piece of 
literature. Explain the specific meaning of the 
quotation [or symbol] in the work as a whole, 
explaining how it relates to a theme or main 
idea of the work. 


PREWRITING 

For a quotation 

1. Identify a quotation from a given work of liter- 
ature. Ask yourself the following questions if 
you need help in selecting a quotation: 
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a. Is there a sentence that has already gained 
fame? 

b. Is there a sentence with strong parallel 
structure, emotional appeal, or notable sim- 
plicity? 

c. Does the work begin or end with a particu- 
larly impressive statement? 


For example, in considering Act |, Scene i, of 
Shakespeare’s tragedy Macbeth, you might 
choose the line “Fair is foul, and foul is fair.” 
The witches’ observation is, like so many of 
Shakespeare’s lines, quite well known. It is a 
good choice to write about because it contains 
strong parallelism, contradiction, alliteration: in 
addition, it commands a prominent position— 
the end of a scene. 


2. Explain in your own words the meaning of the 


quotation. That is, translate any figurative lan- 
guage, and fill in any information your reader 
may need in order to understand the quotation. 
Make sure you explain, when, where, and why 
the statement was made. For example, if you 
were working with the quotation “Fair is foul, 
and foul is fair,” you could explain that in this 
scene, which introduces the play, the witches 
foreshadow the difference between appear- 
ance and reality. Macbeth, we will see, is not 
the loyal subject he appears to be, for ambi- 
tion has cast aside his reason. 


For a symbol 

1. Identify a symbol from a piece of literature. 
Look for a concrete object that seems to stand 
for something abstract above and beyond its con- 
crete meaning. Ask yourself the following ques- 
tions if you need help in selecting a symbol. 


a. Does the title of the selection alert you to 
symbolism? For example, titles such as “A 
Poison Tree” (page 314), ‘Sailing to By- 
zantium” (page 538), and ‘The New 
Dress” (page 612) might alert you to an 
object or place with symbolic meaning. 

b. Has the author given particular emphasis to 
one object or other detail, and thereby per- 
haps raised it to the level of a symbol? For 
example, in Macbeth, Act Il, Scene iv, un- 
natural weather—perhaps an eclipse—ac- 
companies the murder of Duncan. 


2. 


c. Does the object seem to be representative 
of something of another kind? Remember 
that you would not say that an ant symbol- 
izes all insects; an ant is merely represen- 
tative of certain types of insects. However, 
you might say that an ant is symbolic of 
dogged, hard work. An ant is an insect, 
while hard work is an action, something of 
another kind. 


Explain the meaning of the symbol. That is, 
tell what abstract idea, quality, or belief is 
called to mind by the given person, animal, ob- 
ject, or action. For example, the unnatural 
weather seems to symbolize the unnatural hu- 
man behavior that hungry ambition has 
caused. 


For both a quotation and a symbol 


3. 


Identify a main idea or theme of the piece of 
literature by asking yourself questions such as 
the following. Remember that a main idea or 
theme should be stated in a complete sen- 
tence as a general truth. 


a. What ideas about life does the selection’s 
title suggest? 

b, What do the particular events and conflicts 
reveal about life in general? 

c. What might these particular people or char- 
acters with these personality traits tell us 
about life in general? 

d. What view of the world do the setting and 
its details offer us? 


For example, answers to these questions should 
help you see the following main ideas: 


Appearances do not always reflect the truth; 
an honest face may mask a traitor. 
—Witches, Act |, Scene i 


The natural order can mirror any upset in the 
proper order of human society. 
—Ross, Act Il, Scene iv 


Once you have identified the main idea or 
theme of the work, make notes on how the 
quotation or symbol relates to the work as a 
whole. Ask the following questions: 


a. Does the quotation or symbol summarize 
the theme or main idea? 

b. Does the quotation or symbol i//ustrate the 
theme or main idea? 


WRITING PARAGRAPH BY PARAGRAPH 
1. Begin your introductory paragraph with a the- 


sis statement that tells what quotation or sym- 
bol you are going to write about and that iden- 
tifies a theme or main idea of the literary work. 


Examples 

For a quotation: The final comment of the 
witches in Act I, Scene i, of Shakespeare’s 
tragedy Macbeth, ‘Fair is foul, and foul is 
fair,” introduces the audience to the domi- 
nant theme of appearance versus reality. 


For a symbol: As described in Act HI, 
Scene iv, of Macbeth, the unnatural 
weather that accompanies the murder of 
Duncan symbolizes the disruption of the 
proper order of human society. The play as 
a whole underscores the chaos that results 
from meddling with that order. 


. In the next paragraph tell the specific meaning 


of the quotation or the symbol. Explain, if nec- 
essary, how you arrived at your understanding. 


. In the next paragraph explain in what way the 


quotation or symbol fits into the literary work. 


. In your concluding paragraph you might tell 


how the analysis of the quotation or symbol 
has helped you to understand better the nature 
of the piece as a whole. 


REVISING AND EDITING 


See page 925 for detailed reminders about im- 


proving your writing. 


ASSIGNMENTS 
1. Using the information in this lesson, write an 


essay explaining the significance of the quo- 
tation from Macbeth, Act |, Scene i, or the 
symbol from Act Il, Scene iv. 


. Do one of the assignments called “Writing 


About a Quotation” or “Writing About a Sym- 
bol’ that appear after the pieces by John 
Donne (page 212), John Dryden (page 240), 
William Blake (page 315), Samuel Taylor Cole- 
ridge (page 363), Alfred, Lord Tennyson (page 
419), Rupert Brooke (page 552), Louis Mac- 
Neice (page 557), Geoffrey Hill (page 578), 
D. H. Lawrence (page 610), and Sophocles 
(page 713), or select another piece of litera- 
ture from this book, and write about a symbol 
or a quotation within the work. 
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LESSON 6: Writing About Theme 


Authors usually have an underlying central idea, 
or theme, in mind when they write a literary 
work. A theme is more than just the specific topic 
or subject of the work. Whether the work is a 
novel, short story, poem, or play, its theme ex- 
presses an opinion or raises a question about hu- 
man nature or the meaning of human experience. 
You may or may not agree with the theme, but if 
the selection is well written, it will provide a new 
and moving insight into the human condition, and 
you will be able to write about that. For example, 
one subject in Beowulf is the battle with Grendel. 
The theme might be stated as ‘The forces of 
good will triumph over the forces of evil.” 


CONCEPTS TO REMEMBER 

1. Most pieces of literature have only one theme, 
although the theme can be worded in several 
ways. Some works, however, may contain sev- 
eral themes; such is the case with a long, 
complex novel. 

2. Sometimes the theme may be clearly stated. 
Usually, however, the theme is implied or sug- 
gested through other elements. The author 
uses characterization, setting, events, point of 
view, and tone to develop the theme. 


TYPICAL ESSAY QUESTION 

When you are asked to write about the theme 
of a selection, you are often answering an essay 
assignment such as the following: 


Identify the theme of a work of literature. 
Show how the author illuminates this theme 
through characterization, setting, events, point 
of view, and tone. 


PREWRITING 

1. Identify the subject of a selection that you 
have read. The selection may have more than 
one subject, but select only one. For example, 
the subject of “The Pardoner’s Tale” (page 
65) is three friends’ secret plot to kill one an- 
other in order to keep the whole pile of gold 
coins they have found. 

2. Keeping the subject in mind, ask yourself the 
following questions so that you can get beyond 
the subject of the selection to its theme. 
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a. What do various characters (or the main 
character) think, say, and do about the sub- 
ject? 

b. What are the character’s key traits? Does 
the character change at all? 

c. How do the time, place, clothing, and other 
details of setting serve as a suitable back- 
ground for the work’s subject? 

d. What do the events and conflicts have to do 
with the subject matter? 

e. What do the selection’s climax and resolu- 
tion have to do with the selection’s subject 
matter? 

f. From whose point of view is the story told, 
and how does this point of view affect you? 

g. What tone does the writer use, and how 
does that tone affect your reaction? 


3. Prepare a chart to record your answers to the 


questions in Prewriting Step 2. The chart on 
the opposite page is a sample prepared for 
“The Pardoner’s Tale.” 


4. Examine the completed chart, and try to de- 


velop a statement of the theme of the selec- 
tion. For example, for “The Pardoner’s Tale” 
you might state the theme as follows: Greed 
can lead to destruction. 


WRITING PARAGRAPH BY PARAGRAPH 

1. Begin your introductory paragraph with a the- 
sis statement that restates the main ideas of 
the assignment. Indicate what the theme of the 
selection is, being certain to state the theme in 
terms of a generalization about human nature 
or experience. Then show how the theme is il- 
luminated through the other elements of the 
selection. 


Example: The theme of “The Pardoner’s 
Tale’ is that greed can lead to destruction. 
All the elements in the story—particularly, 
the characterization of the old man, the set- 
ting, and the ironic tone—contribute to the 
effective presentation of this moral lesson. 


2. In the next paragraph focus on how the char- 
acters, setting, and events reveal the general- 
ization you feel the selection makes about life. 
Support your ideas with details from the work. 


CHARACTERIZATION 


Old man’s traits: Very, very old and 
wise; wants to die but cannot; might 
represent the Devil or Death 


POINT OF VIEW 


Omniscient: Narrator tells about all 
events and what characters think and 
feel; uses Publican to explain the set- 
ting (description of Black Death). 


3. In the next paragraph focus on how the point 
of view helps to illustrate the theme. 
4. In the next paragraph focus on how the tone 


clarifies the theme. 


5. In the concluding paragraph restate your the- 
sis statement. Explain whether the elements of 2. 
the selection led you to understand a theme 
new to you, or whether they helped renew an 


awareness that you had. 


REVISING AND EDITING 


See page 925 for detailed reminders about im- 


proving your writing. 


EVENTS ILLUMINATING THEME 
SELECTION: “The Pardoner’s Tale” 
SUBJECT OF STORY: Three friends secretly plot to kill one another in order to keep all the gold 


while the third is secretly plotting to 
kill the other two. 


they have found. 


SETTING EVENTS 

Events and Conflicts: Rioters want to 
challenge ‘‘Death.’’ When they find 
gold, they forget their vow and de- 
cide to share the wealth. One goes off 
for provisions, leaving the other two, 
who plot to stab him; the one who 
has gone off likewise plans to elimi- 
nate the remaining two. 


Climax: Upon his return the other two 
stab him according to plan. 


Time: Fourteenth century; Black 


Plague killing thousands 


Place: An English village and road 
leading to another village 


Resolution: The remaining two cele- 
brate and drink the poisoned wine; 
they die an agonizing death. 


Author uses all three types of irony: 


Verbal—The boy says death is a 
“privy thief."’ Rioters think they are 
going off to fight a real person; 


Situational—Merrymaking as death is 
all around; 


Dramatic—Readers know that two 
are secretly plotting to kill the third, 


ASSIGNMENTS 

1. Use the chart for “The Pardoner’s Tale” to 
write about theme. How do characterization, 
setting, events, point of view, and tone show 
that greed can lead to destruction? 

Choose one of the assignments called “Writing 
About Theme” that follow the selections by 
John Milton (page 236), Sean O’Faolain (page 
630), Virgil (page 727), Leo Tolstoy (page 
827), and Albert Camus (page 908), or select 
another piece of literature from this book, and 
show how all the other elements illuminate its 
theme. 
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LESSON 7: Writing About Poetry 


Poetry has much in common with both music and 
art. Musicians use techniques such as rhythm and 
sound to capture a mood or convey feeling; art- 
ists use color and line to create a beautiful paint- 
ing. In the same way, poets use various literary 
techniques to convey the sense, or meaning, of a 
poem and to convey mood and feeling. These 
techniques include choice of the speaker, sound, 
imagery, and figurative language. You should 
learn to think about all these techniques so that 
when you write an essay about a poem you will 
be able to show the connection between the tech- 
niques of the poem and its meaning. 


CONCEPTS TO REMEMBER 

1. The speaker of the poem is the voice of the 
poem. Sometimes the speaker is the poet him- 
self or herself; sometimes the speaker is a 
character or thing created by the poet. 

2. Among the sound devices that a poet may use 
are onomatopoela (a word or phrase that ac- 
tually imitates or suggests the sound of what it 
describes); alliteration (the repetition of initial 
consonant sounds); consonance (the repeti- 
tion of similar consonant sounds preceded by 
different accented vowels); assonance (the 
repetition of vowel sounds). 

3. Other aspects of sound in poetry are rhyme 
(the repetition at regular intervals of similar or 
identical sounds) and rhythm (the pattern cre- 
ated by arranging stressed and unstressed syl- 
lables). 

4. A poem’s images may appeal to one or more 
senses. 

5. The most common kinds of figurative language 
available to a poet are metaphor, simile, and 
personification. (Metaphor is a figure of 
speech in which two unlike things are com- 
pared without the use of //ke or as; simile is a 
comparison using /ike or as; personification is 
a figure of speech in which an animal, object, 
or idea is described as having human form or 
characteristics.) 


TYPICAL ESSAY QUESTION 

When you are asked to write about poetry, you 
are often answering an assignment such as the 
following: 
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Select a poem that you have read. What is the 
meaning of the poem? What techniques does 
the poet use to reveal this meaning? Tech- 
niques include the selection of speaker, 
sound, imagery, and figurative language. 


PREWRITING 
1. Use the following questions to help you deter- 
mine the meaning of the poem. 


a. Does the poem focus on the actions of a 
character? 

b. Does the poem describe something? 

c. Does the poem focus on an idea? A feel- 
ing? 

d. What emotional response does the poem 
seem to call up in you? 

e. After your immediate emotional response to 
the poem, on what does the poem cause 
you to reflect? 


2. Prepare a chart on which to record your state- 


ment of the meaning of the poem. The chart 
opposite represents an analysis of John 
Donne’s Sonnet 10 (page 210), which begins, 
“Death, be not proud... .” Each column 
deals with one of the poetic techniques. 


WRITING PARAGRAPH BY PARAGRAPH 

1. Begin your introductory paragraph with a the- 
sis statement, which should restate the main 
points of the assignment. Indicate that the var- 
ious techniques used by the poet all serve to 
enhance and present effectively the underlying 
meaning of the poem. 


Example: In Sonnet 10 by John Donne, 
the poet uses the speaker, sound devices, 
imagery, and figurative language as he ad- 
monishes death not to be proud of its 
dreadful reputation; in the end, the speaker 
argues, eternal life will triumph over death. 


2. In each of the following paragraphs, discuss 
one or two of the techniques that the poet 
uses to underscore the poem’s meaning— 
choice of speaker, sound devices, imagery, 
and figurative language. Show how each tech- 
nique enhances the meaning, which you have 
discussed in your introductory paragraph. 


Rhythm: generally iambic 
pentameter—i.e., very nat- 
ural human speech 


Alliteration (‘‘Die not, poor 
Death’’; ‘“‘Much pleasure, 
then from thee much more 
must flow’) and asso- 
nance (‘‘slave to fate’) 
give richness and smooth- 
ness to speaker’s words. 


Narrator cautions Death. 


Proud speaker (‘‘nor yet 
canst thou kill me’’) 


3. In the next paragraph discuss further the 
meaning of the poem. 

4. In the concluding paragraph restate your the- 
sis statement. You might here go into greater 
detail than you have earlier on the emotional 
impact of the poem on you—now that you 
have analyzed the elements used to create 
emotion in the poem. 


REVISING AND EDITING 
See page 925 for detailed reminders about 
improving your writing. 


THE MEANING AND TECHNIQUES OF A POEM 
SELECTION: Sonnet 10 
MEANING: Eternal life triumphs over death. 


SELECTION OF SPEAKER | SOUND IMAGERY 


Images paint a picture of 
limitations of death: men 
dying willingly, death as 
slave, death as dwelling 
with “poison, war, and 
sickness.”’ 


FIGURATIVE LANGUAGE 


Personification: Narrator 
speaks to Death as if it 
were a person; attributes 
human quality of pride to 
be a state or Death as if it 
were a person; attributes 
human quality of pride to a 
state or condition. 


ASSIGNMENTS 
1. Use the chart for Sonnet 10 to write an essay 


about poetry. What is the meaning of the 
poem? What techniques are used to reveal 
this meaning? 


. Do one of the assignments called ‘Writing 


About Poetry” that follow the selections by 
Andrew Marvell (page 215), John Keats (page 
382), Thomas Hardy (page 443), Dylan 
Thomas (page 569), and Ted Hughes (page 
575). 
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LESSON 8: Writing About the Total Effect 


A theatrical director combines elements such as 
lighting, sets, costume, makeup, stage movement, 
timiAg, and music to help an audience understand 
and be moved by the meaning of a play. Simi- 
larly, writers use a variety of elements in creating 
a literary work. These elements include plot, 
characters, setting, point of view, tone, theme, 
symbol, and irony. A skillful writer combines these 
elements to create a total effect, or impact, on 
the reader. We can analyze this impact by study- 
ing the conitfibution of each element to the whole. 
Often you will see that, as in a play, one element 
dominates. However, all the elements are woven 
together to support that key element. In this way 
the author—or director—creates a unified effect. 


CONCEPTS TO REMEMBER 

Review the lessons dealing with writing about 
the various literary elements individually. Review 
the definitions and important concepts in each 
lesson. 


TYPICAL ESSAY QUESTION 

When you, are. asked to write about the total 
effect of a sélection, you are often answering an 
essay question such as the following: 


Select a piece of literature that you have read. 
What is the total effect of the piece—that is, 
what is its impact on the reader? How does 
the author use the following literary elements 
to achieve this effect: plot, character, setting, 
point of view, tone, theme, symbol, and irony? 


PREWRITING 
1. Ask yourself the following questions as you re- 
flect on the piece of literature: 


a. What is the impact of the work? Specifi- 
cally, does the work irritate you, delight 
you, sadden you? Does it surprise you, or 
does it support an opinion or impression 
you already had? Does the work remind 
you of something else or contrast greatly 
with something else? 

b. Which literary element dominates? 

c. How do the other literary elements support 
or relate to the dominant element? 
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2. Prepare a chart on which to record your an- 
swers to the questions in Step 1. The chart 
should have columns for the question, the an- 
swer, and the details that support your answer. 
For the excerpt from Le Morte d’Arthur on 
page 73, a chart might look like the one on the 
opposite page. 


WRITING PARAGRAPH BY PARAGRAPH 

1. Begin the introductory paragraph with a thesis 
statement. The thesis statement should ex- 
press the total effect of the work on the reader 
and note that all the key literary elements work 
together to create this impact. 


Example: The dominant literary element in 
Le Morte d’Arthur is its theme, but all the 
elements are woven together to create the 
total effect that enchants the reader. The 
reader is transported into the life of a me- 
dieval court, with its pageantry, magic, and 
romantic code of honor and chivalry. 


2. In the next paragraph focus on the dominant 
literary element, and show by the inclusion of 
details how it contributes to the total effect. 

3. In the following paragraphs discuss additional 
literary elements, and show by the inclusion of 
details how each element supports or relates 
to the dominant element. 

4. In the concluding paragraph remind your au- 
dience that the elements mentioned in the pre- 
ceding paragraphs work together to produce 
the total impact on the reader. 


REVISING AND EDITING 
See page 925 for detailed reminders about im- 
proving your writing. 


ASSIGNMENTS 

1. Use the chart for Le Morte d’Arthur to write 
about the total effect of the work. 

2. Do the assignment called ‘Writing About the 
Total Effect” that appears after the selections 
by William Shakespeare (page 189), George 
Bernard Shaw (page 530), and Anton 
Chekhov (page 832), or write about another 
piece of literature from this book. 


A. WHAT IS Reader is transported into a romantic medieval 
THE IM- world where magic flourishes. 
PACT OF 
THE 
WORK? 


B. WHAT !S Theme: The romantic ideals of loyalty, honor, 
THE DOMI- respect for women, and skill in battle guide the 
NANT LIT- behavior of a knight and are important in medi- 
ERARY eval feudal society. 

ELEMENT? 


ANALYSIS OF THE TOTAL EFFECT 
SELECTION: Le Morte d’Arthur 


Plat: The death of Sir Myles sets in motion the 
pursuit of revenge. 


Characters: Each character plays a specific role 
in presenting the values of a medieval court. 
Merlin also controls the events; Pellinore pro- 
vides motive for revenge by killing Sir Myles; 
Grytflette illustrates loyalty. 


Setting: Details of setting describe medieval Eng- 
land. 


STORY? 


Tone: Air of a fairy tale or ballad; imparts feeling 
of predestined events. 


Symbol: Excalibur, the magic sword, is the 


symbol of Arthur’s power. 


lrony: There is a bit of situational irony in that 
Arthur's knights cheér him when actually Merlin 


prevented Arthur from making a possibly fatal 
mistake and continues to teach him how to be 


king. 


DETAILS 


Setting: ‘He found there a brilliantly decorated 
pavilion. . . . A multicolored shield hung from 
a tree, and resting against it was a spear.” 


Magic: ‘‘That is the magic sword Excalibur. . . 
and it will be given to you by the Lady of the 
Lake, who is now crossing the water in her 
bark.” 


Loyalty: “‘One of Arthur's knights should avenge 
[Sir Myles’s] death.’’ 


Honor: ‘‘King Pellinore is already tired. . . . To 
win would bring you no honor, to lose would be 
to increase your shame.”’ 


Respect for women: ‘‘You must address her 
courteously... .” 


Skill in battle: ‘‘Arthur’s knights rejoiced in the 
boldness of their king.”’ 


ne decided to avenge Sir Gryfflette se- 
cretly. . 


Merlin: ‘‘Merlin adroitly put him to sleep with a 
magic spell.”’ King Pellinore: “. . . it would 
seem that no knight can pass this well without 
your challenging him.”’ Gryfflette: ‘'. . . still f 
mean to joust with you.’’ 


. they found King Pellinore seated outside 
his pavilion.” “She comes from her castle, 
which is hewn in the rock... .” 


“King Arthur,’’ she replied, ‘Excalibur shall be 
yours, if you consent now to granting me what- 
ever gift | shall ask of you in my own time.’ 


. the hand grasped a finely jeweled sword 
and scabbard.”’ 


“| cast a spell over him; had he done so [seen 
us], you would not have escaped so lightly.” 
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LESSON 9: Applying a Statement About Literature 


Sometimes a statement about life or literature in 
general can provide deep insight into a particular 
work of literature. The statement seems to pene- 
trate to the heart of a situation or illuminate the 
essential meaning of a literary work. It is your 
task to explain precisely why the general state- 
ment fits the specific piece of literature so well. 


TYPICAL ESSAY QUESTION 

A common essay question involves giving you 
a statement, asking you to explain the meaning of 
the statement, and then requesting you to show 
how the statement relates to a work you select or 
to a work specified in the essay question. 


Example: Contemplation of the timeless beau- 
ty of nature can inspire a dreamlike enchant- 
ment that temporarily transcends mortal cares 
or pain. Explain this statement, and show how 
it applies to ‘Ode to a Nightingale” by John 
Keats. 


PREWRITING 

1. To make sure you understand the general 
statement and can do the first part of the as- 
signment, paraphrase the statement and define 
any key terms. 


Example: People may observe something 
so overwhelmingly beautiful in nature that 
they find themselves in a dreamlike trance. 
They are caught up in the eternal quality of 
nature and find a joy and peace in which 
they forget their problems—at least for a 
while. 


2. Prepare a chart that helps you focus on the 
essay assignment and the piece of literature. 
The left column will contain questions to help 
you connect the essay assignment to specific 
literary elements in the work. In the middle 
column jot down quotations or other specifics 
from the work as answers to the questions. 
Cite specifics from throughout the work; re- 
member that giving only one specific is not 
sufficient evidence to prove a point. In the 
right column explain more fully the relationship 
of evidence from the middle column to the es- 
say question and to the particular piece of lit- 
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erature. The chart on the opposite page was 
filled in after rereading Keats’s ‘Ode to a 
Nightingale” (page 383). 


WRITING PARAGRAPH BY PARAGRAPH 

1. Begin the introductory paragraph with a thesis 
statement that ties the given statement to a 
specific work. 


Example: The events, setting, point of 
view, and poetic techniques in John Keats’s 
“Ode to a Nightingale” illustrate that con- 
templation of the timeless beauty of nature 
can inspire a dreamlike enchantment, 
which, in turn, can temporarily transcend 
mortal cares or pain. 


The rest of this paragraph might offer a quick 
summary of the work or a generalization about 
its main idea or theme. 

2. In each of the following paragraphs, discuss 
how the given statement about the work con- 
nects with a specific literary element in the 
work. Be sure to cite examples. 

3. In the concluding paragraph emphasize that 
the evidence presented from the work demon- 
Strates the applicability of the statement to this 
particular piece of literature. 


REVISING AND EDITING 
See page 925 for detailed reminders about im- 
proving your writing. 


ASSIGNMENTS 

1. Use the preceding chart to write a well- 
developed essay about the application of the 
following statement to John Keats’s “Ode to a 
Nightingale”: Contemplation of the timeless 
beauty of nature can inspire a dreamlike en- 
chantment that temporarily transcends mortal 
cares or pain. 

2. Do one of the assignments called “Applying a 
Statement About Literature” that follow the se- 
lections by A. E. Housman (page 447) and 
Ovid (page 731). Or select another piece of 
literature from this book, and find a statement 
that applies to it. Then explain what the state- 
ment means and how it relates to the piece. 


WHAT EVENTS IN 
THE WORK DOES 
THE STATEMENT 
BRING TO MIND? 


WHAT DETAILS 
ABOUT SETTING 
DOES THE STATE- 
MENT BRING TO 
MIND? 


WHAT DOES THE 
POINT OF VIEW 
(OR, IF THE WORK 
IS A POEM, THE 
SPEAKER) HAVE TO 
DO WITH THE 
STATEMENT? 


IF THE WORK IS 
A POEM, WHAT 
POETIC TECHNIQUES 
HAVE TO DO WITH 
THE STATEMENT? 


APPLICATION OF GENERAL STATEMENT TO SPECIFIC WORK 


SELECTION: “Ode to a Nightingale” 


A nightingale sings “‘. . . of summer in full- 
throated ease.” 


Poet imagines himself flying ‘‘on the viewless 
wings of Poesy’ to be with the nightingale 
and “forget / What thou among the leaves 
hast never known, / The weariness, the fe- 
ver, and the fret... .” 


When the nightingale flies off, ‘‘thy plaintive 
anthem fades / Past the near meadows, over 
the still stream. . . .” 


The poet wonders, ‘‘Was it a vision, or a 
waking dream? / Fled is that music:—Do | 
wake or sleep?”’ 


‘Here, where men sit and hear each other 


groan; 
Where palsy shakes a few, sad, last gray 
hairs, 
Where youth grows pale, and specter- 
thin, and dies; 
Where but to think is to be full of sorrow 
And leaden-eyed despairs. . . . 


Speaker addresses the nightingale: ‘‘Thou 
wast not born for death, immortal Bird!’’ 


Views bird as immortal: ‘‘The voice | hear 
this passing night was heard / In ancient 
days by emperor and clown... . 


Wants to die: ‘‘now more than ever seems it 
rich to die... .” 


Changes mind: “Still wouldst thou sing, and 
| have ears in vain— / To thy high requiem 
become a sod.”’ 


GENERAL STATEMENT: Contemplation of the timeless beauty of nature can inspire a dreamlike 
enchantment that temporarily transcends mortal cares or pain. 


LITERARY ASPECT EVIDENCE FROM WORK RELATIONSHIP OF EVIDENCE AND 
STATEMENT 


The beautiful song of the nightingale en- 
chants the poet. He wants to be with the bird 
and imagines himself flying to the woods at 
night, to a world free of pain. When the 
nightingale flies away, he is not sure whether 
what he heard and saw is a dream or real. 


The situation the speaker is in is one of mortal 
cares or “pain.” 


The poet speaks to the bird, reflecting on the 
timelessness of its beautiful song. At first, 
the speaker wishes to die with its music in 
his ears, but he realizes that if he dies, he 
will no longer hear its song. 


Imagery: “Through verdurous glooms and 
winding mossy ways’; “what soft incense 
hangs upon the boughs’; “The coming 
musk-rose, full of dewy wine.” 


Alliteration: ‘‘Fast fading violets covered up in 
leaves” 


The poet uses appeals especially to sight and 
smell to create a vivid picture of the woods 
where he imagines himself to be with the 
nightingale. Hearing the nightingale’s song 
affected the poet so much that with poetic 
techniques he creates a song as lovely and 
as immortal as that of the nightingale he cel- 
ebrates. 
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LESSON 10: Writing About Literature and Its Period 


Researchers who study a particular period often 
turn to the great literature, fiction or nonfiction, of 
the time. Works of great writers reflect—indeed, 
sometimes create—the religious, economic, so- 
cial, and political developments of the period in 
which they wrote. 


CONCEPTS TO REMEMBER 

1. You learn about a period through literature (a 
primary source) or through analyses of the pe- 
riod such as history textbooks (secondary 
sources). Make sure that you look carefully at 
a literary work and do not “read more into” it 
than is really there. Some pieces of literature 
could have been created during any period; 
they do not specifically reflect one particular 
time. 

2. When thinking about literature and its period, 
you must remember to pay particular attention 
to the writer’s tone, or attitude. In order to un- 
derstand how the work relates to the period, 
you must determine whether the author is 
being satiric, supportive, optimistic, or pessi- 
mistic—to mention just a few possible tones. 


TYPICAL ESSAY QUESTION 

When you are asked to write about literature 
and its period, you are often answering an essay 
question like this one: 


Write an essay showing how an author exem- 
plifies a given literary period. State each char- 
acteristic of the period, and for each give 
examples from the work under discussion. 


PREWRITING 

1. Identify the literary or historical period during 
which the piece of literature was created. List 
the major characteristics of the period. 

2. Ask yourself the following questions or similar 
ones as you read or reread a piece of litera- 
ture: 


a. Social Customs What manners and cus- 
toms of the time does the work present? 
What seems to be the author's attitude to- 
ward them? What does the work say or im- 
ply about interpersonal relations? 

b. Economy What attitude does the author 
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seem to have toward the economic condi- 
tions of the age (toward trade and working 
conditions, toward agrarian or industrial 
pressures)? 

c. Politics What is the author’s reaction to 
the political situation? Specifically, what 
does the author seem to think about the 
ruling powers? The laws? Other political 
systems? 

d. Religion and Philosophy Does the work 
present religious beliefs accepted during 
the period in question? Do scenes take 
place within traditional religious institutions? 
How are religious people characterized? 
What seems to be the author’s attitude to- 
ward the human ability to do good or evil? 
What seems to be the author’s attitude to- 
ward the interaction of humans and nature? 


3. Prepare a chart that will help you to focus on 
the most important parts of the essay ques- 
tion. At the top of the chart, identify and define 
the period. In the left column list ideas about 
the period that you have been able to deter- 
mine based on either secondary sources or on 
answers to the questions in Prewriting Step 2. 
In the right column cite specifics, including di- 
rect quotations from the work, for each of the 
generalizations on the left. Such a chart for 
The Rape of the Lock by Alexander Pope 
might look like the one on the opposite page. 


WRITING PARAGRAPH BY PARAGRAPH 

1. Begin the introductory paragraph with a thesis 
statement that will define the period. The the- 
sis statement should also indicate that the 
work being analyzed exemplifies key charac- 
teristics of that period. 


Example: The Rape of the Lock by Alex- 
ander Pope is a classic example of the cut- 
ting and witty satire that deflated the vanity, 
silliness, and triviality that marked court life 
during the Age of Reason. 


2. In each of the following paragraphs, discuss 
one or more of the major characteristics of the 
period, and cite examples from the work that 
illustrate that particular characteristic. 


LITERATURE AND ITS PERIOD 

SELECTION: The Rape of the Lock 
PERIOD: The Age of Reason—a period during which reason and common sense were accepted as 
the only tests of truth. Neoclassicism became popular, as writers modeled their works on the clas- 


sics of ancient Greece and Rome. It was also the age of satire, as writers in both prose and poetry 
mocked the social institutions of the time. 


CHARACTERISTICS OF THE PERIOD 


Social Customs 


The social life of drawing-room society was the target of 
much of the satire written during this period. The extrav- 
agant social intrigues of that society and the rising middle 
class offered plenty of material for the satirists’ pens. 


Economics 


While England was still largely agrarian, it was beginning 
to build foreign trade and an empire. The birth of the In- 
dustrial Revolution was well under way. 


Politics 

Under the British constitution, there was a combination of 
rule by monarchy, aristocracy, and democracy. The king 
or queen traditionally had the right to choose the minis- 
ters. The functions of government were the keeping of or- 
der, the protection of property, the conduct of commer- 
cial, financial, and foreign affairs, with the direction of 
whatever warlike operations these might unfortunately in- 
volve. 


Religion and Philosophy 


The Church of England was restored to power. 
Philosophers believed that God regulated nature; they of- 
ten compared nature to a clock. 

Great thinkers such as John Locke, Addison and Steele, 
and others formulated ideals of human dignity and worth. 


EXAMPLES FROM THE WORK 


“Hither our nymphs and heroes did resort, 
To taste awhile the pleasures of a court; 
In various talk the cheerful hours they passed, 
Of, who was bitt, or who capotted last: 
This speaks the glory of the British Queen, 
And that describes a charming Indian screen; 
A third interprets motions, looks, and eyes: 
At every word a reputation dies.” 
—Canto |, lines 71~78 


“When hungry judges soon the sentence sign, 

And wretches hang that jury men may dine; 

When merchants from th’ Exchange return in peace. . .” 
—Canto |, lines 83-85 


“Here Britain's statesmen oft the fall foredoom 

Of foreign tyrants, and of nymphs at home; 

Here thou, great Anna! whom three realms obey, 

Dost sometimes counsel take—and sometimes tea.” 
—Canto |, lines 67-70 


“With such a prize no mortal must be blessed, 
So Heaven decrees! with Heaven who can contest?’’ 
—Canto Il, lines 156-157 


3. In the concluding paragraph reiterate that this 
author and the specific work being studied ex- 
emplify key characteristics of the particular lit- 
erary period. 


REVISING AND EDITING 
See page 925 for detailed reminders about im- 
proving your work. 


ASSIGNMENTS 
1. Write a well-developed essay in which you 


identify the Age of Reason and show how 
Pope’s Rape of the Lock exemplifies key char- 
acteristics of that period. 


. Do one of the assignments called “Writing 


About Literature and Its Period” that follow the 
selections by William Wordsworth (page 338), 
Charles Dickens (page 432), Charles Tomlin- 
son (page 573), Voltaire (page 795), and Hein- 
rich Bdill (page 921), or select another piece of 
literature from this book, and show how that 
piece exemplifies its literary period. 
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ALLITERATION The repetition of identical conso- 
nant sounds, usually at the beginnings of words. No- 
tice the repeated f sounds in these lines from Beowulf: 


The infamous killer fought 
For his freedom, wanting no flesh but retreat. 


See pages 20, 362. 
See also ASSONANCE, 
CONSONANCE. 


ALLUSION A short reference to a person, a place, 
an event, or another work of literature. The reference, 
which the reader is expected to know, serves as a 
shorthand reference to a larger picture or idea, thereby 
adding to the meaning of a work. For example, Shake- 
speare’s allusion to Mars, the Roman war god, in Son- 
net 55 adds strength to the speaker’s claims of his 
friend’s immortality. 


See pages 228, 236, 546. 


ANALOGY A comparison made between two things 
to show the similarities between them. An analogy ex- 
plains something unfamiliar by comparing it to some- 
thing familiar. For example, to explain the difference 
between Elizabethan poets and poets of his genera- 
tion, Keats in his letter to John Hamilton Reynolds ex- 
plains the difference between emperors of great lands 
and petty officials. According to Keats, the Elizabe- 
thans, like the Emperors, have much greater vision 
and scope. 


See also SIMILE, METAPHOR. 


ANAPEST A poetic foot consisting of two un- 
stressed syllables followed by a stressed syllable 
co), 

See also FOOT. 


ANECDOTE A short account of a true event in 
someone's life. Anecdotes are used to illustrate or 
raise a point, to explain an idea, to describe personal- 
ity. For example, in his Life of Samuel Johnson Bos- 
well gives many anecdotes to display Johnson’s traits. 
Bosweil demonstrates Johnson's wit by quoting a com- 
ment Johnson makes upon learning that Boswell is 
from Scotiand: “That, Sir, | find, is what a very great 
many of your countrymen cannot help.” 


See also 
CHARACTERIZATION. 


ANTAGONIST A person or force that opposes the 
protagonist in a story or drama. |n “The Guest” by Ca- 
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mus, Balducci, the Arab, and the customs of society 
are the antagonists that oppose Daru’s search for 
peace. 

See also PLOT, CONFLICT. 


APHORISM A short, pointed statement expressing a 
wise or clever observation about life. For example: 


Fools rush in where angels fear to tread. 
—Alexander Pope 


APOSTROPHE A figure of speech in which a poet 
directly addresses an inanimate object, idea, or ab- 
sent person. For example, the speaker addresses the 
wind in Shelley's “Dirge”: 


Rough wind, that moanest loud 
Grief too sad for song. . . 


See page 378. 
See also PERSONIFICATION. 


ASIDE /na play a character's comment that is heard 
by the audience but not by the other characters. An 
aside reveals what the character is thinking and feel- 
ing. The dramatist indicates an aside in the script with 
stage directions. For example, after King Duncan has 
proclaimed his son Malcolm as heir to the throne, Mac- 
beth reveals in an aside his reaction to the news: 


MACBETH: [Aside.] The Prince of Cumberland! That 
is a step 
On which | must fall down, or else o’erleap 
For in my way it lies. . . . 


See page 109. 
See also SOLILOQUY. 


ASSONANCE The repetition of similar vowel sounds 
in a line of poetry. For example, the i sound is re- 
peated in this line from The Rime of the Ancient Mar- 
iner: 


"Twas night, calm night, the moon was high. . . 


See page 362. 
See also ALLITERATION, 
CONSONANCE. 


ATMOSPHERE he prevailing mood of a work of lit- 
erature. An author creates atmosphere through his or 
her choice of setting and tone. For example, Conrad's 
jungle setting and serious tone work together to create 
a tense and suspenseful atmosphere in “The Lagoon.” 


See pages 189, 630. 


AUGUSTAN AGE A name given to the eighteenth 
century in England. Augustan refers to Emperor Au- 
gustus of Rome, under whose reign great literature by 
such writers as Virgil and Ovid thrived. England’s Au- 
gustan Age—also a time when great literature flour- 
ished—is often divided into two periods: the Age of 
Pope and, after 1750, the Age of Johnson. The peri- 
ods are named after the most prominent writers of the 
time, Alexander Pope and Samuel Johnson. Augustan 
writing reflects a rationality and control reminiscent of 
classical art and literature. 


See page 254. 
See also CLASSICISM, 
NEOCLASSICISM. 


AUTOBIOGRAPHY The story of a person’s life writ- 
ten by that person. A diary is a form of autobiography, 
recording the day-by-day events in a person's life. 
Samuel Pepys’s Diary is a famous example of the diary 
form. 


See page 301. 
See also BIOGRAPHY, 
DIARY, JOURNAL. 


BALLAD STANZA Four lines of poetry, usually 
found in a folk ballad, with a rhyme scheme of abcb. 
There are usually four accented syllables in the first 
and third lines and three in the second and fourth lines, 
as in this example from the folk ballad “Sir Patrick 
Spens”: 


O wha is this has don this deid, 
And told the king o’ me, 
To send us out at this time o’ the yeir, 
To sail upon the sea! 
See page 41. 


BIOGRAPHY A factual account of a person's life 
and character written by someone other than the sub- 
ject. Bosweli's Life of Samuel Johnson is a famous ex- 
ample. 


See page 301. 
See also AUTOBIOGRAPHY, 
DIARY, JOURNAL. 


BLANK VERSE Poetry written in unrhymed iambic 
pentameter. Blank verse attempts to sound like spo- 
ken English, so every line need not be perfectly regu- 
lar. For example, Shakespeare’s Macbeth is written in 
blank verse: 


And that / which should / accom / pany / old age, 


As hon / or, love, / obe / dience, troops / of 
, 
friends... 
—Macbeth, Act V, Scene iii 


See page 129. 
See also METER, FOOT, 
SCANSION, 


CAESURA The pause or break in a line of poetry, 
usually near the middle of the line. For example: 


Vomiting fire and smoke, / / the dragon 
Burned down their homes. / / They watched in 
horror. 


—Beowultf 
See page 20. 


CARICATURE A humorous picture that exaggerates 
or distorts certain qualities of a person in order to cre- 
ate a ridiculous effect. As is also true with satire, the 
intent of caricature is not to criticize just one individual 
but rather to ridicule a societal group or social practice. 
Cervantes’ Don Quixote is an example of a literary car- 
icature. 


See page 773. 


CHARACTER A person in a literary work. Charac- 
ters who reveal only one personality trait are consid- 
ered flat. The Porter in Shakespeare’s Macbeth is a 
flat character whose purpose in the drama is to provide 
comic relief after the murder of King Duncan. Charac- 
ters who show a variety of traits, often complex and 
contradictory, are called round. Macbeth, for example, 
is a round character who exhibits conflicting behavior 
and attitudes as he considers the murder of Duncan. 
A static character remains primarily the same 
throughout a work, as does the Porter in Macbeth. A 
dynamic character changes during the course of a 
narrative because of the influence of events or other 
people. In contrast to the Porter, Macbeth is a char- 
acter who struggles with complex emotions and 
evolves from a loyal soldier to a ruthless killer. 


See page 189. 
See also 
CHARACTERIZATION. 


CHARACTERIZATION The personality of a charac- 
ter and the method that an author uses to reveal this 
personality. Through direct characterization the 
writer directly states facts about a character's person- 
ality. For example, in “The Infant Prodigy” Mann tells 
us that “Bibi made his face for the audience because 
he was aware that he had to entertain them a little.” 
With indirect characterization the writer reveals a 
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character’s personality indirectly through the charac- 
ter’s physical appearance, words, thoughts, and ac- 
tions, or through what other characters say about that 
character. Most frequently the reader must infer the 
personality from these suggestions. For instance, the 
sensitivity of the narrator in O’Faolain's “Sugawn 
Chair’ is revealed through his thoughts. 


See pages 62-63, 588, 610. 
See also CHARACTER. 


CHORUS /n drama one or more characters who 
comment on the action. In Greek drama, such as An- 
tigone, the chorus is made up of a number of people 
who move and sing together. The chorus often sets 
the mood of the story with its poetic songs. 


See page 678. 


CLASSICISM A style that reflects the principles and 
concerns of the literature of Ancient Greece and 
Rome. In the eighteenth century the movement to imi- 
tate the balanced, orderly rationality of the ancients 
was Called neoclassicism. 


See pages 253-255, 

See also AGE OF REASON, 
AUGUSTAN AGE, 
NEOCLASSICISM. 


CLIMAX The point of highest tension or excitement 
in a narrative. In a tragedy the climax is usually in the 
middle of the play, when an event that will lead to the 
downfall of the tragic hero takes place. In Shake- 
speare’s Macbeth the climax occurs in Act Ill with the 
banquet scene. 


See pages 188, 597. 
See also PLOT. 


COLLOQUIAL LANGUAGE The everyday language 
we use in our conversation. 


See also DIALECT. 


COMEDY OF IDEAS A play that presents complex 
and often controversial themes within the framework 
of entertaining plots, appealing and unpredictable 
characters, and witty dialogue. Shaw’s Pygmalion is a 
comedy of ideas. 


See page 459. 


CONCEIT An elaborate simile or metaphor that com- 
pares two Significantly different things. There are two 
basic kinds of conceit: The Petrarchan conceit and the 
metaphysical conceit. Petrach introduced the Petrar- 
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chan conceit in his sonnets to capture the qualities of 
the suffering lover and his beloved. The comparison 
may serve as the controlling idea for the entire poem. 
For example, Shakespeare’s Sonnet 18 is based on 
the speakers comparison of his love to a sum- 
mer’s day. 

The metaphysical conceit generally presents a 
more elaborate and intellectual comparison than the 
Petrarchan conceit. One of the most famous of the 
metaphysical conceits was conceived by Donne in his 
“Valediction: Forbidding Mourning,” where he com- 
pares the souls of two lovers to a compass: 


If they be two, they are two so 
As stiff twin compasses are two; 

Thy soul, the fixed foot, makes no show 
To move, but doth, if th’ other do. 


See pages 209, 757. 


CONFLICT The struggle between two opposing 
forces, the center of a plot. Conflict can be internal, 
within a person, or external. Macbeth’s attempts to 
reach a decision to kill Duncan, for example, create an 
internal conflict. External conflict exists when a char- 
acter struggles against some outside force, such as 
another person, nature, society, or fate. In Lessing's 
“Mild Attack of Locusts,” for example, the story’s ex- 
ternal conflict pits the farmers against nature. 


See pages 188, 591. 
See also PLOT. 


CONNOTATION Ali the suggested meanings and 
associations that a word brings to mind beyond its 
denotation, or literal meaning. For example, in Tenny- 
son’s “Ulysses,” Ulysses belittles his chores as king 
when he uses the words mete and dole, words that 
connote penny-pinching activities: 


It little profits that an idle king, 

By this still hearth, among these barren crags, 
Matched with an aged wife, | mete and dole 
Unequal laws unto a savage race. 


See page 569. 
See also DENOTATION, 
DICTION. 


CONSONANCE 1 The repetition of consonant sounds 
within the words in a line of poetry. For example the / 
sound is repeated several times in these lines from 
The Rime of the Ancient Mariner: 


With his crue/ bow he /aid full iow 
The harmiess A/batross. 


See page 363. 
See also ASSONANCE, 
ALLITERATION. 


COUPLET Two consecutive lines of poetry that 
rhyme. For example, these two lines from Blake’s 
poem “The Tiger” are a couplet: 


Tiger! Tiger! burning bright 
In the forests of the night. . . 


See also HEROIC COUPLET. 


DACTYL A poetic foot consisting of one stressed 
syllable followed by two unstressed syllables ('~ ~ ). 


See also FOOT. 


DENOTATION The literal meaning or dictionary def- 
inition of a word. 


See page 569. 
See also CONNOTATION, 
DICTION. 


DENOUEMENT he resolution of a story, which oc- 
curs as the conflict is resolved and the knot of the plot 
is untied. 


See page 597. 


DESCRIPTION Writing that creates an impression of 
a person, place, or thing. The specific details of de- 
scription enhance poems, stories, and nonfiction. For 
example, in The Canterbury Tales Chaucer enhances 
his portrayal of the pilgrims with descriptions of their 
physical appearance: 


There was a Merchant with a forking beard 
And motley dress; high on his horse he sat, 
Upon his head a Flemish beaver hat 

And on his feet daintily buckled boots. 


See also EXPOSITION, 
NARRATIVE. 


DIALECT A type of speech that differs from the 
standard form of a language. The difference occurs 
mostly in pronunciation but also in vocabulary and 
grammar. For example, in Shaw's Pygmalion Eliza 
Doolittle speaks a dialect known as cockney. 


See page 530. 


DIALOGUE The conversation between characters in 
drama, fiction, nonfiction, epic, or dramatic poem. It 
reveals indirectly a character’s thoughts and opinions 
and allows an author to present an interplay of ideas 
among a number of characters. 


See pages 38, 878. 


DIARY An individual's personal, day-by-day ac- 
count of impressions and events. Daily events may 


also be chronicled in a journal. Journals are usually 
less intimate than diaries. Pepys’s Diary is a famous 
example of the diary form. 


See page 247. 
See also AUTOBIOGRAPHY, 
BIOGRAPHY, JOURNAL. 


DICTION The choice of words to fit the character, 
theme, setting, or subject in a poem, story, essay, or 
play. Writers choose their words carefully and pre- 
cisely so that these words express exactly what they 
intend, The language of Milton’s Paradise Lost, for ex- 
ample, is elevated to suit the lofty subject of human- 
kind’s fall: 


Hail, holy Light, offspring of Heaven first-born! 
Or of th’ Eternal coeternal beam, 
May | express thee unblamed? 


See page 569. 
See also CONNOTATION, 
DENOTATION. 


DRAMA Stories written to be performed before an 
audience. The dramatist, or playwright, writes two 
things: dialogue that the actors speak and stage direc- 
tions that give instructions about scenery, costumes, 
gestures, movements, and lighting. 


See pages 202~203, 255, 
652-653. 


DRAMATIC CONVENTIONS Practices that audi- 
ences accept on stage as realistic but that differ from 
real-life behavior. Quick shifts in time, blank verse, so- 
liloquies, and asides are dramatic conventions. 


See page 502. 


DRAMATIC MONOLOGUE A aarrative poem in 
which a character other than the poet delivers a long. 
speech to a silent listener. A dramatic monologue usu- 
ally reveals the speaker's personality by presenting the 
speaker at a crucial point in his or her life, often a mo- 
ment of conflict. Robert Browning’s “My Last Duchess” 
is an example of a dramatic monologue. 


See page 425. 


DRAMATIC POETRY Verse in the form of a mono- 
logue by one character or a dialogue between two or 
more characters. The dramatic qualities of this type of 
poetry often result from stressful situations and con- 
flicting emotions. “Sir Patrick Spens,” Macbeth, and 
“Ulysses” are all examples of dramatic poetry. 


See page 447. 
See also LYRIC POETRY, 
NARRATIVE POETRY. 
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ELEGY A serious poem lamenting the death of an 
individual or group. Gray's “Elegy Written in a Coun- 
try Churchyard” is an elegy written in elegiac stan- 
zas: four lines of iambic pentameter rhyming abab. 


See page 307. 


END-—STOPPED LINE A /ine of poetry that ends with 
a pause both in punctuation and in thought. For ex- 
ample, 


Ne’er saw I, never felt, a calm so deep! 
The river glideth at his own sweet will. . . 
—Wordsworth, “Composed upon Westminster Bridge" 


See also RUN-ON LINE. 


EPIC A /ong narrative poem in elevated style pre- 
senting the adventures of a central hero who pos- 
sesses superhuman qualities and generally embodies 
national ideals. The Iliad and Beowulf are epics. 


See pages 8, 229, 670. 
See also MOCK-—EPIC, 
EPIC CONVENTIONS. 


EPIC CONVENTIONS The elements of an epic or 
mock-epic. These conventions include a hero whose 
bravery allows him to overcome great trials; a major 
battle scene; a discussion of the hero’s weapon; gods 
who participate in or direct the action; epic, or Ho- 
meric, similes. 


See page 287. 


EPIGRAM A brief, well-phrased philosophical say- 
ing. Among the epigrams by Pope is the well-known 
“To err is human, to forgive divine.” 


See page 288. 


EPIPHANY A sudden realization, by the reader as 
well as a character, of the true nature of a person, 
place, object, or situation. Epiphany usually occurs 
near the end of a work. Joyce’s “Araby” ends with an 
epiphany. 


See page 597. 


EPITAPH An inscription on a tombstone, or a brief 
poem composed in memory of someone who has 
died. Gray’s “Elegy Written in a Country Churchyard” 
concludes with an epitaph. : 


EPITHET An adjective or adjective phrase describ- 
ing a characteristic of a person or thing. Epithets like 
“rosy-fingered dawn” and “swift-footed Achilles” are 
common to Homer’s epics, The Odyssey and The lliad. 


See page 670. 
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ESSAY A Short prose composition that deals with a 
Single subject. Essays may be classified as formal or 
informal. A formal essay is a carefully structured at- 
tempt to instruct or persuade. It has a serious tone and 
presents its argument logically. Bacon’s “Of Ambition” 
is a formal essay. 

An informal essay aims to entertain or please the 
reader while exploring a given topic. Its tone is light, 
its structure somewhat sprawling. Because the infor- 
mal essay often makes personal references, it is 
sometimes, called the personal essay. Steele’s “Fu- 
neral of Thomas Betterton” is an informal essay. 


See page 275. 


EXISTENTIALISM A modern European philosophy 
that considers life to be empty of any meaning, pur- 
pose, or value other than that which individuals give 
to their own lives. The work of Albert Camus reflects 
existentialist thinking. 


See page 892. 


EXPOSITION The background information vital to 
the plot of a story, novel, or play. For example, in 
“Goose Fair” Lawrence’s exposition quickly reveals 
the economic strife of the times. The term also refers 
to the expository essay, such as Shaw’s Preface to 
Pygmalion, which is intended primarily to present facts 
and explain ideas. 


See pages 188, 597. 


FABLE A short tale that teaches a moral, or lesson. 
Animals and plants that act and speak like people are 
often the characters of fables. Aesop’s fables are 
among the oldest and most famous fables. 


See page 673. 


FALLING ACTION The action in a play or story that 
is the result of the climax. In Shakespeare’s Macbeth, 
for example, falling action in Acts IV and V depicts the 
disastrous reversal of Macbeth’s fortunes. 


See pages 188, 597. 


FARCE A type of comedy that relies largely on im- 
probable situations, broad characters, and slapstick 
action. Laughter is provoked through surprise and ex- 
aggeration. Moliére is a master of the art of farce, and 
his Flying Doctor presents many farcical moments. 


See page 787. 


FIGURATIVE LANGUAGE Language that is not 
meant to be interpreted literally. Authors use language 
figuratively for descriptive effect. For example, Chau- 
cer is using the word snow in its figurative sense: 


It positively snowed with meat and drink. 


Various figures of speech are used to create fig- 
urative language. Some of them include conceit, 
metaphor, paradox, personification, and simile. 


See pages 104, 378. 


FIGURE OF SPEECH A specific device or kind of 
figurative language, such as a simlle or metaphor. 


See pages 104, 378. 
See also FIGURATIVE 
LANGUAGE, 


FLASHBACK An interruption in anarrative to relate 
events that have happened earlier. This technique is 
used in stream-of-consciousness writing as well as in 
conventional narratives. For example, much of Con- 
rad’s “Lagoon” is told in flashback as the narrator 
relates Arsat’s story. 


FOLK BALLAD A story told or sung in verse. Trans- 
mitted orally from generation to generation, folk ballads 
such as “The Wife of Usher's Well” are examples of 
popular literary forms. Love, courage, adventure, and 
disaster are usually the subjects of folk ballads. Their 
straightforward narrative style relies heavily on dia- 
logue and quick movement from scene to scene. 


See pages 38, 41. 
See also BALLAD STANZA, 
DIALOGUE, NARRATIVE. 


FOOT The basic unit of meter in a line of poetry. A 
foot usually consists of one stressed syllable and one 
or two unstressed syllables. Common poetic feet in- 
clude the iamb (~ ’”), an unstressed syllable followed 
by a stressed syllable; the trochee (’~), a stressed 
syllable followed by an unstressed syllable; the ana- 
pest (~~ ’), two unstressed syllables followed by a 
stressed syllable; and the dactyl (’ - ~), a stressed 
syllable followed by two unstressed syllables. 


See also METER. 


FORESHADOWING The use of clues by the author 
to prepare readers for events that will happen in a 
narrative. 


FRAME STORY A story that includes the telling of a 
story within a story; the frame is the outer story. Boc- 
caccio’s “Federigo’s Falcon” is a frame story. 


See page 763. 
FREE VERSE Poetry without rhyme or regular 


rhythm. T. S. Eliot, for example, uses free verse in 
“The Hollow Men”: 


Between the idea 
And the reality 
Between the motion 
And the act 

Falls the Shadow 


See pages 194, 453. 
See also RHYTHM. 


HEROIC COUPLET A pair of rhymed lines in iambic 
pentameter. For example, the following epigram by 
Pope is a heroic couplet: 


Be not / the frst / by whom / the new / are tried, 
Nor yet / the last / to lay / the old / aside. 


See pages 237, 288. 
See also RHYTHM. 


HOMERIC SIMILE A /ong, detailed comparison of 
two seemingly unlike things. This simile, also known 
as an epic simile, gets its name from Homer, the An- 
cient Greek author of the //iad and the Odyssey, both 
epics. Longer than the conventional simile, the Ho- 
meric simile is an elaborate comparison that extends 
over several lines of verse. 


See page 670. 


JAMBA poetic foot consisting of an unstressed syl- 
lable followed by a stressed syllable (~'). 


See also IAMBIC 
PENTAMETER. 


IAMBIC PENTAMETER A line of poetry composed 
of five feet, each of which is an iamb, having one un- 
stressed (~) syllable followed by a stressed (' ) syl- 
lable. Each line of iambic pentameter is ten syllables 
long. For example: 


Thy soul / was ike la Star, / and dwelt / apart; 
Thou hadst / a voice / whose sound / was like / the 


, 


sea. 
—Wordsworth, “London, 1802” 


See page 90. 

See also BLANK VERSE, 
HEROIC COUPLET, 
RHYTHM. 


IMAGERY Words or phrases that evoke sensory im- 
ages in the reader’s mind. Visual imagery is most 
common, but a writer can also suggest images that 
convey sound, taste, smell, and touch. For example, 
these lines from Tennyson’s “Splendor Falls on Castle 
Walls” appeal to the sense of hearing: 
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Blow, bugle, blow, set the wild echoes flying, 
And answer, echoes, answer, dying, dying, dying. 


See page 141. 
See also DESCRIPTION. 


INTERIOR MONOLOGUE An internal speech by a 
single speaker provided by the narrator to explain 
characters’ personalities or to reveal their thoughts. 
Woolf uses this technique in “The New Dress.” 


See page 763. 


IRONY The contrast or difference between appear- 
ance and reality. In verbal irony the contrast is be- 
tween what is stated and what is actually meant, as 
when a person says one thing and means the oppo- 
site. 

Situational irony exists when what is expected to 
happen is not what actually comes to pass. For ex- 
ample, in Pirandello’s “War” the parent who seems 
most accepting of his son’s death is in reality less re- 
signed to it than the others. 

Dramatic Irony occurs when events that mean one 
thing to the character mean something quite different 
to the reader or audience. Shakespeare’s Macbeth 
presents several examples of verbal and dramatic 
irony. 

See pages 189, 886. 


JOURNAL 4 daily record of events kept by an indi- 
vidual who is a participant in or witness to the events. 
We learn much about people and events of history 
from journals. 


See page 247. 
See also AUTOBIOGRAPHY, 
BIOGRAPHY, DIARY. 


KENNING jn Old English poetry a formalized meta- 
Phorical phrase used in place of a simple noun. \|n 
Beowulf, for example, the sea is referred to as the 
“whale-road” and the sun, as “heaven’s candle.” 


See page 20. 


LEGEND 4 traditional tale, handed down from gen- 
eration to generation, believed to be based on history. 
A legend usually celebrates the heroic qualities of a 
national leader. King Arthur is a legendary hero, and 
his story, as told by Malory in Le Morte d’Arthur, is a 
legend. 

See page 77. 

See also MYTH. 


LITERARY CRITICISM The analysis or interpretation 
of a literary work to enlarge a reader's appreciation or 
comprehension. For example, Hazlitt’s “Macbeth” 
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helps readers understand Shakespeare’s play. The 
Viewpoint quotations in this book are also examples of 
literary criticism. 


See page 395. 


LYRIC POETRY Verse in which a speaker ex- 
presses personal thoughts and feelings. Lyric poems 
are usually short and can take many forms. For ex- 
ample, the ode and the sonnet are two types of lyric. 


See pages 84, 447, 651. 
See also NARRATIVE 
POETRY, DRAMATIC 
POETRY. 


METAPHOR 4 figure of speech that compares one 
thing with another, seemingly different thing. Many 
metaphors are implied. Notice how Chaucer draws a 
similarity between a person and a fish in this metaphor 
from The Canterbury Tales: 


And that a monk uncloistered is a mere 
Fish out of water, flapping on the pier 


See pages 104, 378. 


METAPHYSICAL POETRY Highly intellectual verse 
filled with complex and far-fetched metaphors. Meta- 
physical poets wrote both love lyrics and meditative 
poems that displayed their wit and learning. Donne’s 
“Valediction: Forbidding Mourning” is an intellectual 
exploration of the concept of death. 


See page 206. 
See also CONCEIT. 


METER The predictable and regular alternation be- 
tween stressed and unstressed syllables that gives 
poetry its rhythm. Notice the pattern of unstressed and 
stressed syllables that forms the meter in these lines 
from Wordsworth’s “A Slumber Did My Spirit Seal”: 


v , Coat v , Pe, , 
She seemed / a thing / that could / not feel 
u u , Gs , 
The touch / of earth / ly years 
See pages 90, 419. 
See also FOOT, RHYTHM. 


MIDDLE ENGLISH The language spoken in and 
around London in the 1300s. Chaucer wrote The Can- 
terbury Tales in Middle English. 


See page 70. 


MOCK-EPIC An imitation epic, or long narrative 
poem, that makes fun of a society that cannot live up 
to the standards of the classical heroic epic. Pope's 
Rape of the Lock makes the trivial subject of cutting a 


lock of hair appear ridiculous by using elevated lan- 
guage to describe this mundane event. 


See page 287. 
See also EPIC 
CONVENTIONS. 


MODERN ENGLISH The English spoken and written 
for the last four hundred years. 


See page 104. 
See also OLD ENGLISH, 
MIDDLE ENGLISH. 


MOOD The emotional feeling or atmosphere in a 
work of literature, sometimes created by descriptions 
of the setting. Pirandello makes clear the tenseness of 
the characters in “War,” for example, through descrip- 
tive details of the setting as well as the words and ac- 
tions of the characters. 


See page 189. 


MOTIVATION The reasons characters in a literary 
work behave as they do. For fictional characters to ap- 
pear true to life, their motivation must seem plausible 
to readers. Sometimes the author will state directly 
why a character behaves in a certain way. Many times 
the author merely implies the motivation, and readers 
must deduce it from their knowledge of the character. 
The motives of the trapeze artist in Kafka’s “First Sor- 
row,” for example, have to be determined by the 
reader from the events of the story. 


See page 63. 
See also CHARACTER. 


MYTH An anonymous traditional story with its roots 
in cultural or national folk beliefs that rely on the su- 
pernatural to explain the mysteries of the world. Every 
country and literature has its collection of myths, or 
mythology. Greek mythology collects stories told by 
the Ancient Greeks about their gods, ancestors, and 
legendary, heroes, as well as explanations of human 
nature and events that are difficult to rationalize. For 
example, the Ancient Greeks used myth to explain the 
existence of evil. Their myth of Pandora’s box tells how 
the curiosity of Pandora, the first mortal woman, led 
her to open a box into which the god Zeus had put all 
human miseries and evils, thus allowing them to es- 
cape into the world. 


See pages 77, 731. 
See also LEGEND. 


NARRATIVE Writing that tells a story, moving from 
event to event, usually in chronological order. A nar- 
rative requires a narrator, or storyteller. Since its be- 
ginning in ancient oral epics, the narrative has slowly 


evolved into the novel, the dominant form of literature 
for the past two centuries. 


See page 763. 
See also NOVEL. 


NARRATIVE HOOK The point in a story, novel, or 
play at which the author catches the reader's attention 
by presenting an interesting problem or situation that 
begins the conflict. For example, in Mansfield’s “Sing- 
ing Lesson” the conflict begins when Miss Meadows 
reads the letter she has received from her fiancé. 


See page 597. 
See also PLOT. 


NARRATIVE POETRY Poems that tell a story. 
The epic is an example of a long narrative poem, 
while the folk ballad is a short narrative poem. 


See page 447. 
See also DRAMATIC POETRY, 
LYRIC POETRY. 


NARRATOR The person who tells a story. The son 
narrates the story about his parents in “The Sugawn 
Chair.” 


See also POINT OF VIEW. 


NATURALISM 4 literary movement that usually con- 
centrates on portraying lower economic classes and 
applies scientific studies of humanity to characteriza- 
tion. Naturalism was an outgrowth of Realism. The 
naturalist uses a “facts-only” approach, heavy in de- 
tail. While the subject matter of naturalistic writing is 
often depressing, the purpose generally is to highlight 
ills so they can be corrected. In “A Piece of String” 
Maupassant displays the naturalist’s lack of idealism 
and accurate observation of common people. 


See page 833. 
See also ROMANTICISM. 


NEOCLASSICISM A literary movement of the sev- 
enteenth and eighteenth centuries that revived the ra- 
tionality, orderliness, and control characteristic of 
Classical literature. 


See page 216. 
See also AUGUSTAN AGE, 
CLASSICISM. 


NOVEL A book-length work of prose fiction, usually 
with a complicated plot and numerous characters. 
Types of novel include the following: picaresque, a 
loose series of episodes recounting the adventures of 
wanderers and lovable rogues; sentimental, a highly 
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emotional tale of romance and tears; gothic, a tale of 
mystery and suspense; philosophical, a story that 
raises profound questions about life and humankind; 
psychological, a story that probes the complexity of 
the characters’ thinking, behavior, and motivation; re- 
alistic, a story that focuses objectively on ordinary 
life; naturalistic, a story of characters trapped by 
overwhelming forces of nature or society; social criti- 
cism, a story that exposes evils in society for the pur- 
pose of correction; and stream-of-consciousness, a 
story told through the free-flowing thoughts of the main 
character. 


See pages 255, 432. 

See also REALISM, 
NATURALISM, STREAM OF 
CONSCIOUSNESS. 


OCTAVE An eight-line poem or stanza. 
See also SONNET. 


ODE Along lyric poem, serious and dignified in sub- 
ject, tone, and style, usually written to celebrate an 
event or honor a person. Dryden, Shelley, and Keats 
are famous for their odes. 


See pages 237, 388. 


OLD ENGLISH The language spoken by the Ger- 
manic tribes of Angles, Saxons, and Jutes who in- 
vaded Britain in the fifth century. Old English is some- 
times called Anglo-Saxon. The epic Beowulf was 
originally told in Old English. 


See pages 26-27. 


ONOMATOPOEIA The use of words with sounds 
that imitate or suggest their meanings. For example, 
Hopkins uses onomatopoeia in this tine from “God’s 
Grandeur”: 


It gathers to a greatness, like the ooze of oil. 
See page 363. 
ORAL TRADITION The process of passing Stories, 
songs, tales, or myths by word of mouth from one 
generation to another. Homer's great epics, the /liad 


and Odyssey, and the Anglo-Saxon epic Beowulf all 
developed through the oral tradition. 


See pages 41, 654. 


OTTAVA RIMA An italian stanzaic form consisting of 
eight lines of iambic pentameter, rhyming abababcc. 
The nearly two thousand stanzas that make up Lord 
Byron’s Don Juan are in this form. 


See page 369. 


954 Handbook of Literary Terms 


PARADOX A statement or situation that at first 
seems impossible or self-contradictory but may be 
true in fact or in a figurative sense. Auden’s poem 
“Musée des Beaux Arts” is based on the paradox that 
when suffering and death occur life continues untrou- 
bled. 


See page 561. 


PARALLELISM The use of repeated phrases or 
sentences that are alike in structure or meaning. Par- 
allelism gives emphasis to thoughts, especially in po- 
etry and persuasive writing. For example, Tennyson 
uses parallelism in this line from “Ulysses”: 


To strive, to seek, to find, and not to yield. 
See also PERSUASION. 


PARODY A humorous imitation of another, usually 
serious, work. A parody can ridicule or criticize the 
other work by imitating or exaggerating its plot, char- 
acter, style, or theme. In Gulliver's Travels Swift uses 
parody to ridicule British politics and society. 


See page 259. 


PERSONIFICATION A figure of speech in which hu- 
man qualities are given to objects, animals, or ideas. 
For example, in The Canterbury Tales Chaucer per- 
sonifies the wind (Zephyrus) by saying that it has 
breath: 


When also Zephyrus with his sweet breath 
Exhales an air in every grove and heath 


See page 378. 
See also METAPHOR. 


PERSUASION A kind of writing that attempts to 
sway the reader to think or act in a particular way. 
Swift's Gulliver's Travels, while entertaining and satiric, 
attempts to persuade readers to accept a particular 
line of thinking. 


PLOT The sequence of events in a short story, 
novel, or play, each event causing or leading to the 
next. The events are related to the conilict, the strug- 
gle which the main character undergoes. Usually a plot 
begins with exposition, which introduces characters, 
settings, and situations. The narrative hook draws 
readers into the story and is the point at which the 
conflict begins. Events that contribute to the conflict 
are cailed the rising action, which leads to the cli- 
max, or point of highest dramatic tension. The falling 
action presents the results of the climax and ends with 
the resolution, or final outcome. 


See pages 188, 432. 


POINT OF VIEW The relationship of the storyteller to 
the story. \n a story with first-person point of view, the 
story is told by one of the characters, referred to as 
“{.”” Boll's “Thrower-Away” is told by a first-person nar- 
rator. 

In a story with limited third-person point of view, 
the narrator tells the story from the limited viewpoint of 
only one character, speaking of the character as he or 
she. Galsworthy uses this point of view in “The Japa- 
nese Quince,” showing all the action through Mr. Nil- 
son's eyes. 

In a story with an omniscient point of view, the 
author is a narrator who reveals the thoughts and feel- 
ings of all the characters. An omniscient narrator uses 
the third person—he or she—and stands completely 
outside the story. Lawrence’s “Goose Fair’ has an 
omniscient narrator. 


See pages 588, 602. 
See also SHORT STORY. 


PROTAGONIST The central character of a story, 
novel, play, or dramatic poem. The action usually re- 
volves around the protagonist, who generally receives 
the reader's sympathies. The young boy who narrates 
Joyce’s “Araby” is also the story’s protagonist. 


See also PLOT, 
ANTAGONIST. 


QUATRAIN A stanza or poem with four lines. 


See page 90. 
See also SONNET. 


REALISM A literary movement that seeks to report 
life as exactly as possible. Realism began as a reac- 
tion to the Romantic emphasis on the strange and the 
idealistic. The realistic writer is more objective than 
subjective and often writes about ordinary people and 
situations. Dickens’ Oliver Twist is a realistic novel. 


See page 838. 
See also NATURALISM. 


REFRAIN in a poem a line or lines repeated at reg- 
ular intervals. 

See page 41. 

See also VILLANELLE. 


REPETITION The repeating of sounds, |/etters, 
words, or lines, which helps give poetry its meaning, 
form, and sound. Common forms of repetition are al- 
literation, assonance, consonance, refrain, and 
rhyme. 


RESOLUTION he part of the plot that ends the fall- 
ing action by telling or implying the final outcome. For 


instance, in Mansfield’s “Singing Lesson” the resolu- 
tion occurs when Miss Meadows receives the telegram 
from Basil. 

See pages 188, 597. 

See also PLOT. 


RHYME The repetition of similar or identical vowels 
and succeeding consonants in words of a poem. 
When the rhyme occurs at the ends of lines, it is called 
end rhyme: 


The world is too much with us; late and soon, 
Getting and spending, we lay waste our powers; 
Little we see in Nature that is ours; 

We have given our hearts away, a sordid boon! 


—Wordsworth, “The World is Too Much with Us” 


When the rhyme occurs within the line it is called 
internal rhyme: 


At length did cross an Albatross, . . . 
—Coleridge, The Rime of the Ancient Mariner 
See page 362. 


RHYTHM The pattern created by arranging stressed 
and unstressed syllables, particularly in poetry. Notice 
the regular pattern of stressed and unstressed sylla- 
bles in the following lines from Macbeth: 


Double, double, toil and trouble: 
Fire burn and caldron bubble. 
See page 419. 


See also METER, SPRUNG 
RAYTHM. 


RISING ACTION The action in a play or story that 
leads to the climax. For example, in Shakespeare’s 
Macbeth rising action in Act II leads to the climax that 
takes place in Act Ill. 

See pages 188, 597. 

See aiso PLOT. 


ROMANTICISM A literary movement of the late eigh- 
teenth and early nineteenth centuries. Romantic liter- 
ature generally exhibits some of the following charac- 
teristics: a profound love of nature; a focus on the seif 
and the individual; a fascination with the supernatural, 
the mysterious, the gothic; a yearning for the pictur- 
esque and the exotic; a deep-rooted idealism; and a 
passionate nationalism, or love of country. 

Romantic writing can be diverse, ranging from 
Wordsworth’s nature poems to Cervantes’ idealistic 
Don Quixote. 

See pages 321-323. 
See also CLASSICISM. 


Handbook of Literary Terms 955 


RUN-ON LINE A line of poetry that has no pause at 
the end and flows into the next line. Poets can vary 
rhythm by using run-on lines occasionally, as in these 
lines from “Composed upon Westminster Bridge”: 


This City now doth, like a garment, wear 
The beauty of the morning 


See also END-STOPPED 
LINE. 


SATIRE A kind of writing that uses humor and wit to 
ridicule or criticize individuals or societies. Satire may 
take the form of poetry, fiction, or nonfiction. Some sat- 
ires are gentle, poking good-natured fun; others are 
harsh and bitter. Consistent in all satires is the desire 
to correct some ill or evil in society. Swift’s Gulliver's 
Travels is a famous satire. 


See page 267. 


SCANSION The analysis of a poem to determine its 
meter. Scansion is done by marking the stressed ( ’ ) 
and unstressed (~) syllables in the lines of a poem, 
as demonstrated below: 


Rolled round /in earth’ s / diur / nal course 
With rocks, / and stones, / and trees 


—Wordsworth, “A Slumber Did My Spirit Seal” 


See page 954. 
See also FOOT, IAMBIC 
PENTAMETER. 


SESTET A six-line poem or stanza. 
See also SONNET. 


SETTING The time and place in which the events of 
a literary work occur. In some works the setting helps 
create an atmosphere, or mood, that can influence the 
reader as well as the characters. A novel such as 
Dickens’ Oliver Twist is set in many places and takes 
place over a long period of time. 


See pages 189, 432. 
See also ATMOSPHERE. 


SHORT STORY A brief, fictional narrative that usu- 
ally can be read in one sitting. The short story gener- 
ally contains five major elements: plot, characteriza- 
tion, setting, point of view, and theme. 


See page 588. 

See also 
CHARACTERIZATION, PLOT, 
POINT OF VIEW, SETTING, 
THEME. 
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SIMILE A figure of speech that states a comparison 
Girectly, most often by using the word like or as. For 
example, in The Canterbury Tales Chaucer uses a 
simile to describe the Monk: 


His head was bald and shone like looking-glass. 


See page 104. 
See also ANALOGY, 
FIGURATIVE LANGUAGE. 


SOLILOQUY The speech of an actor alone on 
Stage, revealing to the audience inner thoughts and 
feelings. For example, Macbeth’s line “Is this a dagger 
which | see before me?” begins his famous soliloquy. 


See page 109. 
See also ASIDE. 


SONNET A lyric poem of fourteen lines, usually in 
iambic pentameter. There are two basic types of son- 
net: the Italian, or Petrarchan, and the English, or 
Shakespearean. The Italian, or Petrarchan, sonnet 
is divided into two parts in which the first eight lines, or 
octave, usually follow a rhyme scheme of abbaabba 
or abababab. The last six lines, or sestet, may have 
one of several rhyme combinations—for example, 
cdecde or cdcdee. Generally, the octave asks a ques- 
tion or presents a problem, and the sestet answers the 
question or draws a conclusion. Petrarch’s Sonnet 169 
is an example of an Italian sonnet. 

The English, or Shakespearean, sonnet is di- 
vided into three quatrains (a group of four lines) fol- 
lowed by a couplet (two lines that rhyme with each 
other). The rhyme scheme is generally abab cdcd efef 
gg. The main thought of the sonnet is usually pre- 
sented in the four quatrains, while the couplet draws a 
conclusion or makes an important point. Shake- 
speare’s sonnets are examples of the English sonnet. 


See pages 90, 757. 
SPRUNG RHYTHM A kind of meter in which each 
foot contains one stressed syllable, usually the first, 
and any number of unstressed syllables. Hopkins cre- 
ated this term for the rhythm in his poems. His combi- 
nation of syllables often sounds like natural speech. 
Consider, for example, this line from “Pied Beauty”: 

He fath / ers-forth whose / beauty is past / change: 
Praise / him. 

See page 438. 

STAGE DIRECTIONS Instructions written by the 


playwright about scenery, costumes, gestures, move- 
ments, and lighting for a play. 


See page 108. 


STANZA A group of lines forming a unit in a poem. 
Stanzas usually contain from two to eight lines and of- 
ten have a definite rnyme scheme. 

Common stanzas are the couplet, two lines; the 
tercet, three lines; the quatrain, four lines; the ses- 
tet, six lines; the octave, eight lines. 


See page 90. 


STREAM OF CONSCIOUSNESS A technique of 
writing that imitates human thought with a continuous 
flow of thoughts, feelings, images, observations, and 
memories. The author seldom speaks directly to the 
reader but allows characters to reveal themselves 
through their thoughts. Woolf's “New Dress” is a 
stream-of-consciousness story. 


See page 617. 


STRUCTURE The framework or general plan of a lit- 
erary work. The structure is the sequence of thoughts 
and images that work together to impart meaning. 


See pages 338, 626. 


STYLE An author's choice and arrangement of 
words in any kind of writing. Style often conveys the 
author’s individuality and theme or purpose. 


See pages 203, 236, 573, 626. 


SYMBOL A figure of speech in which a person, ob- 
ject, or situation represents something in addition to 
its literal meaning. For instance, a dove is often used 
to symbolize peace. In his poem “The Sick Rose” 
Blake uses the rose to symbolize love. Symbolism re- 
fers to the use of symbols in writing. 


See pages 315, 540. 
See also SYMBOLIST 
POETRY. 


SYMBOLIST POETRY Richly musical verse built 
around vivid symbols whose larger meanings are im- 
plied but not directly stated. Reacting to Realism, 
Symbolists saw the emotions as the proper subject of 
art. The Symbolist movement arose in France in the 
latter half of the nineteenth century and continued into 
the twentieth century. Baudelaire, Rimbaud, and Ver- 
laine are all famous French Symbolists. 


See page 845. 
See also REALISM. 


TERZA RIMA A verse form of three-line stanzas in 
which the first and third lines rhyme and the second 
line rhymes with the first line of the following stanza. 
Shelley’s “Ode to the West Wind” is written in terza 
rima, as the following stanzas show: 


Cw 


O wild West Wind, thou breath of Autumn’s being, 
Thou, from whose unseen presence the leaves dead 
Are driven, like ghosts from an enchanter fleeing, 


Yellow, and black, and pale, and hectic red, 
Pestilence-stricken multitudes: O thou, 
Who chariotest to their dark wintry bed 


THEME The main idea of a story, poem, novel, or 
play, usually expressed as a statement about life. 
Some works have stated themes, which are an- 
nounced explicitly. Most works have implied themes 
that are revealed indirectly. 


See pages 189, 432, 538, 
638. 


TONE The attitude the writer expresses toward his 
or her subject and audience. The tone of a poem or 
story may be casual, amused, indifferent, sad, angry, 
or any of many other possibilities. The tone of “The 
Panther” by Rilke, for example, combines the emo- 
tions of awe and pity for the caged animal. 


See page 863. 


TRAGEDY A literary work in which the main char- 
acter suffers a major downfall. According to the Greek 
philosopher Aristotle, the function of tragedy is to 
arouse the emotions of fear and pity in order to pro- 
duce a catharsis, or cleansing, of these emotions. The 
main character, or tragic hero, is usually a high- 
ranking person whose personality is marred by a fatal 
weakness, or tragic flaw, that causes an eventual de- 
cline from success to destruction. Macbeth, for exam- 
ple, is a tragic hero whose flaw is his great ambition. 


See pages 110, 713. 


TROCHEE A poetic foot consisting of a stressed syl- 
lable followed by an unstressed syllable (’ —). 


See also FOOT. 


VERISIMILITUDE A sense of reality in a work of lit- 
erature. For example, the rambling internal thoughts of 
the protagonist in “The New Dress” approximate real- 
life thought processes. 


See page 63. 


VILLANELLE A poem of nineteen lines divided into 
five tercets (three-line stanzas) and a final quatrain, 
using the rhyme scheme aba aba aba aba aba abaa. 
There are only two rhymes in a villanelle, and eight of 
the nineteen lines are repeated. Lines 6, 12, and 18 
repeat line 1; lines 9, 15, and 18 repeat line 3. The 
villanelle form originated in fifteenth-century France. 


See page 566. 
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GLOSSARY 


The following Glossary lists words that are from the selec- 
tions but may be unfamiliar to you. Although many of the 
words have several different meanings, they are defined only 
as they are used in the selections. Some words may be fa- 
miliar to you in other contexts but may have unusual mean- 
ings in the text. 

Each Glossary entry contains a pronunciation, a part of 
speech, and a definition. Some words are used in more than 
one way in the textbook and therefore have more than one 
definition and occasionally more than one part of speech. Re- 
lated words are often combined in one entry: The main form 
(for example, the verb afflict) is defined, and another form (for 
example, the noun afflictor) is run on after the main definition. 
Adverbs ending in -/y are usually run on after the definitions 
of the adjective form. 

Some unusual! words or meanings of words are labeled ar- 
CHAIC (old-fashioned), OBSOLETE (no longer in use), RARE, oF 
Poetic. Other special usage labels include COLLOQUIAL, SLANG, 
CHIEFLY BRITISH, MILITARY, and so on. Occasionally an unfamiliar 
idiomatic expression is used within a selection; in such cases 
the main word of the expression is listed, followed by a defi- 
nition of the idiom. 

The following abbreviations are used in this Glossary: 


n. noun conj. conjunction 
v. verb prep. preposition 
adj. adjective interj. interjection 
adv. adverb pl. plural 

pron, pronoun n.pl. plural noun 


A key to pronunciations may be found in the lower right- 
hand corner of each right-hand page of the Glossary. 


A 

abate [9 bat’] v. to lessen; reduce. 

abortive [o bér’tiv] adj. unsuccessful; useless. 

absolution [ab’sa 166’ shan] n. formal forgiveness for sins. 

absolve [ab zolv’, -solv’] v. to free from responsibility or 
blame. 

abysmal [2 biz’ mal] adj. bottomless; immeasurable. 

accrue [a kr00’] v. to come as an increase or addition. 

acme [ak’mé] n. the highest point. 

admonish [ad mon’ ish] v. to caution; warn. 

adversary [ad/ var ser’6] n. enemy; opponent. 

adversity [ad vur’sa té] n. misfortune; trouble. 

advocate [{ad/va kit, -kat’] n. a person who pleads the cause 
of another; lawyer. 

afflict [a flikt’] v. to cause pain, distress, or suffering. —af- 
flictor, n. 

affliction [a flik’shan] n. any cause of pain, distress, or suf- 
fering. 

aggrandizement [a gran’diz mont, -diz mant] n. the act of 
making greater. 

aggregate [ag’roa gat'] v. to collect into a whole; total. 

agronomy [2 gron’s mé] n. the science of crop and farm- 
land management. 

alacrity [a lak’ro té] n. readiness; promptness; eagerness. 

allen [al’ yan, 4/16 on] adj. foreign; strange. 

alliteration [a jit’a ra’shan] n. repetition of an initial conso- 
nant. 
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amenable [3 mé/no bal, 9 men’a-] adj. responsive; yielding. 

amenity [2 men’s té, 9 mMé’noa-] n. courtesy; pleasant man- 
ner; polite behavior. 

amphibious [am fib’ 9s] adj. capable of living on land and 
in water. 

animate [an’s mat’] v. to cause to act; inspire. 

annals [an/alz] n.p/. a written, chronological account of 
events recorded year by year; history. 

annihilate [a ni’9 !at’] v. to destroy; wipe out. 

annuity [9 nd0’a té, 2 nd’-) n. an investment that pays a 
fixed amount of money at regular intervals. 

anoint [9 noint’] v. to rub oil on. 

antiquated [an’ts kwa’tid] adj. old-fashioned; outdated. 

antiquity [an tik’ wa té] 7. ancientness. 

aphorism [af’s riz’am] n. a short statement expressing a 
basic truth or principle; saying. 

aplomb [a plom’, 9 plum’] n. confidence; assurance. 

apostle [9 pos’al] n. one of the twelve disciples of Christ, 
sent out by him to preach his gospel. 

apparition [ap’s rish’an] n. a ghost. 

appellation [ap’s la’ shan] n. a name. 

application [ap’lo ka’ shen] n. steady attention. 

apprehension [ap’ri hen’ shan] n. understanding. 

apprise [9 priz’] v. to tell; notify. 

approbation [ap’ra ba’ shan] n. official approval; praise. 

appurtenances [9 purt’an an sez) n.p/. equipment; accesso- 
ries. 

arable [ar’9 bal] adj. (of land) suitable for cultivation. 

arbiter (ar’ba tar] n. a person with complete power to make 
decisions; judge. 

arbitrator [ar’ ba tra’ter] n. a person chosen to settle a dis- 
pute. 

arbitress [ar’ ba tris] n. a female arbiter. 

armorial (ar mér’é al] adj. relating to or bearing a coat of 
arms, a design representing a family emblem. 

arrears [9 rérz’)} n.p/. unpaid debts or unfinished duties. —in 
arrears behind in paying a debt or fulfilling an obligation. 

artifice [ar’ta fis] n. something skillfully made. 

ascension [9 sen’shan] n. the act of rising. 

asinine [as’9 nin’] adj. like a donkey; stupid, silly, or stub- 
born. —asininely, adv. 

asperity [as per’a té, as-] n. sharpness of temper; harsh- 
ness. 

asplre [9s pir’] v. to seek ambitiously to achieve something. 

assay [9 sa’] v. to try. 

assiduous [2 sij’/00 9s] adj. careful and persistent; hard- 
working. —assiduously, adv. 

assignation [as’ig na’shan] n. an appointment; date; ren- 
dezvous. 

asunder [a sun’dar] adv. apart in direction or position. 

atrophy [at’ra fé] v. to waste away. 

attribute [at’ro bit’) n. a characteristic. 

attrition [a trish’ an] n. sorrow for one’s sins that comes from 
shame or fear of punishment. 

audacious [6 da’shas] adj. bold; daring. 

audit (6’dit] 7. an examination of financial records. 

auditor [6’dsa tar] n. a person who examines financial rec- 
ords. 

augment [6g ment’] v. to increase. 


auspicious [és pish’as] adj. successful; prosperous. 
avarice [av’ar is] n. greed. 

aver [a vur’] v. to state positively; affirm. 

avocation [av’s ka’shon] n. OBSOLETE. a distraction. 
axiom [ak’sé am] n. an established principle or rule. 


ballast [bal’ast] n. something heavy carried in a ship to make 
it steady. 

balm [bam] n. a sweet-smelling ointment. 

bane [ban] n. a cause of suffering or destruction. 

banter [ban/‘tar] v. to tease; joke. 

barren [bar’an) adj. without vegetation. 

barrow (bar’6] n. a mound of earth or stones over a grave. 

beaker [bé’kar] n. a large cup. 

beck [bek] 7. a summoning or commanding gesture. 

beleaguer [bi |é’gar] v. to surround; torment. 

bier [bér] n. a platform for a coffin; a coffin. 

bilingual (bi ling’ gwal] adj. able‘to speak two languages. 

bilious [bil’ yas] adj. bad-tempered; cross. 

blasé [bla za’, bla’za] adj. bored; indifferent. 

blear [blér} v. to blur. 

blight [bit] n. something that damages or destroys. 

blunt [blunt] adj. perceiving slowly; dull. 

bogey [b6’gé] n. a cause of excessive fear or anxiety. 

bogus [bd’ gas] adj. not genuine. 

boundless [bound/lis] adj. without limits. 

brandish [bran/’dish] v. to wave threateningly. 

breach [bréch] n. a gap, opening, or break. 

bridle [brid’al] v. to control or restrain, as if with a horse’s 
harness. 

buffoon [ba foon’] n. a clown; joker. 

bulbous [bul’bas] aaj. shaped like a bulb; rounded or 
swollen. 

bullion {bool’ yan] n. gold or silver in the form of bars. 

burnish (bur’ nish] v. to polish. 


e 


cadence [kad’ ans) n. a rhythmic pattern of sound or move- 
ment. 

calligraphy [ka lig’re fé] n. the art of beautiful handwriting. 

camouflage [kam/9 flazh’] 7. a way of hiding by blending 
with the background; disguise. 

capricious [ko prish’as, -pré’shas} adj. tending to change 
suddenly or unpredictably. 

casulstry [kazh’6o is tré] n. a method for deciding questions 
of right and wrong by applying moral principles to concrete 
situations. 

causeway [K6z’wa’] n. a highway. 

cavalcade [kav’ol kad’, kav’al kad’] n. a group of horseback 
riders moving along together. 

censure [sen’ shar] n. strong disapproval. 

certitude [sur’ta tood’, -tud’] nm. sureness; certainty of 
events. 

chalice [chal’is] n. a cup or goblet, especially one used in 
Holy Communion. 

charlatanry (shar’la tan ré] n. a pretending to have knowl- 
edge; fakery; trickery. 

chivatry [shiv’al ré] n. the qualities of a perfect knight, such 
as courtesy, bravery, helpfulness, respect for women. 

choleric [kol/ or ik] adj. bad-tempered. 


chronic [kron’ik] adj. constant; always present. —chroni- 
cally, adv. 

clircumscribe [sur’ kam skrib’] v. to encircle; limit; restrict. 

citadel [sit’ad al, -o del’] n. a high fortress for defending a 
city. 

cite [sit] v. to refer to; quote. 

civility (si vil’ ta] n. politeness. 

clandestine [klan des’ tin] aaj. secret. 

clarion [klar’é an] n. a sound like a trumpet. 

cleave [klév] v. to divide; split. 

clement {klem/ ant] adj. merciful; lenient. 

cloy [kloi] v. to make weary by too much of anything pleas- 
ing; satiate. 

coagulate [k6 ag’ ya lat’) v. to form into a mass; thicken. 

coalition (k6 a lish’ an] n. an alliance. 

cogitate [koj’s tat’] v. to think deeply or seriously. 

combustible [kom bus’ ta bal] adj. burning easily. 

comely [kum’|é] adj. pleasing in appearance; attractive. 

commodity [ko mod’o té] n. a product that is bought and 
sold. 

communal [ka mun’al, kom’yan al] aaj. shared; public. 

compassion [kam pash/on] n. sympathy for a person’s mis- 
fortune combined with a desire to help. 

complier [kom plt’ar] n. one who agrees or conforms. 

composure [kom pd’ zhar] n. calmness; self-control. 

compulsion [kam pul’shen] n. the act of forcing or being 
forced. 

compulsive [kam pul’ siv] adj. able to compel or force. 

compulsory [kom pul’ sar 6] adj. mandatory; required. 

computation [kom’pys ta’shan] n. the act of counting or fig- 
uring mathematically; calculation. 

concentrate [kon’son trat’] n. proportional content; strength. 

concession [kan sesh’an] n. something granted or yielded. 

conchology [kong kol’a jé] n. the study of shells and shell- 
fish. 

conciliate [kan sil’é at’} v. to win the friendliness or calm the 
anger of. 

concourse [kon’kérs, kong’-] n. a crowd. 

concussion [kan kush’an] n. the shock of a blow or collision. 

conduce [kon dodds’, -dis’] v. to lead or help bring about a 
result. 

confederate [kan fed’ rat’] v. to unite; ally; associate. 

confiscation [kon’fis ka’shan] n. the seizing of private prop- 
erty for public use. 

conflagration (kon’flo gra’ shan] n. a large fire. 

conjecture [kan jek’ char] v. to guess. 

conjunction [kan jungk’shan] n. the state of being joined; 
association; combination. , 

connoisseur [kon’s sur’] n. an expert. | 

consequential [kon’so kwen’shal] adj. RARE. conceited; 
pompous, 

consign [kan sin’] v. to give; deliver. 

consort [kon’ sort] n. a companion; wife or husband. 

consummation (kon’ss ma/’shon] n. fulfillment. 


at; Ape; car; end; mé; it; ice; hot; dld; férk; wood; fool; 
oi]; out; up; Gse; turn; @ in ago, taken, pencil, lemon, 
circus; bat: chin; dear; five; game; hit; hw in white; joke; 


kit; lid; man; not; singer; pail; ride; sat; shoe; tag; thin; 
this; very; wet; yes; zoo; zh in treasure; kw in loch, German 
ach; n in French ton; o in French feu, German schén 
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contemporary [kon tem/po rer’é] n. a person of the same 
age. 

contend [kon tend’] v. to struggle; compete. 

contrite [kon trit’, kon/trit] adj. sorry or guilty for one’s 
wrongdoing; regretful; repentant. —contritely, adv. 

contrive [kon triv’] v. to construct cleverly. 

coplous [k0’pé as] adj. 1. abundant; lavish. 2. pouring out 
words; enthusiastically long-winded. 

cordial [kér’jal] n. a sweet liqueur. 

covert [kuv’art, kO’vort] n. a hidden or protected place; a 
thick growth of bushes or trees where animals can hide. 

croup [krddp] n. the rear part of an animal’s body; rump. 

crystalline [krist’al in, -in’] adj. clear; transparent. 

curfew [kur’fa] n. in the Middle Ages, a bell rung to indicate 
the time to put out lights and retire. 


D 

dale [dal] n. a valley. 

dappled [dap’ ald] adj. spotted. 

dearth [durth] n. scarcity; famine. 

debauchery [di b6’chear 6) n. excessive indulgence in pleas- 
ure, 

decanter [di kan’tar] n. a decorative bottle used for serving 
liquids. 

dectaim [di kiam’] v. to recite or speak in a dramatic or arti- 
ficial manner. 

decree [di kré’] v. to make an official order or decision. 

decry [di kri’] v. to speak out against; express disapprov- 
al of. 

deem [dém] v. to think; judge; consider. 

defer [di fur’] v. to put off; delay. 

deference [def’ar ans] n. respect. 

defile [di fil’] v. to stain; disgrace; dishonor. 

deign [dan] v. to consider something good enough for one- 
self. 

delusive [di |d6’siv] adj. misleading. 

delve [delv] v. ARCHAIC. to dig. 

demure [di myoor’] aaj. proper; reserved; modest. —de- 
murely, adv. 

denounce [di nouns’] v. to accuse; criticize. 

depict [di pikt’] v. to picture; portray. 

deprecate (dep’ra kat’] v. to criticize; belittle. 

derision [di rizh’ an] n. mockery. 

dervish [dur’vish] n. a member of a Moslem group among 
whom whirling and other movements are performed as re- 
ligious exercises. 

desolation [des’s la’shon] n. waste; ruin; destruction. 

despoil [di spoil’] v. to rob; plunder. 

desultory [des’al t6ér’é] adj. not orderly; rambling; discon- 
nected. 

devastate [dev’as tat’] v. to destroy; ruin. 

dexterity [deks ter’ té] n. skill in using one’s hands, body, 
or mind. 

didactic [di dak’ tik] aqj. instructive. 

differentiate [dif'ar en’shé at’) v. to perceive as different; 
distinguish. 

diligent [dil’s jant] adj. careful; persistent; hard-working. 

diminution [dim’s nd’ shon,-ndd-] n. a lessening; decrease. 

dirge [durj] n. a slow, mournful piece of music. 

discourse [dis kérs’] v. to talk; converse. 

discreet [dis krét’] adj. not showy; modest; unobtrusive. 
—discreetly, adv. 


960 Glossary 


disinterested [dis in’tris tid, -in’tar is-, -in’ta res’-] adj. un- 
concerned; aloof. 

disparage [dis par’ij] v. to speak of as having little value; 
belittle. 

disperse [dis purs’] v. to scatter; cause to disappear. 

disquisition [dis kwa zish’an] n. a long, formal discussion of 
a topic. 

dissemble [di sem/’bal] v. to disguise; conceal. 

dissipate [dis’s pat] v. to scatter; disperse. 

distracted [dis trak’ tid] adj. OBSOLETE. crazy; insane. 

ditty [dit’é] n. a little song. 

divert [di vurt’, di-] v. to turn from a particular course. 

dogmatic [dég mat’ik] aaj. relating to established beliefs or 
principles. 

doughty [dou/té] adj. brave. 

drear [drér] adj. poetic. dreary; gloomy. 

dregs [dregz] n.p/. the most unwanted or useless part. 


E 

ecclesiast [i klé’zé ast] n. a clergyman. 

edict [@/ dikt] n. an official announcement. 

effectual [i fek’choo al] adj. producing a result; effective. 
— effectually, adv. 

effluence [ef’I06 ans] n. something that flows out. 

effusion [i fa’ zhon] n. emotional expression or outpouring. 

egregious [i gré’jas] aj. ARCHAIC. extraordinary. 

eke [&k] v. to make (a living, etc.) with great difficulty. 

elemental [el’a ment’ al] adj. relating to one of the four ele- 
ments, earth, air, fire, and water. 

elocution [el’s ki’ shan] n. a style of public speaking. —elo- 
cutionary, adj. 

elongate [i |6ng/ gat] v. to lengthen. 

elude [i 100d’) v. to get away from or avoid skillfully. 

elysium [i lizh’am, i liz’é am] n. a place of great happiness; 
paradise. 

emanate [em’a nat’] v. to come out; flow. 

embolden [em bdld’an] v. to make bold or courageous. 

eminent [em’ 9a nant] adj. famous; outstanding. 

emolument [i mol’ ya mant] n. ARCHAIC. benefit. 

encumber [en kum’ bar] v. to hold back; hinder; burden. 

enigma [i nig’ma] n. a mystery; puzzle. —enigmatic 
{en’ig mat’ik, @’nig-] adj. 

entreaty [en tré’té] n. a humble request. 

envisage [en viz’ ij] v. to imagine; picture. 

envoy [en’ voi, an’-] n. a messenger. 

equity [ek’ wo té} n. Law, a set of general rules used to sup- 
plement specific laws. 

estrange [es tranj’] v. to separate; keep away. 

estuary [es’cho6 er’é] n. a place where a river widens and 
meets an arm of the sea. 

etymology [et’s mol’a jé] n. 1. the history of a word. 2. the 
study of the history of words. 

eunuch [G’noak] n. a castrated man. 

exaltation [eg’261 ta’shon, ek’sdl-] n. a feeling of great joy or 
pride; elation. \ 

exasperate [ig zas’pa rat’] v. to annoy greatly; irritate; 
anger. \ 

exemplify [eg zem’ pla f1’] v. to give an example of, 

exempt [ig zempt’] v. to release from a rule or requirement; 
excuse. 

exhortation [eg’z6r ta’shan, ek’sdér-} n. an attempt to per- 
suade; strong advice. 

exonerate [ig Zon’a rat’] v. to declare free of blame; pardon. 


exorbitant [ig z6r’ba tant] adj. higher or greater than is rea- 
sonable. 

exorciser [ek’sér si’zar] 7. one who frees a person or place 
from an evil spirit. 

expatiate [eks pa’shé at’] v. to speak or write in detail. 

expedient [iks p6é/dé ant] n. something useful for achieving a 
purpose. 

expiation [eks’pé ashen] n. an atonement or payment for a 
wrongdoing. 

expletive [eks’ plo tiv] n. an exclamation or curse. 

expound [iks pound’] v. to state or explain in detail. 

expunge [iks punj’] v. to erase. 

extort [iks tort’] v. to take by force or threats. 

extremity [iks trem/’oa té] n. the farthest part. 


F 

fagade [fo sad’] n. the front of a building. 

faction [fak’shan] n. quarreling between opposing groups. 
—factious, adj. 

fallow [fal’6] n. land that is plowed but left unplanted for a 
time. —fallow, adj. 

farthing [far’ thing] n. an old British coin worth one-fourth of 
a penny. 

faze [faz] v.cOLLOQUIAL. to disturb. 

feasible [fé’za bal] adj. possible. 

feign [fan] v. to pretend. 

felicity [fi lis’ té) n. 1. happiness. 2. a source of happiness. 

ferment [fur’ ment] n. a state of great excitement or unrest. 

fickle [fik’ al] adj. changeable. 

tinical [fin’i kal] adj. overly careful or particular; finicky. 

flaccid [flak’ sid] adj. hanging loosely; limp. 

flank [flangk] n. the side of a formation of soldiers. 

flog [flog, flég] v. to force; drive; urge. 

florin [fl6r’in, flor’-] n. a British coin worth two shillings. 

flunkey [flung’ké] also flunky n. a person who does low, mi- 
nor jobs; servant. 

foliage [f6'lé ij] n. the leaves of a plant. 

formidable [fér’ mi da bal] adj. impressive. 

freehold [fré’hdld’] adj. held for life or able to be passed on 
by inheritance. 

frenzy [fren’zé} n. a wild outburst of activity. 

friar [fri’ar] n. a member of any of several religious orders 
that survive mainly by begging. 


G 

gable [ga’bal] n. a wall with a triangular top formed by a 
pointed roof that slopes down on both sides. —gabled, 
adj. 

gantlet [gént’lit, gant’-] n. a punishment in which two rows 
of men armed with clubs strike a person who runs between 
them. 

garrulous [gar’s las, gar’ ya-] adj. talkative. 

gelding [gel’ ding] n. a castrated male horse. 

gentry [jen’tré] n. people of a high social class. 

genuflection [jen'yoo flek’shan] n. the bending of the knee, 
as in worship. 

girdle {gurd’ al] n. a belt. 

glade [glad] n. an open area within a forest. 

glean [glén] v. to examine or pick over for information. 

granary [gra’nor 6, gran’ar é] n. a place for storing grain. 

gratuitous [gro t60’9 tas, -tU’-] adj. unjustified; uncalled-for. 


grisly [griz’lé] adj. horrible; ghastly. 
guileless [gil’\is] adj. candid; not sly or crafty. 
gumption (gump/shan] a. initiative; daring. 
guttural [gut’ar al] adj. throaty; rasping. 


H 

habituate [ho bich’6o at’] v. to make used to; accustom. 

harry [har’é] v. to push along. 

hawser [h6/zor] n. a heavy rope for moving or anchoring a 
ship. 

heath [héth] n. an area of open, uncultivated land. 

herald [her’ ald] v. to introduce; announce; publicize. 

heraldic [he ral’ dik] aaj. relating to coats of arms. 

hireling [hir’ ling] n. a person hired to perform an unpleasant 
or criminal act. 

homage [hom’ij, om/’-] n. a sign of honor or respect. 

host [hdst] n. a crowd; multitude. 

hosteiry [host’al ré] n. an inn. 

hull [hul] 7. the body of a ship. 


{ 

imbue [im bi’) v. to fill; spread through. 

Imitable [im’a to bal] adj. able to be imitated. 

immoderate [i mod’ ar it] adj. exceeding proper limits; exces- 
sive; unreasonable. © 

Immutable [i mi’ta bal] adj. unchanging. —immutably, 
adv, 

impalpable [im pal’pa bal] adj. not able to be touched or de- 
tected. 

impart [im part’] v. to give; tell, reveal. 

impassive [im pas’ iv] adj. not showing any feelings. 

impeccable [im pek’e bal] adj. without fault; perfect. 

imperious [im pér’é os] adj. ruling over harshly; overly proud 
and scornful. 

imperturbable [im’por tur’bo bal] aaj. not able to be upset; 
showing no feeling; calm. 

impetuous [im pech’06 as} adj. rushing forcefully; violent. 

impinge [im pinj’] v. to hit sharply; collide. 

impious [im’pé as] adj. disrespectful. 

implacable [im plak’a bal, -pla’ka-] adj. without pity; not able 
to be won over. 

impotence [im’pat ons] n. weakness; helplessness. 

Imprecation [im’pri ka’shon] n. a curse. 

impudence [im/pya dans] n. sauciness; disrespectfulness. 

impute [im pit’] v. to place blame for; charge with. 

Inadvertency [in’od vurt’an sé] n. inattentiveness; careless- 
ness. 

incantation [in’kan ta’shoan] n. the chanting of magical spells 
or charms. 

Incarnate [in kar’nit, -nat] adj. given human form. 

Incarnation [in’kar na’shen] n. the taking of human form. 

incense [in’sens’] n. 1. a substance that releases a pleasant 
smell when burned. 2. a pleasant smell; fragrance. 
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Incessant [in ses’ ant] aaj. never stopping; constant. 

incipient [in sip’é ant] adj. just beginning. 

Incommensurable _[in’ka men’sar a bal, -shar-] adj. not 
measurable or comparable. 

incommodglous |[in’ko m6d’dé as] adj. inconvenient; trouble- 
some. 

Incongrulty [in kon gr00’a té] n. lack of agreement or har- 
mony. 

Inconsiderable [in’kan sid’er a bal] adj. unimportant. 

incredulous [in krej’a les] adj. unbelieving. 

incursion [in kur’ zhan] n. the act of entering or intruding. 

indefatigable [in’di fat’s go bal] adj. not able to be made 
tired; untiring. —iIndefatigably, adv. 

indignant [in dig’nant] aaj. angry because of injustice, mean- 
ness, or ingratitude. 

ineffable [in ef’s bal] adj. too awesome to be put into words; 
indescribable. 

ineptitude [i nep’to tood, -tud] n. awkwardness; clumsiness. 

Inexorable [i nek’sar 9 bal] adj. that cannot be changed or 
stopped. 

Inextricable [in eks’tri ko bal, -iks trik’a bal] agj. that cannot 
be untangled or untied. 

infamous [in’fa mas] adj. having a very bad reputation. 

Infectious [in fek’shas] adj. spreading easily to others. 

Infest [in fest’] v. to fill; overrun. 

ingress [in’gres] n. entrance. 

inimical [in im/i kal] adj. opposed; unfavorable; harmful. 

iniquity [in ik’ wa té] n. wickedness. 

Inquisition [in’kwe zish’an] n. an investigation or harsh 
questioning, often of those who do not conform. 

insatiable [in sa’shoa bal] adj. not able to be satisfied. —in- 
satlableness, n. 

inscrutable [in skro0’to bal] adj. difficult to understand; mys- 
terious. 

inseparable [in sep’ar a bal, -sep’ra-] adj. not able to be 
separated. 

Insolence [in’sa loans] 7. disrespectiulness; impertinence. 

Integrity [in teg’ra te] n. honesty; sincerity; trustworthiness. 

Inter [in tur’] v. to bury. 

intercede [in’tar séd’] v. to plead in behalf of another person. 

Interfuse [in’tor faz’] v. to spread through something; blend. 

Interminable [in tur’ mi no bal] adj. endless. 

intimation [in’ta ma’shanj n. a hint; suggestion. 

intone [in t6n’] v. to say or recite in a singsong way or on a 
single note; chant. 

Introspection [in‘tra spek’shan] n. the act of looking inward; 
examination of one’s own thoughts and feelings. 

Intultion [in’t00 ish’on, -ti-] 9. something that is known or 
understood without the use of conscious thought. 

Inventory [in’ von t6r’é] n. a list of items. 

Inverse [in vurs’, in’vurs’] adj. opposite; reverse. 

Inveterate [in vet’ ar it] adj. fixed as a habit; established. 

invoke [in vdk’] v. to request solemnly. 

Iridescent [ir’o des’ant] adj. showing shifting, rainbowlike 
colors. 

irreducible [ir’i dd0’soa bal, -di’-] adj. not able to be reduced 
or lessened. 

irremediable [ir’i mé’dé a bal] adj. not able to be remedied 
or fixed. 


J 
jackdaw [jak’d6’] n. a blackbird like a crow but smaller. 
jocund {jok’ and, j6’kand] aaj. cheerful; merry. 
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L 

landed [lan/did] adj. possessing land. 

languid [lang’gwid] adj. lacking liveliness and interest in 
things. 

lateral [lat’ar al] adj. relating to the side. 

laudable [|6’da bal] adj. worthy of praise. 

lay [la] 7. a short poem. 

legion [lé’jon] n. a large unit of soldiers; army. 

lexicon [lek’sa kan, -kon’] n. a dictionary. 

libellous [li’ba los) also libelous adj. containing damaging 
written or printed information about a person. 

lichen [Ili/kon] 7. a plant that grows in patches on rocks or 
other surfaces. 

Hlege [!6j] adj. loyal. 

ligature [lig’a choor’, -char] 7. something used to tie. 


* lineage [lin’6 ij] n. family descent; ancestry. 


listiess [list’lis] aaj. lacking energy and interest in things. 

litany [lit’on 6] 7. a repetitive reciting or chanting. 

lithograph [lith’s graf’] v. to print from a stone or plate that 
has been treated to attract ink to certain areas and repel it 
from others. 

livid [liv’id] adj. discolored; black-and-blue. 

lucid (I00’ sid] adj. clear; transparent. 

lugubrious [loo goo’ bré as, -gii’-] adj. exaggeratedly sad or 
mournful. 

lurid [loor’id] adj. pale or grayish; ghastly. 


M 

malign [ma |in’] aaj. evil; harmful. 

malignant [ma lig’nant] adj. wishing evil; malicious. 

mallow [mal’6] n. any of a group of plants, usually having 
showy flowers and leaves with rounded divisions. 

manifest [man’s fest’] aaj. clear; obvious. —manifestly, 
adv. 

manor [man/ar] n. an estate or mansion. 

mansion (man‘shon] n. ARCHAIC. a dwelling; residence. 

mantle [mant’al] n. a cloak; cape. 

mar [mar] v. to damage; spoil. 

marrow [mar’6] n. the soft, fatty tissue inside bones. 

meander [mé an/dar] v. to wander; ramble. 

mellifluous [me lif’l00 as] adj. sweet; smooth; flowing. 

melodious [mi |6’dé as] adj. producing a melody; sweet- 
sounding. 

mercenary [mur’sa ner’é] adj. working only for money, as a 
soldier in a foreign army. —n. a person who works only in 
order to make money. 

metaphysical [met’s fiz’i kal] adj. supernatural. 

mindful [mind/ fal] aaj. paying attention; aware. 

ministry [min’is tré] n. the representatives of a government. 

miscarrlage [mis kar’ ij] n. bad handling; failure. 

modulation [moj’a la’ shan] n. regulation of the tone or pitch 
of the voice. 

molder [md\’ dor] v. to crumble; decay. 

molest [ma lest’] v. to annoy; trouble. 

molten [mdlt’ an] adj. glowing. 

morose [ma rds’] adj. bad-tempered and gloomy. —mo- 
rosely, adv. 

mortification [mér’to fi ka’shan] n. shame; humiliation. 

motley [mot’lé] adj. made up of many colors or varied ele- 
ments. 

muse [mUz] v. to think; ponder. 

myriad [mir’é ad] n. an extremely large number. 


N 

narcissistic [nar’si sis’tic] adj. self-centered. 

nimble [nim’bal] adj. moving quickly and lightly. —nlm- 
bly, adv. 

nocturnal [nok turn’al] aaj. of or occurring in the night. 

nomenclature [nd’man kla'char] n. a system of names. 

notary [nd’tar é] n. an official who declares documents au- 
thentic, records statements made under oath, etc.: short for 
notary public. 


ce) 

obdurate [ob/dor it, ob’dyor-] adj. stubborn; unbending; 
hardened. 

obese [6 bés’| aqj. very fat. 

oblique [9 blék’, 6 biék] adj. slanting; sloping. —oblique- 
ly, adv. 

obliterate [a blit’e rat] v. to wipe out; erase. 

oblivion [9 bliv’é on] 7. forgetfulness. 

obsequies [ob’ss kwéz] n.pi. funeral rites. 

obtuse [ab t00s’, -tis’] adj. siow in understanding; insensi- 
tive. 

odlous [6’dé as] adj. disgusting; hateful. 

office [6’fis, of’ is] n. a religious ceremony. 

officlous [9 fish’ as] adj. impertinent; meddling. 

ogle [6’gol] v. to eye flirtatiously. 

opiate [6’pé it, -at’] n. a medication that relieves pain or 
brings on sleep or relaxation. 

oppressive [3 pres’iv] adj. harsh; cruel. 

opulence [op’ya lans] n. wealth; luxury. 

ordain [6r dan’] v. to order; decree. 

ornament [6r’no ment’] v. to decorate. 


palatial [pa la’shal] adj. like a palace; large and stately. 

pallor [pal’or] n. paleness. 

palpitation [pal’po ta’ shan] n. rapid beating. 

palsy [pdl’zé] n. a condition marked by a shaking or trem- 
bling of a part of the body. 

paltry [pdl’tré] adj. unimportant; worthless. 

pandemonium [pan’da mo’né am] n. wild uproar or confu- 
sion. 

pander (pan’ dor] v. to satisfy or exploit someone's desires or 
weaknesses. 

paraphernalia [par’s far nal’ ya] n.p/. equipment. 

parley [par’lé] n. conversation; conference. 

partiality [par’shé al’o té, par shal’-] n. a certain fondness 
or taste. 

passion [pash’an] n. suffering or agony. 

pathetic [po thet’ik] adj. arousing pity, sadness, or sym- 
pathy. 

pathos [pa’thos] n. a quality that causes a feeling of pity or 
compassion. 

patriarch [pa’tré ark’] n. a father, founder, or leader; re- 
spected old man. 

pauper (p6/ por] n. a very poor person. 

pecuniary [pi ku’né er’é] adj. relating to money. 

pedant [ped/’ ont] n. a person who overemphasizes minor de- 
tails or points of knowledge. —pedantic [pi dan’ tik], adj. 

penitent [pen’s tant] 7. a person who regrets and wants to 
make up for wrongdoing. 

penury [pen’ yor é] n. severe poverty. 


perciplence [par sip’é ans] n. perception. 

peremptory [po remp’tor é] adj. not permitting argument or 
delay; commanding. —peremptorily, adv. 

perftidious [por fid’é os] adj. not trustworthy; disloyal. —per- 
fidiousness, n. 

pernicious [por nish’ as] adj. RARE. wicked. 

perplex [por plex’] v. to puzzle; confuse. 

personable [pur’so no bal] adj. attractive. 

peruse [po r60z’] v. to study; examine; read carefully. 

pestilence [pes’ts lons] n. a highly contagious and danger- 
ous disease; plague. 

petulance [pech’a lans] n. bad temper; crankiness. 

philology [fi lol’a jé] n. the study of language. 

phonetic [fo net’ik] adj. relating to the study of speech 
sounds. 

picket [pik’it] n. a soldier or group of soldiers stationed away 
from the main group to protect it from surprise attack; 
sentry. 

plety [pr’a té] n. devotion to religion, family, etc.; faithfulness. 

pipe [pip] n. a tubelike musical instrument into which air is 
blown. —v. to play on a pipe. 

plque [pék] v. to offend; annoy. 

plaintive [plan’tiv] adj. sad; sorrowful. 

plaudits [pld’ dits] n.p/. praise; applause. 

ploy [ploi] n. a playful adventure. 

plunder [plun’ dor] n. things taken by force; loot. 

podium [p6’dé om] n. a platform for a speaker, orchestra 
conductor, etc. 

polecat [p6l’kat’] n. a small animal like a weasel. 

pomegranate [pom’gran’it, pom’a-, pum/-] n. a reddish fruit 
with a thick skin and numerous small seeds, each covered 
with juicy pulp. 

pompous [pom’ pas] adj. overly proud and dignified; preten- 
tious. 

ponderous [pon/dar as] adj. heavy. 

postillion [pds til’yan, pos-] n. a person who rides on one of 
the horses drawing a carriage. 

prate [prat] v. to chatter foolishly. 

precedent [pres’o dont] n. an earlier action, decision, etc., 
that serves as an example or rule. 

precipltate [pri sip’ tat’] v. to cause; bring on. 

precipitation [pri sip’s ta’shan] n. hurriedness. 

predestinate [pré des’to nit, -nat’] adj. having a certain des- 
tiny or fate. 

prelate [prel’it] n. a high-ranking clergyman. 

prevarication [pri var’s ka’shan] n. the act of lying or avoid- 
ing the truth. 

primordial [pri mér’dé al] adj. existing from the earliest 
times. 

probity [prd’bsa té, prob’a-] n. honesty; honorableness. 

procurement [pro kyoor’mant] n. the act of getting or ob- 
taining. 

prodigious [pro dij’as] adj. enormous. 

prodigy [prod’a jé] n. an unusually talented child. 
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profane [pré fan’, pra-] v. to treat with disrespect or con- 
tempt. 

promontory [prom/’an tér’é] n. a high point of land that juts 
out into the water. 

propagate [prop’a gat’] v. to spread widely. —propaga- 
tor, n. 

propensity [pro pen’sa té] n. a tendency; inclination. 

propitiate [pra pish’é at’] v. to win the favor of. 

propitious [pra pish’ as] adj. favorably inclined; benevolent. 

prospectus [pro spek’tas] n. a statement describing a pro- 
posed work or undertaking. 

prostrate [pros’trat] aaj. lying flat or with the face down. 

protract [pro trakt’] v. to draw out; lengthen. 

provincial [pra vin’shal] adj. of a province, or division of a 
country. 

proximity [prok sim’ té] n. nearness. 

pullet [pool’ it] n. a young hen. 

pulverize [pul’va riz’] v. to pound into dust. 

purvey [pur va’] v. to supply. 


R 

rabid [rab’ id] adj. overly enthusiastic or devoted. 

radlate [ra’dé at’] v. to send out; spread. 

rafter [raf’tor] n. a beam that supports a roof. 

rally [ral’6] v. to recover; revive. 

rapacious [ra pa’shas] adj. taking by force; robbing. 

recoll [ri koil’] v. to draw back. 

redound [ri dound’] v. to lead; contribute. 

regenerate [ri jen’o rat’] v. to form again; renew; reestablish. 

rend [rend] v. to tear; split. 

render [ren/dor] v. to cause to be; make. 

rent [rent] past tense of rend. 

repast [ri past’] n. a meal. 

repository [ri poz’a t6r’é] n. a place in which something is 
stored. 

repudiate [ri pa’dé at’] v. to refuse; reject; disown. 

requiem [rek’wé om, ré’kwé-] n. a piece of music sung in 
honor of the dead. 

resurrection [rez’a rek’shan] n. a rising from the dead. 

retraction (ri trak’shon] n. a taking back or withdrawing. 

revel [rev’al] n. a wild, noisy celebration. 

rhetoric [ret/ar ik] n. showy language. 

risible (riz’o bal] adj. making one laugh; funny. 

robust [r6 bust’, rd’ bust] adj. strong and healthy. 

rod [rod] n. a stick used for punishment, carried as a symbol 
of authority, etc. 

rogue (rdg] n. a mischievous person. —roguish, adj. 

rubleund [rd0’ bi kand] adj. reddish. 

rustic (rus/ tik] n. a person from the country. —adj. relating to 
the country. 

rustle [rus/al] n. a series of soft, fluttering sounds. 


$ 

sacrilegious [Sak’ra lij’as, -l6’jas] adj. showing disrespect 
toward something sacred. 

sattron [saf’ran] adj. orange-yellow. 

sagaclty [so gas’o té) n. sound judgment; shrewdness. 

salvation [sal va’shan] n. a saving from the punishment for 
sins; redemption. 

sanctity [sangk’ts té] 7. sacredness; holiness. 

sanctuary [sangk’choo er’é] n. a holy place, such as a 
church, temple, or part of a church. 


964 Glossary 


sanguine [sang’gwin] adj. having a healthy, reddish com- 
plexion and a cheerful manner. 

sate [sat] v. to satisfy fully. 

scabbard [skab’ ard] 7. a case for the blade of a sword, etc. 

scanty [skan/té] adj. barely enough; small; meager. 

scarab [skar’sb] n. a stone carved with the form of a beetle, 
used as a charm in ancient Egypt. 

schism [siz’am, skiz’-] n. a division in a church. 

scope [skdp] n. the range of activity or thought. 

scourge [skurj] 7. a cause of trouble or suffering. 

scrupulosity [skr6o0’pysa los’sa té] n. strict attention to what is 
proper or conventional. 

sear [sér] v. 1. to burn. 2. to dry up; wither. 

sect [sekt] 7. a religious or political group. 

secular [sek’yo lar] aaj. not relating to religion. 

senslbillty [sen’so bil’s té] n. the tendency to be easily hurt 
or offended. 

sensible [sen’soa bal] adj. aware. 

sententious [sen ten’shas] adj. fond of using trite phrases or 
maxims. —sententiously, adv. 

sepulcher [sep/’al kor] n. a grave or tomb. 

sequestered [si kwes’tord] adj. isolated; secluded. 

sere [sér] adj. Poetic. withered. 

serf [surf] n. in the feudal system, a slavelike laborer bound 
to the land of a lord. 

servile (sur’vil, -vil] adj. lacking self-respect; timid and obe- 
dient. —servilely, adv. 

shire [shir] n. a country or region in England. 

shrill [shril] adj. high-pitched and piercing. 

shrivel [shriv’el] v. to shrink; wrinkle up; wither. 

sickle [sik’ al] n. a tool with a curved blade and short handle 
used for cutting grass, etc. 

signal [sig’nal] adj. noticeable; remarkable. 

signification [sig’no fi ka’ shan] n. OBSOLETE. a sign; symbol. 

sinew [sin’G] n. a tough, cordlike tissue that connects a mus- 
cle to another part of the body; tendon. 

sinuous [sin’d 9s] adj. winding. 

slack [slak] v. to be careless or lazy. 

slander [slan’dor] n. the spreading of false and harmful 
statements about a person. 

slavish [sla’vish] adj. like a slave; overly humble and obe- 
dient. 

slough [sluf] v. to shed; get rid of. 

solemn [sol’am] adj. serious; sacred. 

solicitous [so lis’ tas] adj. full of concern. 

sonorous [Sa nér’as, son’ ar as] adj. impressive sounding. 

spare [spar] adj. thin. 

specter [spek’ tor] n. a ghost. 

splay [spla] v. to spread out. 

sprightly [sprit’lé] adj. lively. 

Staff [staf] n. a stick carried for support. 

stagnant [stag’nant] adj. not moving or flowing. 

stave [stav] n. a stick. 

stealthy [stel’thé] adj. secret; sly; sneaky. —Stealthily, adv. 

stile [stil] 7. a set of steps leading over a wall or fence. 

stint [stint] n. a holding back or limiting. 

straiten [strat’on] v. to cause to be in distress or need, es- 
pecially financially. 

stratagem {strat’s jam] n. a clever plan or trick for achieving 
something. 

strife [strif] n. struggle; conflict. 

stupefy [sto0’ pa fi’, stU’-] v. to make dull; stun. 

sublime [sab lim’] adj. noble; lofty. 


submissive [sab mis’iv] adj. giving in easily to the power or 
control of another. 

subsistence [sab sis’tans] n. means of living; livelihood. 

succor [suk’ar] v. to help. 

suffuse [so flz’] v. to spread over and fill with light or a li- 
quid. —suffusion, n. 

sullen [sul’an] adj. gloomy; dull. 

sulphurous [sul’for as, sul fir’as] adj. fiery; hellish. 

sultry [sul’tré] adj. hot; fiery; passionate. 

sundry [sun’dré] adj. various. 

’ superfluous [Soo pur/fld6 as] adj. unnecessary; extra. 

supine [sdo pin’] adj. lying on one’s back. 

supplant [so plant’] v. to replace. 

supple [sup/ol] aaj. able to bend easily; limber; flexible. 

surmise [sar miz’, sur’miz] n. a guess. 

susceptible [sa sep’ta bal] adj. easily affected or influenced; 
sensitive. 

swain [swan] n. a country person. 

swathe [swoth, swath] v. to wrap; surround. 

swound [swound] n. a swoon; faint. 

symmetry [sim/oa tré] n. the matching of parts or opposite 
sides; balanced proportions. 

syndicate [sin’di kit] 7. a business that sells articles, etc., to 
be published at the same time to a number of newspapers 
or magazines. 

syntax [sin’taks] n. the arrangement of words in sentences. 


T 

tally [tal’é] n. something used for recording accounts. 

tariff [tar’if] n. a list of taxes or prices. 

tarry [tar’é] v. to leave slowly; stay; linger. 

tee [té] n. the letter t. —to a tee exactly. 

teem [tém] v. to be full. 

temerity [to mer’a t@] n. foolhardy boldness; recklessness. 

temperate [tem/ par it, -prit] adj. not extreme; mild. 

tenacity [ti nas’a té] n. persistence; stubbornness. 

tenor [ten’ oar] n. a continuing course or tendency. 

terrestrial [to res’tré al] adj. earthly. 

throes [thr6z] n.p/. a condition of pain or struggle. 

titIllation [tit’s la’shan] n. a reaction; feeling; thrill. 

tome [tém] 7. a book, especially a large one. 

torrent [t6r’ ont, tor’-] n. a rapid, violent stream. 

tortuous [t6r’chd6 as] adj. twisting; winding. 

trace [tras] n. a strap or chain connecting an animal's har- 
ness to a vehicle being pulled. 

transgress [trans gres’, tranz-] v. to violate; break. 

tremulous [trem’ya les] adj. trembling; throbbing. 

trepidation [trep's da’shan] n. a shaking or trembling. 

trestle [tres’al] n. a framework for supporting something. 

trick [trik] v. to ornament. 

tumult [t06/ malt, t0’-] 7. violent motion; confusion. 

turbid [tur’ bid] adj. muddy; confusing. 


U 

unallayed [un’s lad’] adj. not lessened or quieted. 

unassailable [un’s sa/lo bal] adj. not able to be attacked or 
questioned. 

unburnished [un bur’ nisht] adj. unpolished. 

unconditional [un’kan dish’an al] adj. unlimited; absolute. 

unfledged [un flejd’] adj. not yet having all its feathers. 

unkempt [un kempt’] adj. not well groomed; messy. 

unravished [un rav/isht] adj. not violated. 


unslaked [un slakt’] adj. not satisfied or quenched. 
untrammeled [un tram/ald] adj. not restrained or tied up. 


Vv 

vaclillate [vas’o lat’] v. to be unable to decide; hesitate. 

valance [val’ans, va/lans] n. a decorative strip of wood or 
other material. 

valediction [val’a dik’shan] n. a farewell. 

vanguard [van/ gard’] n. the front part of a moving army. 

vantage [van’tij] ground a position giving an advantage. 

velocity [vi los’a té] n. speed. 

vend [vend] v. to sell. 

venomous (ven’a mas] adj. poisonous. 

veracious [va ra’shas] adj. honest; accurate. 

verbatim [vor ba’tim] adj. word-for-word. 

verisimilitude [vor’s si mil’a todd’, -tud’] n. something hav- 
ing the appearance of truth or reality. 

verity [ver’a té] n. truth. 

vermin [vur’ min] 7. a small, harmful or disgusting animal. 

vessel [ves/al] n. a ship or boat. 

vexatious [vek sa/shas] adj. annoying; disturbing. 

vicissitude [vi sis’ a todd’, -tiid’] n. changeableness. 

victuals [vit’ alz] n.p/. food. 

vie [vi] vied, vying v. to compete. 

vigilance [vij’a lans] n. watchfulness; alertness. 

villfy [vil’s fi’] v. to say harmful and false things about. 

vindication [vin’da ka’ shan] n. the act of defending. 

virtuosity [vur’chOo os’a té] 7. great skill in music, art, act- 
ing, etc. 

visage [viz’ij] n. a person's face. 

vivacious [vi va/shas, vi-] adj. lively; animated. 

vociferous [v6 sif’ ar as] adj. shouting forcefully. 

voluble [vol’ya bal] adj. speaking easily and rapidly; talka- 
tive. 

voracious [v6 ra’shas, vo-] adj. wanting large amounts of 
food; ravenous. 

vouchsafe [vouch saf’] v. to be nice enough to give. 


Ww 

warden [wérd’ on] n. a person in charge of something. 
weal [wél] n. well-being. 

wend [wend] v. ARCHAIC. to travel. 

whet [hwet, wet] v. to sharpen. 

wile [wil] n. a trick. 

wizened [wiz’ and] adj. dried out; shriveled. 

wrangler [rang’glor] n. a quarrelsome person. 

wrest [rest] v. to take by force; wring. 


z 

zealous [zel’as] adj. extremely enthusiastic or devoted. 

zenith [z@’nith) n. the point in the sky directly above the ob- 
server. 

zephyr [zef’or] n. a breeze. 


at; Ape; cr; end: mé; It; ice; hot; dld; fork; wood; fool; 
oil; out; up; Gse; turn; @ in ago, taken, pencil, lemon, 
Circus; bat; chin; dear; five; game; hit; hw in white; joke; 


kit; lid; man; not; singer; pail; ride; sat; shoe; tag; thin: 
this; very; wet; yes; 200; zh in treasure; kn in loch, German 
ach; x in French bon; @ in French feu, German schén 


Glossary 965 


Index of Titles by Theme 


ADVENTURE AND HEROISM 


trom Beowulf, 9 

Sir Patrick Spens, 39 

trom Le Morte d’Arthur, 73 

from The Faerie Queene, 91 

The Tragedy of Macbeth, 112 

Stanzas Written on the Road Between 
Florence and Pisa, 367 

To an Athlete Dying Young, 446 

An Irish Airman Foresees His Death, 
533 

The Soldier, 549 

Do Not Go Gentle into That Good 
Night, 565 

The Lagoon, 580 

from the /liad, 656 

Olympia 11, 676 

Antigone, 680 

trom the Aeneid, 718 


FRIENDSHIP AND LOVE 


The Wife of Usher’s Weill, 40 

Loving in Truth, 89 

Sonnet 317 (Sidney: “With How Sad 
Steps, Oh Moon, Thou Climb’st the 
Skies!”), 89 

Sonnet 75 (Spenser: “One Day | Wrote 
Her Name upon the Strand”), 92 

The Passionate Shepherd to His Love, 
95 

The Nymph’s Reply to the Shepherd, 
96 

Sonnet 18 (Shakespeare: “Shall | 
Compare Thee to a Summer's 
Day?”), 99 

Sonnet 29 (Shakespeare: “When, in 
Disgrace with Fortune and Men’s 
Eyes”), 100 

Sonnet 30 (Shakespeare: “When to the 
Sessions of Sweet Silent Thought’), 
100 

Sonnet 55 (Shakespeare: “Not Marble, 
nor the Gilded Monuments”), 101 

Sonnet 73 (Shakespeare: “That Time of 
Year Thou Mayst in Me Behold”), 
101 

Sonnet 116 (Shakespeare: “Let Me Not 
to the Marriage of True Minds’), 102 

Blow, Blow, Thou Winter Wind, 105 

Psalm 23, 195 

A Valediction: Forbidding Mourning, 
208 

To the Memory of My Beloved Master, 
William Shakespeare, 217 

Song: to Celia, 220 

His Prayer to Ben Jonson, 223 

To Lucasta, Going to the Wars, 224 
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John Anderson My Jo, 311 

London, 1802, 329 

She Walks in Beauty, 366 

lf Thou Must Love Me, 426 

How Do | Love Thee? 427 

Song: Sullen Moods, 556 

The Singing Lesson, 598 

The Train from Rhodesia, 639 

The Intimations Kill Me, 749 

The Oracle of Straw, 750 

Sonnet 169 (Petrarch: “Rapt in the 
One Fond Thought That Makes Me 
Stray”), 756 

from The Decameron, 759 


OBSERVATIONS AND INSIGHTS 


from The Prologue to The Canterbury 
Tales, 44 

Of Ambition, 191 

To Althea, from Prison, 225 

from The Diary (Pepys), 242 

from The Tatler, 269 

Epigrams (Pope), 288 

Letter to Lord Chesterfield, 290 

from The Preface to A Dictionary of the 
English Language, 291 

from A Dictionary of the English 
Language, 293 

from The Life of Samuel Johnson, 296 

To a Mouse, 310 

Macbeth (Hazlitt), 392 

Playhouse Memoranda, 397 

The Man He Killed, 441 

Everyone Sang, 547 

The Town Mouse and the Country 
Mouse, 671 

The Fox and the Grapes, 672 

The Goatherd and the Wild Goats, 672 

How Much Land Does a Man Need? 
818 

People, 867 

The Infant Prodigy, 880 

The Jackdaw, 894 

Doubles, 910 


THE POWER OF NATURE 


from The Seafarer, 25 

Bermudas, 214 

The World Is Too Much with Us, 328 

Lines Composed a Few Miles Above 
Tintern Abbey, 333 

A Dirge, 374 

Ode to the West Wind, 375 

Ode to a Nightingale, 383 

To Autumn, 389 

from Pippa Passes, 421 

Home-Thoughts, from Abroad, 422 


The Darkling Thrush, 442 

Loveliest of Trees, 445 

Down by the Salley Gardens, 532 

The Lake Isle of Innisfree, 534 

The Wild Swans at Coole, 535 

The Park, 554 

Suggestions for the Improvement of a 
Sunset, 571 

Hawk Roosting, 575 

Goose Fair, 603 

A Mild Attack of Locusts, 632 

Four Fragments, 674 

The Gazelle, 853 

Drinking the Corinthian Sun, 871 

from Platero and |, 888 


ART AND IMAGINATION 


Psalm 8, 195 

The Argument of His Book, 222 

A Song for St. Cecilia’s Day, 238 

Composed upon Westminster Bridge, 
September 3, 1802, 330 

Kubla Khan, 341 

On First Looking into Chapman’s 
Homer, 381 

Ode on a Grecian Urn, 386 

Sailing to Byzantium, 538 

In Memory of W. B. Yeats, 559 

Musée des Beaux Arts, 562 

Taylor Street, 572 

Merlin, 576 

Why | Write, 619 

Still, 625 

The Sun, 840 

The Gypsy Poet, 842 

The Guitar, 863 


ASPECTS OF LOSS 


from The Pardoner’s Tale, 65 

Fear No More the Heat o’ the Sun, 106 

Sonnet 10 (Donne: “Death, Be Not 
Proud, Though Some Have Calléd 
Thee”), 210 

from Meditation XVI/ (Donne), 211 

Upon His Spaniel Tracy, 221 

When | Consider How My Light Is 
Spent, 228 

Elegy Written in a Country Churchyard, 
303 

A Poison Tree, 314 

The Sick Rose, 314 

A Slumber Did My Spirit Seal, 332 

Ozymandias, 373 

When | Have Fears That | May Cease 
to Be, 382 

My Last Duchess, 423 

Dover Beach, 434 


A Thunderstorm in Town, 440 

Preludes, 542 

The Hollow Men, 543 

from the Metamorphoses, 729 

The Lorelei, 811 

Russia 1812, 814 

Other People’s Misfortune, 829 

A Piece of String, 834 

The Panther, 854 

Now Nobody Will Want to Listen to 
Songs... , 861 

War, 876 

First Sorrow, 891 

The Guest, 900 


VISIONS AND IDEALS 


from Ecclesiastical History of the 
English People, 21 

How Soon Hath Time, 227 

from Paradise Lost, 230 

A Man's a Man for A’ That, 309 

The Lamb, 313 

The Tiger, 313 


The Rime of the Ancient Mariner, 343 
from In Memoriam A. H. H., 416 
Crossing the Bar, 417 

Pied Beauty, 436 

God’s Grandeur, 437 

The Second Coming, 537 

Araby, 593 

from The Divine Comedy, 738 

from Faust, 803 

My Pictures Swing, 859 


SATIRIC VISION 


from Gulliver's Travels, 259 
from The Spectator, 271 
The Rape of the Lock, 277 
from Oliver Twist, 429 
Pygmalion, 460 

The Japanese Quince, 589 
from Don Quixote, 765 

The Flying Doctor, 779 
Jeannot and Colin, 789 
The Thrower-Away, 915 


GENERATIONS AND TIME 


It ls a Beauteous Evening, Calm and 
Free, 329 

So We'll Go No More A-Roving, 368 

Self-Portrait from Don Juan, 369 

To , 374 

Ulysses, 412 

The Splendor Falls on Castle Wails, 
414 

Tears, lole Tears, 415 

Spring and Fall, 437 

When | Was One-and-Twenty, 445 

! Think Continually of Those Who Were 
Truly Great, 551 

Fern Hill, 567 

Follower, 577 

The New Dress, 612 

The Sugawn Chair, 627 

Autumn Song, 844 

Helen, 857 

The Return of the Exile, 865 

The Arno at Rovezzano, 872 

Encounter, 873 


Index of Titles by Theme 967 


Index of Titles by Genre 


BIOGRAPHY 


Life of Samuel Johnson, The, from 
(Boswell), 296 


DIARY 
Diary, The, from (Pepys), 242 


DRAMA 


Antigone (Sophocles), 680 
Flying Doctor, The (Moliére), 779 
Macbeth, The Tragedy of 
(Shakespeare), 112 
Pygmalion (Shaw), 460 


EPIC 


Aeneid, from the (Virgil), 718 

Beowulf, from, 9 

Divine Comedy, The, from (Dante), 738 

Faerie Queene, The, from (Spenser), 
91 

fliad, from the (Homer), 656 

Paradise Lost, from (Milton), 230 


ESSAY AND NONFICTION 


Dictionary of the English Language, A, 
from (Johnson), 293 

Ecclesiastical History of the English 
People, from (Bede), 21 

Macbeth (Hazlitt), 392 

Meditation XVII, from (Donne), 211 

Of Ambition (Bacon), 191 

Platero and |, from (Jiménez), 888 

Playhouse Memoranda (Lamb), 397 

Preface to A Dictionary of the English 
Language, The, from (Johnson), 291 

Spectator, The, from (Addison), 271 

Tatler, The, from (Steele), 269 

Why | Write (Orwell), 619 


FABLE 


Fox and the Grapes, The (Aesop), 672 

Goatherd and the Wild Goats, The 
(Aesop), 672 

Town Mouse and the Country Mouse, 
The (Aesop), 671 


LETTER 


Letter to Lord Chesterfield (Johnson), 
290 


NOVEL AND LONGER FICTION 
Don Quixote, from (Cervantes), 765 
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Gulliver's Travels, from (Swift), 259 
Morte d’Arthur, Le, from (Malory), 73 
Oliver Twist, from (Dickens), 429 


POETRY 


Argument of His Book, The (Herrick), 
222 

Arno at Rovezzano, The (Montale), 872 

Autumn Song (Verlaine), 844 

Bermudas (Marvell), 214 

Composed upon Westminster Bridge, 
September 3, 1802 (Wordsworth), 
330 

Crossing the Bar (Tennyson), 417 

Darkling Thrush, The (Hardy), 442 

Dirge, A (Shelley), 374 

Don Juan, Self-Portrait from (Byron), 
369 

Do Not Go Gentle into That Good Night 
(Thomas), 565 

Dover Beach (Arnold), 434 

Down by the Salley Gardens (Yeats), 
532 

Drinking the Corinthian Sun (E\ytis), 
871 

Elegy Written in a Country Churchyard 
(Gray), 303 

Encounter (Milosz), 873 

Epigrams (Pope), 288 

Everyone Sang (Sassoon), 547 

Faust, from (Goethe), 803 

Fern Hill (Thomas), 567 

Follower (Heaney), 577 

Four Fragments (Sappho), 674 

Gazelle, The (Rilke), 853 

God’s Grandeur (Hopkins), 437 

Guitar, The (Garcia Lorca), 863 

Gypsy Poet, The (Rimbaud), 842 

Hawk Roosting (Hughes), 575 

Helen (Valéry), 857 

His Prayer to Ben Jonson (Herrick), 
223 

Hollow Men, The (Eliot), 543 

Home-Thoughts, from Abroad (R. 
Browning), 422 

How Do | Love Thee? (E. B. Browning), 
427 

How Soon Hath Time (Milton), 227 

lf Thou Must Love Me (E. B. Browning), 
426 

In Memoriam A. H. H., from 
(Tennyson), 416 

In Memory of W. B. Yeats (Auden), 559 

Irish Airman Foresees His Death, An 
(Yeats), 533 

| Think Continually of Those Who Were 
Truly Great (Spender), 551 


It ls a Beauteous Evening, Calm and 
Free (Wordsworth), 329 

John Anderson My Jo (Burns), 311 

Kubla Khan (Coleridge), 341 

Lake Isle of Innisfree, The (Yeats), 534 

Lamb, The (Blake), 313 

Lines Composed a Few Miles Above 
Tintern Abbey (Wordsworth), 333 

London, 1802 (Wordsworth), 329 

Lorelei, The (Heine), 811 

Lovetiest of Trees (Housman), 445 

Loving in Truth (Sidney), 89 

Man He Killed, The (Hardy), 441 

Man's a Man for A’ That, A (Burns), 
309 

Merlin (Hill), 576 

Metamorphoses, from the (Ovid), 729 

Musée des Beaux Arts (Auden), 562 

My Last Duchess (R. Browning), 423 

My Pictures Swing (Pasternak), 859 

Now Nobody Will Want to Listen to 
Songs ... (Akhmatova), 861 

Nymph’'s Reply to the Shepherd, The 
(Raleigh), 96 

Ode on a Grecian Urn (Keats), 386 

Ode to a Nightingale (Keats), 383 

Ode to the West Wind (Shelley), 375 

Olympia 11 (Pindar), 676 

On First Looking into Chapman's 
Homer (Keats), 381 

On His Blindness (Milton), 228 

On His Having Arrived at the Age of 
Twenty-Three (Milton), 227 

Ozymandias (Shelley), 373 

Panther, The (Rilke), 854 

Pardoner's Tale, The, from (Chaucer), 
65 

Park, The (MacNeice), 554 

Passionate Shepherd to His Love, The 
(Marlowe), 95 

People (Yevtushenko), 867 

Pied Beauty (Hopkins), 436 

Pippa Passes, from (R. Browning), 421 

Poison Tree, A (Blake), 314 

Preludes (Eliot), 542 

Prologue to The Canterbury Tales, The, 
from (Chaucer), 44 

Psaim 8 (The King James Bible), 195 

Psaim 23 (The King James Bible), 195 

Rape of the Lock, The (Pope), 277 

Return of the Exile, The (Seferis), 865 

Rime of the Ancient Mariner, The 
(Coleridge), 343 

Russia 1812 (Hugo), 814 

Sailing to Byzantium (Yeats), 538 

Seafarer, The, from, 25 

Second Coming, The (Yeats), 537 

She Walks in Beauty (Byron), 366 

Sick Rose, The (Blake), 314 


Slumber Did My Spirit Seal, A 
(Wordsworth), 332 

Soldier, The (Brooke), 549 

Song for St. Cecilia’s Day, A (Dryden), 
238 

Song: Sullen Moods (Graves), 556 

Song: to Celia (Jonson), 220 

Sonnet 10 (Donne: “Death, Be Not 
Proud, Though Some Have Called 
Thee”), 210 

Sonnet 169 (Petrarch: “Rapt in the 
One Fond Thought That Makes Me 
Stray”), 756 

Sonnet 18 (Shakespeare: “Shall | 
Compare Thee to a Summer’s 
Day?”), 99 

Sonnet 29 (Shakespeare: “When, in 
Disgrace with Fortune and Men’s 
Eyes”), 100 

Sonnet 30 (Shakespeare: “When to the 
Sessions of Sweet Silent Thought’), 
100 

Sonnet 55 (Shakespeare: “Not Marble, 
nor the Gilded Monuments”), 101 

Sonnet 73 (Shakespeare: “That Time of 
Year Thou Mayst in Me Behold”), 
101 

Sonnet 116 (Shakespeare: “Let Me Not 
to the Marriage of True Minds”), 102 

Sonnet 31 (Sidney: “With How Sad 
Steps, Oh Moon, Thou Climb’st the 
Skies!”), 89 

Sonnet 75 (Spenser: “One Day | Wrote 
Her Name upon the Strand”), 92 

So We'll Go No More A-Roving 
(Byron), 368 

Splendor Falls on Castle Walls, The 
(Tennyson), 414 


Spring and Fail (Hopkins), 437 

Stanzas Written on the Road Between 
Florence and Pisa (Byron), 367 

Suggestions for the Improvement of a 
Sunset (Tomlinson), 571 

Sun, The (Baudelaire), 840 

Taylor Street (Gunn), 572 

Tears, Idle Tears (Tennyson), 415 

Thunderstorm in Town, A (Hardy), 440 

Tiger, The (Blake), 313 

To (Shelley), 374 

To Althea, from Prison (Lovelace), 225 

To a Mouse (Burns), 310 

To an Athlete Dying Young (Housman), 
446 

To Autumn (Keats), 389 

To Lucasta, Going to the Wars 
(Lovelace), 224 

To the Memory of My Beloved Master, 
William Shakespeare (Jonson), 217 

Ulysses (Tennyson), 412 

Upon His Spaniel Tracy (Herrick), 221 

Valediction: Forbidding Mourning, A 
(Donne), 208 

When | Consider How My Light Is 
Spent (Milton), 228 

When | Have Fears That | May Cease 
to Be (Keats), 382 

When | Was One-and-Twenty 
(Housman), 445 

Wild Swans at Coole, The (Yeats), 535 

World Is Too Much with Us, The 
(Wordsworth), 328 


SHORT STORY 


Araby (Joyce), 593 
Decameron, The, from (Boccaccio), 759 


Doubles (Moravia), 910 

First Sorrow (Kafka), 891 

Goose Fair (Lawrence), 603 

Guest, The (Camus), 900 

How Much Land Does a Man Need? 
(Tolstoy), 818 

Infant Prodigy, The (Mann), 880 

Jackdaw, The (Hesse), 894 

Japanese Quince, The (Galsworthy), 
589 

Jeannot and Colin (Voltaire), 789 

Lagoon, The (Conrad), 580 

Mild Attack of Locusts, A (Lessing), 
632 

New Dress, The (Woolf), 612 

Other People’s Misfortune (Chekhov), 
829 

Piece of String, A (Maupassant), 834 

Singing Lesson, The (Mansfield), 598 

Still (Beckett), 625 

Sugawn Chair, The (O'Faolain), 627 

Thrower-Away, The (Boll), 915 

Train from Rhodesia, The (Gordimer), 
639 

War (Pirandello), 876 


SONG 


Blow, Blow, Thou Winter Wind 
(Shakespeare), 105 

Fear No More the Heat o’ the Sun 
(Shakespeare), 106 

Intimations Kill Me, The, 749 

Oracle of Straw, The (Walther), 750 

Sir Patrick Spens, 39 

Wife of Usher's Well, The, 40 
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Index of Skills 


Page numbers in boldface italics 
indicate entries in the Writing About 
Literature Handbook. 

Page numbers in italics indicate entries 
in the Handbook of Literary Terms. 


LITERARY SKILLS 


Acmeism, 860 

Age of Classicism, 253 

Age of Elegance, 253 

Age of Johnson, 254, 289, 947 
Age of Pope, 254, 947 

Age of Reason, 253, 776-777 
Allegory, 747 

Alliteration, 20, 362, 938, 946 
Alliterative verse, 20 

Allusion, 228, 236, 546, 946 
Analogy, 946 

Anapest, 946, 957 

Anecdote, 946 

Anglo-Saxon, 5, 26-27 
Antagonist, 946 

Aphorism, 946 

Apostrophe, 378, 946 

Aside, 109, 946 

Assonance, 362, 938, 946 
Atmosphere, 189, 630, 946 
Audience, 196 

Augustan Age, 254, 716, 947 
Autobiography, 301, 416, 947 


Ballad stanza, 41, 947 
Bibliography, 937 

Biography, 301, 947 

Blank verse, 129, 229, 236, 947 


Caesura, 20, 947 
Caricature, 773, 947 
Catharsis, 713 
Cavaliers, 202, 216, 221, 224 
Chansons de geste, 735 
Character, 62-63, 189, 420, 428, 610, 
716, 778, 947 
complex, 610 
dynamic, 189, 610, 947 
flat, 189, 610, 947 
round, 62-63, 189, 610, 947 
static, 189, 610, 947 
stock, 716 
Characterization, 62-63, 78, 588, 598, 
610, 947-948 
direct, 63, 610, 947 
indirect, 63, 598, 610, 947-948 
in short story, 588, 610 
Chivairy, 33, 734 
Chorus, 948 
Classical Age, 775 
Classicism, 253-255, 777. 948 
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Climax, 188, 597, 948, 954 
Colloquia! language, 948 
Comedy, 202, 459, 948 
of ideas, 459, 948 
of manners, 202 
satiric, 202 
Conceit, 209, 757, 948 
metaphysical, 948 
Petrarchan, 757, 948 
Conflict, 188, 591, 948, 954 
external, 188, 591, 948 
internal, 188, 591, 948 
Connotation, 569, 948 
Consonance, 938, 948 
Couplet, 90, 237, 288, 949, 957 
heroic, 237, 288, 957 
rhymed, 90 
Courtly love poetry, 748 


Dacty!, 949, 957 
Dada, 849-850 
Denotation, 569, 949 
Denouement, 949 
Description, 949 
Details, 28, 63, 78 
Dialect, 949 
Dialogue, 38, 878, 949 
Diary, 247, 947, 949 
Diction, 569, 573, 626, 949 
Dirge, 107 
Drama, 108-109, 196, 202, 323, 678, 
949 
closet, 323 
Elizabethan, 108-109 
Greek, 678 
melodrama, 323 
Restoration, 202 
sound in, 196 
Dramatic age, 650, 652-653 
Dramatic conventions, 109, 502, 949 
Dramatic monologue, 420, 425, 856, 
949 


Elegy, 307, 652, 950 
Endnote, 930 
End-stopped line, 950 
Enlightenment, 776-777 
Epic, 5, 8, 229, 236, 287, 670, 950, 953 
Epic age, 650~651 
Epigram, 288, 950 
Epiphany, 597, 950 
Epitaph, 306, 950 
Epithet, 670, 950 
Essay, 190, 268, 275, 391, 950 
expository, 950 
familiar, 396 
formal, 275, 950 
informal, 275, 950 


Exemplum, 65 
Existentialism, 851, 892, 899, 950 
Exposition, 188, 597, 950, 954 


Fable, 671, 673, 950 

Falling action, 188, 597, 950, 954 
Farce, 787, 950 

Figurative language, 104, 378, 950-957 
Figure of speech, 104, 378, 957 
Flashback, 957 

Folk ballad, 35, 38, 41, 444, 957, 953 
Foot, 90, 957 

Footnote, 930 

Foreshadowing, 951 

Frame story, 43, 763, 957 

Free verse, 194, 453, 957 


Georgian poetry, 547, 548 


Hero, 110, 365, 713, 957 
Byronic, 365 
tragic, 110, 713, 957 
Homeric (epic) simile, 670, 950, 951 


lamb, 90, 957 
lambic pentameter, 90, 129, 957 
Imagery, 141, 863, 951-952 
Imaginative reading, 448 
Implication, 316 
Inference, 316 
Interior monologue, 763, 952 
Interludes, 85 
Irish National Theatre, 454, 531 
Irish Renaissance, 531 
Irony, 189, 886, 952 
dramatic, 189, 952 
situational, 886, 952 
verbal, 189, 886, 952 


Journal, 247, 952 


Kenning, 20, 952 


Legend, 77, 679, 952 
Literary criticism, 203, 395, 400, 952 
Lyric age, 651-652 


Madrigal, 107 

Masque, 85 

Metaphor, 104, 378, 938, 952 
Metaphysical poetry, 202, 206, 952 
Meter, 90, 419, 952 

Middie English, 26, 42, 70-71, 952 
Minnelieder, 735 

Minnesingers, 735, 748 

Miracle play, 35 

Mock-epic, 287, 952 

Modern English, 27, 71, 104, 953 
Modernism, 453-455, 801 


Mood, 189, 630, 953 
Morality play, 35 
Motivation, 63, 610, 953 
Mystery play, 35 

Myth, 77, 731, 953 


Narrative, 763, 953 
Narrative hook, 597, 953, 954 
Narrator, 579, 602, 763, 953 
Naturalism, 833, 953 
Neoclassical Age, 775 
Neaclassicism, 216, 254, 302, 327, 953 
Novel, 255, 323, 432, 555, 764, 953- 
954 

adventure, 323 

gothic, 255, 323, 954 

historical, 323, 555 

of manners, 255, 323 

naturalistic, 954 

philosophical, 954 

picaresque, 255, 764, 953 

psychological, 954 

realistic, 954 

of sentiment, 255, 953 

of social criticism, 954 


Object poem, 852 

Octave, 90, 757, 954 

Ode, 388, 652, 954 

Old English, 5, 26-27, 954 
Onomatopoeia, 363, 938, 954 

Oral tradition, 5, 20, 38, 41, 654, 954 
Oratory, 716 

Ottava rima, 369, 954 


Paradox, 561, 954 
Parallelism, 954 
Parody, 259, 954 
Pentameter, 90 
Personification, 378, 938, 954 
Persuasion, 954 
Philosophes, 788 
Plot, 188, 432, 588, 597, 954 
in drama, 188 
in novel, 432 
in short story, 588, 597 
Poetry, 84, 248, 447, 573, 651-652, 
949, 952, 953 
dramatic, 447, 949 
lyric, 84, 447, 651-652, 952 
modern, 573 
narrative, 447, 953 
sound in, 248 
Point of view, 315, 588, 602, 955 
first-person, 602, 955 
limited third-person, 602, 955 
omniscient, 602, 955 
in short story, 588, 602 
Pre-Raphaelites, 405 
Prose, sound in, 644 
Protagonist, 955 
Psalms, 194 
Purpose, 932 


Quatrain, 90, 566, 955 


Realism, 406, 453, 801, 833, 838, 955 
psychological, 453 
Refrain, 41, 955 
Renaissance, 83-85, 753-755 
Repetition, 863, 955 
Resolution, 188, 597, 954, 955 
Restoration comedy, 202 
Rhyme, 90, 362, 938, 955 
end, 90, 362, 955 
internal, 362, 955 
Rhymed couplet, 90 
Rhythm, 419, 438, 863, 938, 955 
sprung, 438, 956 
Rising action, 188, 597, 954 
Romance, 35 
Romanticism, 321-323, 326-327, 364- 
365, 372, 800-801, 955 
Runes, 26 
Run-on line, 956 


Satire, 202, 267, 956 
Scansion, 956 
Scop, 5, 20 
Sensibility, 269 
Sestet, 90, 757, 956 
Setting, 189, 432, 630, 956 
Short story, 455, 588, 956 
Simile, 104, 670, 938, 950, 951, 956 
Homeric (epic), 670, 950, 957 
Situational irony, 886 
Soliloquy, 109, 956 
Song, 5, 105, 107, 308, 444, 671, 735, 
748 
Elizabethan, 105, 107, 444 
Sonnet, 90, 757, 956 
English (Shakespearean), 90, 956 
Italian (Petrarchan), 90, 757, 956 
Sons of Ben, 202, 216 
Speaker, 938 
Stage directions, 196, 956 
Stanza, 41, 307, 947, 957 
ballad, 41, 947 
elegiac, 307 
Stream of consciousness, 611, 617, 
954, 957 
Structure, 338, 626, 957 
Sturm und Drang, 802 
Style, 236, 626, 957 
Subject, 626 
Subpiot, 432 
Surrealism, 862, 890 
Symbol, 315, 540, 839, 845, 934, 957 
Symbolism, 315, 540, 801, 839, 843, 
845, 860 
Symbolist poetry, 801, 839, 845, 957 


Tercet, 566 
Terza rima, 737, 957 
Theater of the Absurd, 624, 851 


Theme, 189, 432, 588, 638, 936, 957 
implied, 638, 957 
stated, 638, 957 
Thesis statement, 926 
Tone, 630, 863, 944, 957 
Total effect, 188-189, 529, 940 
Tragedy, 110, 255, 713, 957 
classical, 255 
Elizabethan, 110 
sentimental, 255 
Tragic flaw, 110, 713, 957 
Tragic hero, 110, 713, 957 
Tragicomedy, 202 
Translation, 812 
Tribe of Ben, 202, 216 
Trochee, 951, 957 
Troubadours, 735 


Verbal irony, 886 
Verisimilitude, 63, 957 
Vernacular, 194, 735 
Villanelle, 566, 957 


Word choice, 569, 863 


COMPOSITION SKILLS 


Page numbers in boldface italics 
indicate entries in the Writing About 
Literature Handbook. 


ANALYTICAL 


Character, writing about, 27, 77, 617, 
868 

Characterization, analyzing, 763 

Comparison, writing a, 93 

Comparison/contrast, writing a, 425, 
540, 591, 747, 751, 757, 787, 
845, 855, 874, 898, 928 

Details, writing about significant, 643 

Epic and fable, comparing and 
contrasting the, 673 

Evidence, citing, 247, 301, 597, 886, 930 

and documenting, 247 

Folk ballad, supporting a thesis about a, 
41 

Images, analyzing use of, 107 

lrony, writing about, 287 

Literature, applying a statement about, 
447, 731, 942 

Literature, supporting an opinion about, 
71 


Literature, writing about your reaction 
to, 626 

Literature and its periad, writing about, 
338, 432, 573, 795, 921, 944 

Medieval literature, comparing and 
contrasting, 63 

Nonfiction, writing about, 193, 275, 623, 
889, 932 

Personification, writing about, 86% 

Play’s ending, writing about a, 530 
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Poem, analyzing the structure of a, 378 

Poem, paraphrasing a, 677 

Poetry, writing about, 215, 382, 435, 
443, 536, 561, 569, 575, 938 

form in, 536 
sound in, 561 

Poet's techniques, analyzing the, 677 

Quotation, writing about a, 212, 240, 
552, 713, 934 

Setting, writing about, 913 

Structure, writing about, 223 

Symbol, writing about a, 315, 363, 419, 
557, 578, 610, 934 

Theme, writing about, 236, 630, 727, 
827, 908, 936 

Thesis statement, developing a, 41, 97, 
294, 395, 588, 816, 878, 926 

Tone, writing about, 546 

Total effect, writing about, 189, 530, 
832, 940 


CREATIVE 


Biographical sketch, writing a, 301 
Character sketch, writing a, 63, 591 
Conceit, writing a, 209 
Definition, writing a, 294 
Description, writing a, 27, 77, 215, 240, 
338, 363, 443, 832, 845 

of a journey, 363 

of a scene, 338 
Dialogue, writing a, 878, 908 
Diary entry, writing a, 247 
Drama, writing, 731 
Drama review, writing a, 787 
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Dramatic monologue, writing a, 425, 857 
Dramatic scene, composing a, 713 
Emotional response, conveying an, 447 
Essay, writing an, 193, 275, 623 

expository, 623 

informal, 275 
Fable, writing a, 673, 898 
Figurative writing, 107 
First-person narrative, writing a, 727 
Folk ballad, writing a, 41 
Historical character, writing as a, 578 
Imagery, writing with, 315, 557 
Journal entry, writing a, 597, 630 
Letter, writing a, 97, 212, 223, 588, 

643, 757, 816 
Mock-heroic description, writing a, 287 
Monologue, writing a, 921 
Moral tale, writing a, 71 
Music review, writing a, 886 
Narrative, writing a, 236, 747 
Personal reaction, writing a, 381 
Personification, writing a, 378, 861 
Plot outline, writing a, 913 
Poem, writing a, 540, 546, 552, 561, 
569, 751, 855, 868, 874, 889 

about childhood, 569 

collage, 546 

in dialogue, 868 

imitating a poet's style, 536 

about motion, 855 

about nature, 874 

about a person, 552 

poetic fragment, 677 

prose, 889 

sonnet, 93 


about transformation, 540 
of tribute, 561 
writing a series of related, 573 
Point of view, writing from another, 575, 
827 
Prose poem, writing a, 889 
Research report, writing a, 677 
Review, writing a, 395, 787, 886 
Satirical sketch, writing a, 795 
Scene, writing about a, 435 
Sonnet, writing a, 93 
Speech, writing a, 189 
Story, Continuing the, 432 
Story, writing a modern version of a, 763 
Story, writing a sequel to the, 610 
Stream-of-consciousness technique, 
writing with, 617 
Symbol, creating a, 419 


VOCABULARY SKILLS 


TEST-TAKING SKILLS 


Analogies, 399, 419, 809, 855 
Antonyms, 294, 438, 638, 787, 874, 886 
Sentence completions, 713, 838 
Synonyms, 193, 267, 540, 921 . 


WORD STUDY 


Archaic words, 363 \ 
Dialect, 530 
Expressive verbs and adjectives, 307 
Word origins, 71, 247, 727 

Words from fictional names, 773 
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Addison, Joseph, 268, 271 
Aeneid, from the, 718 
Aesop, 677, 671-673 
Akhmatova, Anna, 860, 861 
Antigone, 680 

Araby, 593 

Argument of His Book, The, 222 
Arno at Rovezzano, The, 872 
Arnold, Matthew, 433, 434 
Auden, W. H., 558, 559-563 
Autumn Song, 844 


Bacon, Sir Francis, 790, 191 

Baudelaire, Charles, 839, 840 

Beckett, Samuel, 624, 625 

Bede, 27, 21 

Beowulf, from, 9 

Bermudas, 214 

Blake, William, 312, 313-315 

Blow, Blow, Thou Winter Wind, 105 

Boccaccio, Giovanni, 758, 759 

Boll, Heinrich, 974, 915 

Boswell, James, 295, 296 

Brooke, Rupert, 548, 549 

Browning, Elizabeth Barrett, 426, 426- 
427 

Browning, Robert, 420, 421—425 

Burns, Robert, 308, 309-311 

Byron, Lord (George Gordon), 364-365, 
366-370 


Camus, Albert, 899, 900 
Canterbury Tales, The, from, 44-71 
Cervantes, Miguel de, 764, 765 
Chaucer, Geoffrey, 42-43, 44-71 
Chekhov, Anton, 828, 829 
Coleridge, Samuel Taylor, 339-340, 
341-363 
Composed upon Westminster Bridge, 
September 3, 1802, 330 
Conrad, Joseph, 579, 580 
Crossing the Bar, 417 


Dante, 736, 738 

Darkling Thrush, The, 442 

Death, Be Not Proud, Though Some 
Have Calléd Thee, 210 

Decameron, The, from, 759 

Diary, The, from (Pepys), 242 

Dickens, Charles, 428, 429 

Dictionary of the English Language, A, 
from, 293 

Dictionary of the English Language, A, 
The Preface to, from, 291 

Dirge, A, 374 

Divine Comedy, The, from, 738 

Don Juan, Self-Portrait from, 369 


Donne, John, 206, 208-212 

Do Not Go Gentle into That Good 
Night, 565 

Don Quixote, from, 765 

Doubles, 910 

Dover Beach, 434 

Down by the Salley Gardens, 532 

Drinking the Corinthian Sun, 871 

Dryden, John, 237, 238 


Ecclesiastical History of the English 
People, from, 21 

Elegy Written in a Country Churchyard, 
303 

Eliot, T. S., 541, 542-546 

Elytis, Odysseus, 869, 871 

Encounter, 873 

Epigrams (Pope), 288 

Everyone Sang, 547 


Fairie Queene, The, from, 91 

Faust, from, 803 

Fear No More the Heat o’ the Sun, 106 
Fern Hill, 567 

First Sorrow, 891 

Flying Doctor, The, 779 

Follower, 577 

Four Fragments, 674 

Fox and the Grapes, The, 672 


Galsworthy, John, 589, 589 

Garcia Lorca, Federico, 862, 863 
Gazelle, The, 853 

Goatherd and the Wild Goats, The, 672 
God's Grandeur, 437 

Goethe, Johann Wolfgang von, 802, 803 
Goose Fair, 603 

Gordimer, Nadine, 639, 639 

Graves, Robert, 555, 556 

Gray, Thomas, 302, 303 

Guest, The, 900 

Guitar, The, 863 

Gulliver's Travels, from, 259 

Gunn, Thom, 572, 572 

Gypsy Poet, The, 842 


Hardy, Thomas, 439, 440-443 
Hawk Roosting, 575 

Hazlitt, William, 397, 392 

Heaney, Seamus, 577, 577 

Heine, Heinrich, 870, 811 

Helen, 857 

Herrick, Robert, 227, 222-223 
Hesse, Hermann, 893, 894 

Hill, Geoffrey, 576, 576 

His Prayer to Ben Jonson, 223 
Hollow Men, The, 543 

Homer, 654, 656 

Home-Thoughts, from Abroad, 422 
Hopkins, Gerard Manley, 436, 436-438 


Housman, A. E., 444, 445-447 

How Do { Love Thee? 427 

How Much Land Does a Man Need? 
818 

How Soon Hath Time, 227 

Hughes, Ted, 574, 575 

Hugo, Victor, 873, 814 


if Thou Must Love Me, 426 

liad, from the, 656 

Infant Prodigy, The, 880 

In Memoriam A. H. H., from, 416 

In Memory of W. B. Yeats, 559 

Intimations Kill Me, The, 749 

Irish Airman Foresees His Death, An, 533 

| Think Continually of Those Who Were 
Truly Great, 551 

It ls a Beauteous Evening, Calm and 
Free, 329 


Jackdaw, The, 894 

Japanese Quince, The, 589 
Jeannot and Colin, 789 
Jiménez, Juan Ramén, 887, 888 
John Anderson My Jo, 311 
Johnson, Samuel, 289, 290-294 
Jonson, Ben, 276, 217-220 
Joyce, James, 592, 593 


Kafka, Franz, 890, 891 

Keats, John, 379-380, 381-390 
King James Bible, 194, 195 
Kubla Khan, 341 


Lagoon, The, 580 

Lake Isle of Innisfree, The, 534 

Lamb, Charles, 396, 397 

Lamb, The, 313 

Lawrence, D. H., 603, 603 

Lessing, Doris, 637, 632 

Let Me Not to the Marriage of True 
Minds, 102 

Letter to Lord Chesterfield, 290 

Life of Samuel Johnson, The, from, 296 

Lines Composed a Few Miles Above 
Tintern Abbey, 333 

London, 1802, 329 

Lorca, Federico Garcia, 862, 863 

Lorelei, The, 811 

Lovelace, Richard, 224, 224-225 

Loveliest of Trees, 445 

Loving in Truth, 89 


Macbeth (Hazlitt), 392 
Macbeth, The Tragedy of 
(Shakespeare), 112 
MacNeice, Louis, 553, 554 
Malory, Sir Thomas, 72, 73 
Man He Kilfed, The, 441 
Mann, Thomas, 879, 880 
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Man's a Man For A’ That, A, 309 
Mansfield, Katherine, 598, 598 
Marlowe, Christopher, 94, 95 

- Marvell, Andrew, 273, 214 
Maupassant, Guy de, 833, 834 
Meditation XVi! from (Donne), 211 
Merlin, 576 
Metamorphoses, from the, 729 
Mild Attack of Locusts, A, 632 
Milosz, Czeslaw, 869-870, 873 

. Milton, John, 226, 227-236 

Moliére (Jean Baptiste Poquelin), 778, 
779 

Montale, Eugenio, 869-870, 872 

Moravia, Alberto, 909, 910 

Morte d’Arthur, Le, from, 73 

Musée des Beaux Arts, 562 

My Last Duchess, 423 

My Pictures Swing, 859 


New Dress, The, 612 

Not Marble, nor the Gilded 
Monuments, 101 

Now Nobody Will Want to Listen to 
Songs... , 861 

Nymph’s Reply to the Shepherd, The, 
96 


Ode on a Grecian Urn, 386 

Ode to a Nightingale, 383 

Ode to the West Wind, 375 

Of Ambition, 191 

O'Faolain, Sean, 627, 627 

Oliver Twist, from, 429 

Olympia 11, 676 

One Day | Wrote Her Name upon the 
Strand, 92 

On First Looking into Chapman's 
Homer, 381 

On His Blindness, 228 

On His Having Arrived at the Age of 
Twenty-Three, 227 

Oracle of Straw, The, 750 

Orwell, George, 678, 619 

Other People’s Misfortune, 829 

Ovid, 728, 729 

Ozymandias, 373 


Panther, The, 854 

Paradise Lost, from, 230 

Pardoner's Tale, The, from, 65 

Park, The, 554 

Passionate Shepherd to His Love, The, 
95 

Pasternak, Boris, 858, 859 

People, 867 

Pepys, Samuel, 247, 242 

Petrarch, 756, 756 

Piece of String, A, 834 

Pied Beauty, 436 

Pindar, 675, 676 

Pippa Passes, from, 421 

Pirandello, Luigi, 875, 876 

Platero and I, from, 888 

Playhouse Memoranda, 397 
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Poison Tree, A, 314 

Pope, Alexander, 276, 277-288 

Preludes, 542 

Prologue to The Canterbury Tales, The, 
from, 44 

Psalm 8, 195 

Psalm 23, 195 

Pygmalion, 460 


Raleigh, Sir Walter, 94, 96 

Rape of the Lock, The, 277 

Rapt in the One Fond Thought That 
Makes Me Stray, 756 

Return of the Exile, The, 865 

Rilke, Rainer Maria, 852, 853-855 

Rimbaud, Arthur, 847, 842 

Rime of the Ancient Mariner, The, 343 

Russia 1812, 814 


Sailing to Byzantium, 538 

Sappho, 674, 674 

Sassoon, Siegfried, 547, 547 

Seafarer, The, from, 25 

Second Coming, The, 537 

Seferis, George, 864, 865 

Shakespeare, William, 98-99, 99-189 

Shall | Compare Thee to a Summer's 
Day? 99 

Shaw, George Bernard, 458-459, 460 

Shelley, Percy Bysshe, 377-372, 373- 
378 

She Walks in Beauty, 366 

Sick Rose, The, 314 

Sidney, Sir Philip, 88, 89-90 

Singing Lesson, The, 598 

Sir Patrick Spens, 39 

Slumber Did My Spirit Seal, A, 332 

Soldier, The, 549 

Song for St. Cecilia's Day, A, 238 

Song: Sullen Moods, 556 

Song: to Celia, 220 

Sonnet 10 (Donne), 210 

Sonnet 169 (Petrarch), 756 

Sonnet 18 (Shakespeare), 99 

Sonnet 29 (Shakespeare), 100 

Sonnet 30 (Shakespeare), 100 

Sonnet 55 (Shakespeare), 101 

Sonnet 73 (Shakespeare), 101 

Sonnet 116 (Shakespeare), 102 

Sonnet 31 (Sidney), 89 

Sonnet 75 (Spenser), 92 

Sophocles, 678, 680 

So We'll Go No More A-Roving, 368 

Spectator, The, from, 271 

Spender, Stephen, 550, 551 

Spenser, Edmund, 97, 91-93 

Splendor Falls on Castle Walls, The, 414 

Spring and Fall, 437 

Stanzas Written on the Road Between 
Florence and Pisa, 367 

Steele, Richard, 268-269, 269 

Still, 625 

Sugawn Chair, The, 627 

Suggestions for the Improvement of a 
Sunset, 571 


Sun, The, 840 
Swift, Jonathan, 258, 259 


Tatler, The, from, 269 

Taylor Street, 572 

Tears, (dle Tears, 415 

Tennyson, Alfred, Lord, 470-4171, 412- 
419 

That Time of Year Thoydviayst in Me 
Behold, 101 2 

Thomas, Dylan, 564, 565-569 

Thrower-Away, The, 915 

Thunderstorm in Town, A, 440 

Tiger, The, 313 

To , 374 

To Althea, from Prison, 225 

To a Mouse, 310 

To an Athlete Dying Young, 446 

To Autumn, 389 

Tolstoy, Leo, 877, 818 

To Lucasta, Going to the Wars, 224 

Tomlinson, Charles, 570, 571 

To the Memory of My Beloved Master, 
William Shakespeare, 217 

Town Mouse and the Country Mouse, 
The, 671 

Tragedy of Macbeth, The, 112 

Train from Rhodesia, The, 639 

Troubadours and Minnesingers, 748, 
749-751 


Ulysses, 412 
Upon His Spaniel Tracy, 221 


Valediction: Forbidding Mourning, A, 
208 

Valéry, Paul, 856, 857 

Verlaine, Paul, 843, 844 

Virgil, 777, 718 

Voltaire, Francois Marie Arouet de, 788, 
789 


Walther von der Vogelweide, 748, 750 

War, 876 

When, in Disgrace with Fortune and 
Men’s Eyes, 100 

When | Consider How My Light Is 
Spent, 228 

When | Have Fears That | May Cease 
to Be, 382 

When | Was One-and-Twenty, 445 

When to the Sessions of Sweet Silent 
Thought, 100 

Why | Write, 619 

Wife of Usher's Well, The, 40 

Wild Swans at Coole, The, 535 

With How Sad Steps, O Moon, Thou 
Climb'st the Skies! 89 

Woolf, Virginia, 677, 612 

Wordsworth, William, 326-327, 328-338 

World Is Too Much with Us, The, 328 


Yeats, William Butler, 537, 532-540 
Yevtushenko, Yevgeny, 866, 867 


Macmillan Literature Series 


ate at: Ae urh kpc. 


am Wit fe fo ll a prtlar *® Fee Bu n3 
FOL mm wa sc? de ¥ 

bot, 5% 1} 
: her befor. tte Fe “Pr sdothtacasd US tf | 

c 1 

-~ CAR A Che) 

of FY Se EW rapa Eee Ain 4 Ql ion “ 
/ aS aie “= | Ss 
ae AL P ki Pe OS LP a. 


f 
An Afoswcol Sure. 


ISBN O-Oe-Ld4440-7? / le 


